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BOOK I 



CHAPTER I. 



The king hid hia flute aside, and with his hands 
folded behind hia back, walked thoughtfully up and 
down his room in Sans-SoucL His countenance was 
now tranquil, his brow cloudless ; with the aid of 
music he had hannonized his soul, and the anger 
and displeasure he had so shortly before felt were 
soothed by the melodious notes of his flute. 

The king was no longer angry, but melancholy, 
and the smile that played on his lip was so re- 
signed and painful that the brave Marqms d* Argens 
would have wept had he seen it, and the stinging 
jest of Yoltaire have been silenced. 

But neither the marquis nor Yoltaire, nor any of 
his Mends were at present in Potsdam. D*Argens 
was in France, with his young wife, Barbe Co- 
chois ; Yoltaire, after a succession of difficulties 
and quarrels, had departed forever ; General Roth- 
enberg had alio departed to a land from which no 
one returns — ^he was dead I My lord marshal had 
retumied to Scotland, Algarotti to Italy, and Bas- 
tiani still held his office in Breslau. Sans-Souci, 
that had been heretofore the seat of joy and 
laughing wit — Sans-Souci was now still and lone- 
ly ; youth, beauty, and gladness had forsaken it 
forever; earnestness and duty had taken their 
place, and reigned in majesty within those walls 
that had so often echoed with the happy laugh 
and sparkling jest of the king^s friends and con- 
temporaries. 

Frederick thought of this, as with folded hands 
he walked up and down, and recalled the past 
Sunk in deep thought, he remamed standing 



before a picture that hung on the wall above 
his secretary, which represented Barbarina in 
the fascinating costume of a shepherdess, as he 
had seen her for the first tune ten years ago ; 
it had been painted by Pesne for the king. 
What recollections, what drean^s arose before the 
king^s soul ad he gazed at that bewitching and 
lovely face; at those soft, melting eyes, whose 
glance had once made him so happy I But that 
was long ago ; it had passed like a sunbeam on a 
ramy day, it had been long buried in clouds. 
These remembrances warmed the king^s heart as 
he now stood so solitary and loveless before this 
picture ; and he confessed to that sweet image, 
once so fondly loved, what he had never admitted 
to himself, that his heart was very lonely. 

But these painful recollections, these sad 
thoughts, did not last. The king roused himself 
from those dangerous dreams, and on leaving the 
picture cast upon it almost a look of hatred. 

" This is foUy," he said ; " I will to work." 

He approached the secretary, and seized the 
sealed letters and packets that were lying there. 
" A letter and packet from the queen," he said, 
wonderingly opening the letter first. Casting a 
hasty glance through it, a mocking smile crossed 
his face. " She sends me a French translation of 
a prayer-book," he said, shrugging his shoulders. 
"Poor queen I her heart is not yet dead, though, 
by Heaven ! it has suffered enough." 

He threw the letter carelessly aside, without 
glancing at the book ; its sad, pleadmg prayer 
was but an echo of the thoughts trembhng in her 
heart 

" Bagatelles I nothing more," he murmured, 
after reading the other letters and laying them 
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aside. He then rang hastily, and bade the servant 
send Baron PoUnitz to him as -soon as he appeared 
in the audience-chamber. 

A few minutes later the door opened, and the 
old, wrinkled, sweetly smiling face of the un- 
daunted courtier appeared. 

"Approach," said the king, advancing a few 
steps to meet hun. " Do you bring me his sub- 
mission ? Does my brother Henry acknowledge 
that it is vain to defy my power ?" 

PoUnitz shrugged his shoulders. " Sire,"' he 
said, sighing, " his highness will not understand 
that a prince must have no heart. He still con- 
tinues in his disobedience, and declares that no 
faaan should marry a woman without loving her ; 
that he would be contemptible and cowardly to al- 
low himself to be forced to do what should be the 
free choice pf his own heart." 

PoUnitz had spoken with downcast eyes and 
respectful countenance ; he appeared not to notice 
that the kmg reddened and his eyes burned with 
anger. 

" Ah ! my brother dared to say that ? " cried the 
king. " He has the Utopian thought to beUeve 
that he can defy my wishes. TeU him he is mis- 
taken ; he must submit to me as I had to submit 
to my father." 

" He gives that as an example why he wiU not 
yield. He beUeves a forced marriage can never 
be a happy one ; that your majesty had not only 
made yourself imhappy by your marriage, but 
also your queen, and that there was not a lady 
in the land who would exchange places with your 
wife." 

The king glanced piercingly at PoUnitz. " Do 
you know it would have been better had you for- 
gotten a few of my wise brother's words ?" 

" Your majesty commanded me to teU youfaith- 
fuUy every word the prince said." 

" And you are too much a man of truth and 
obedience, too Uttle of a courtier, not to be frank 
and faithful. Is it not so ? Ah ! vraiment, I 
know you, and I know very weU that you are 
playing a double game. But I warn you not to 
foUow the promptmgs of your wicked heart. I 
desire my brother to marry, do you hear ? I will 
it, and you, the grand cht^berlain. Baron PoU- 
nitz, shaU feel my anger if he does not consent." 

** And if he does ? " said PoUnitz, in his laugh- 
ing, shameless manner ; " if I persuade the prince 
to submit to your wishes, what recompense shall 
I receive ? " 

"On the day of their betrothal, I wUl raise 
your income five hundred crowns, and pay your 
debts." 

" Ah, sire, in what a pitiable dUemma you are 



placing me I Your majesty wishes Piince Henry 
to engage himself as soon as possible, and I must 
now wish it to be as late as possible." 

"And why?" 

" Because I must hasten to make as many debti* 
as possible, that your majesty may pay them." 

"You are and wiU remain an unmitigated 
fool ; old age wiU not even cure you," said the 
king, smUing. "But speak, do you think my 
brother may be brought to reason ? " 

PoUnitz shrugged his shoulders, gave a sly 
smUe, but was silent 

" You do not answer me. Is my brother in 
love ? and has he confided in you ? " 

" Sire, I beUeve the prince is in love from ennui 
alone, but he swears it is his first love." 

" That is an oath that is repeated to each lady- 
love ; I am not afraid of it," said the king, smil- 
ing. " Who is the enchantress that has heard his 
first loving vows? She is doubtless a fairy — a 
goddess of beauty." 

" Yes, sire, she is young and^ beautiful, and de- 
clares it is also her first love, so no one can doubt 
its purity ; no one understands love as well as this 
fair lady ; no other than Madame von Kleist, who, 
as your majesty remembers, was lately divorced 
from her husband." 

" And is now free to love agam, as it appears," 
said the kmg, with a mocking smUe. " But the 
beautiful Louise von Schwerin is a dangerous, dar- 
ing woman, and we must check her clever plans 
in the bud. If she desires to be loved by my 
brother, she possesses knowledge, beauty, and ex- 
perience to gam her point and to lead him into aU 
manner of foUies. This affair must be brought 
quickly to a close, and Prince Henry acknowl- 
edged to be the prince royal." 

" Prince Henry goes this evening to Beriin to 
attend a feast given by the Prince of Prussia,** 
whispered PoUnitz. 

" Ah ! it is true the prince's arrest ceases at six 
o'clock, but he will not forget that he needs per- 
mission to leave Potsdam." 

" He wUl forget it, sire." 

The king walked up and down in sUence, and 
his countenance assumed an angry and threaten- 
ing appearance. *^ This struggle must be brought 
to a close, and that speedily. My brother must 
submit to my authority. Go and watch his move- 
ments ; as soon as he leaves, come to me." 

Long after PoUnitz had left him, the king paced 
his chamber in deep thought. " Poor Henry ! I 
dare not sympathize with you ; you are a king's 
son — ^that means a slaye to your position. Why 
has Providence given hearts to kings as to other 
men ? Why do we thirst so for love ? as the in- 
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toxicating drink is always denied us, and we dare 
not drink it even when offered by the most be- 
witching enchantress ! " 

Involuntarily his eye rested upon the beautiful 
picture of Barbarina. But he would have no pity 
with himself, as he dared not show mercy to his 
brother. Seizing the silver bell, he rang it hast- 
ily: 

" Take that picture from the wall, and carry it 
immediately to the inspector, and tell him to hang 
it in the picture-gallery," said Frederick. 

He looked on quietly as the servant took the 
picture down and carried it from the room, then 
sighed and gazed long at the place where it had 
hung. 

" Empty and cold I The last token of my youth 
is gone I I am now the king, and, with God^s 
blessing, will be the father of my people." 



CHAPTER II. 



PRINCE HENRY. 



Prince Henry sat quiet and motionless in his 
lonely room ; dark thoughts seemed to trouble 
him ; his brow was clouded, his lips compressed. 
Had you not known him, you would have taken 
him for the king, so great was the resemblance of 
the two brothers ; but it was only an outward re- 
semblance. The prince had not the spiritual ex- 
pression, his eyes had not the passionate fire, his 
face (beautiful p.s it was) wanted the fascinating 
geniality, the sparkling inspiration, that at all 
thnes lighted the kmg's countenance like a sun- 
beam. 

The prince possessed a greater mind, a clearer 
understanding, but he wanted soul and poetic 
feeling, and allowed himself at times to ridicule 
his brother's poetic efforts. The king, knowing 
this, was inclined to regard the shortcomings of 
the prince as a determined contempt and resist- 
ance to his command ; and as the prince becaine 
more reckless and more indifferent, he became 
more severe and harsh. Thus the struggle com- 
menced that had existed for some time between 
the two brothers. 

For the last four days the prince had been in 
arrest for disobeying orders, but the hour of his 
release was approaching, and he awaited it with 
Impatience. 

The bell of the nearest church had just an- 
nounced the hour of six. The door opened imme- 
diately, and an officer, in the name of the king, 
pronounced his arrest at an end. 



The prince answered with a low bow, and re- 
mained seated, pointing haughtily to the door ; 
but as the officer left him he arose and paced hast- 
ily to and fro. 

"He treats me like a school-boy," he mur- 
mured; " but I shall show him that I have a will 
of my own ! I will not be inthnidated — ^I will not 
submit ; and if the king does not cease to annoy 
me, if he contmues to forget that I am not a slave, 
but son and brother of a king, no motives shall 
restrain me, and I also will forget, as he does, that 
I am a prince, and remember only that I am a 
free, responsible man. He wishes me to marry, 
and therefore has me followed, and surrounds me 
with spies. He wishes to force me to marry. 
Well, I will marry, but I will choose my own 
wife ! " 

The prince had just made this resolve, when the 
door opened, and the servant announced that 
Messrs. Ealkreuth and Eaphengst awaited his 
commands. 

He bade them enter, and advanchig smilingly 
gave them his hand. 

" Welcome I welcome ! " he sjdd ; " the cage is 
open, and I may enjoy a little air and sunshine ; 
let; us not delay to make use of this opportunity. 
Our horses shall be saddled." 

" They are already saddled, prince," said Baron 
Kalkreuth. " I have ordered them to the court, 
and as soon as it is dark we will mount them." 

" What I is it not best that we should mount 
before my door and ride openly away ? " said the 
prince, wonderingly. 

" It is my opinion that is the best plan," cried 
Baron Kaphengst, laughing gayly. ** Every one 
will believe your highness to be simply taking a 
ride, while curiosity would be raised if we left the 
city on foot." 

" I think leaving in the dark, and on foot, looks 
as if I were afraid," said the prince, thoughtfully. 

" Secresy is good for priests and old women, 
but not for us," cried Kaphengst. 

"Secresy suits all who, wish to do wrong," said 
Kalkreuth, earnestly. 

The prince glanced hastily at him. "You be- 
lieve, then, we are about to do wrong ? " 

" I dare not speak of your highness, but we two 
are certainly doing wrong ; we are about to com- 
mit an act of insubordination. But still, my 
prince, I am ready to do so, as your highness wishes 
us to accompany you." 

The prince did not answer, but stepped to the 
window, and looked out thoughtfully and silently. 
In a few moments he returned, looking calm and 
resolute. 

"Kalkreuth is right— we were going to do 
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wrong, and we must avoid it. I shall write to 
the king, and ask leave for you and myself to go 
to Berlin." 

"That is, unfortunately, impossible," said a 
sweet voice belimd him, and as the prince turned 
he saw the smiling face of PoUnitz. "I beg 
pardon, your highness, for having entered unan- 
nounced, but you allowed me to come at this hour 
and ^ve you an account of the conmiissions you 
gave me." 

"Why do you say it is impossible to obtain 
leave of the king to-day ? " asked Henry, hastily. 

** Because his majesty is already in the concert- 
saloon, and your highness knows that he has 
strictly forbidden any one to disturb him there." 

" We shall, then, have to give up our plan, and 
remain here," said the prince. 

Kaphengst glanced angrily and threateningly at 
his friend. 

"And why should your highness do this?" 
asked Polhaitz, astonished. " All your prepara- 
tions are made, all your commands Mfilled. I 
have procured your costumes ; no one will recog- 
nize you, and if they should, would not dare to 
betray you to the king. Only two persons know 
that you are to visit the ball, the Prince of Prus- 
sia, and a lovely lady, whose beautiful eyes were 
misty with tears when I delivered her your mes- 
sage. * Tell the prince,' she murmured, in a ten* 
der voice, * I will await him there, even if I knew 
the king would crush me with his anger.* " 

The prince blushed with joy. " And you say it 
is impossible for me to see the king ? " 

" Impossible, my prince." 

" Well, we will have to renounce it," said the 
prince, sighing. 

" Renounce seeing the king, yes ! for he will not 
leave his room in Sans-Souci to-day." 

" Then we would be entirely salt • he would not 
notice our departure," said Kaphengst, quickly. 

" Entirely safe," said Polhiitz. 

" That is, if Baron Pollnitz does not himself 
inform the king," saicl Baron Kalkreuth, whose 
quick, clear glance rested upon the smiling face 
of the courtier, and appeared to read his inmost 
thoughts. 

Baron Pollnitz cast a suspicious and angry 
glance at Kalkreuth. " I did not know that bor- 
rowing money from you gave you the right to 
speak rudely to me I ** 

"Silence! gentlemen," cried the prince, who, 
until now, had stood quietly struggling with his 
own wishes. " Take your cloaks and let us walk. 
Did you not say that horses were awaiting us at 
the door, Baron Kalkreuth ? " 

" I said so, your highness." 



"And you Pollnitz? Did you not say that 
three costumes awaited us in Berlin ? " 

" Yes, your highness." 

" Well, then," said the prince, smiling, " we 
must not allow the horses and costumes to await 
us any longer. Cpme, gentlemen, we will ride to 
Berlin." 

" Really it was hard to get him off" murmured 
PoUnitz, as he regained the street, and saw the 
three young men fading in the distance. " The 
good prince had quite a dutiful emotion ; if the 
king only knew it, he would forgive him all, and 
renounce the idea of his marriage. But that 
would not suit me — my debts would not be paid ! 
I must not tell the king of his brother's inward 
struggle." 

"Well!" said the king, as Pollnitz entered, 
" has my brother really gone to Berlin ? " 

" Yes, your mtyesty, and accompanied by the 
two Messieurs — " 

" Silence ! " cried the king, hastily ; ** I do not 
wish to know their names, I should have to punish 
them also. He has then gone, and without any 
hesitation, any reluctance ? " 

" Yes, sire, without hesitation. He thinks he 
has the right to go where he pleases, and to 
amuse himself as he can." 

" Order the carriage, Pollnitz," said the king. 
" Witiiout doubt my brother has taken the short- 
est road to Berlin ? " 

" Yes, sire." 

" Then there is no danger of our meeting them 
and being recognized ; and as we have relays on 
the road, we wiU reach Berlin before them." 



OHAPTEPw III. 



LOUISE VON KLEIST. 



Madame von Kleist was alone in her boudoir. 
She had just completed her toilet, and was view- 
ing herself with considerable pleasure in a large 
Venetian glass. She had reason to be pleased. 
The costume of an odalisque became her wonder- 
fully; suited her luxuriant beauty, her large, 
dreamy blue eyes, her full red lips, her slender, 
swaying form. At twenty-eight, Louise von 
Kleist was still a sparkling beauty; the many 
trials and sorrows she had passed through had not 
scattered the roses from her cheek, nor banished 
youth from her heart. 

Louise von Kleist resembled greatiy the little 
Louise von Schwerin of earlier days — ^the littie 
dreamer who found it romantic to love a gardener. 
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and was quite ready to flee Trith him to a paradise 
of love. The king's watchfulness saved her from 
this romantic folly, and gave her another husband. 
This unhappy match was now at an end. Louise 
was again free. She still felt in her heart some of 
the wild love of romance and adventure of the 
little Louise ; she was the same daring, dreamy, 
impressible Louise, only now she was less inno- 
cent. The little coquette from instinct was 
changed into a coquette from knowledge. 

She stood before the glass and surveyed once 
more her appearance; then acknowledged with 
a pleased smile that she was beautiful enough to 
fascinate all men, to arouse in all hearts a painful 
longing. 

" But I shall love no one but the prmce," she 
said, " and when my power over him is sufficient 
to induce him to marry me, I shall reward him by 
my faith, and entire submission to his wishes. Oh I 
I shall be a virtuous wife, a true and faithful moth- 
er; and my lovely little Camilla shall find in 
her mother a good and noble example. I shall 
promise this to my angel with my farewell kiss ; 
and then— to the ball ! " 

She entered the next chamber, and stood at her 
child's bed. What a strange sight ! This wo- 
man, in a fantastic, luxuriant costume, bending 
over the cot of the little girl, with such tender, 
pious looks, with folded hands, and soft, murmur- 
ing lips, uttering a prayer or holy wish I 

" How beautiful she is I " murmured Louise, not 
dreaming that her own beauty at this moment 
beamed with touching splendor — ^that mother 
love had changed the alluring coquette into an 
adorable saint — ** how beautiful she is I " 

The gay, ringing laughter of her daughter inter- 
rupted her ; the child opened her large black eyes, 
and looked amused. 

" You naughty child, you were not asleep," said 
Louise. 

" No, mamma, I was not asleep ; I was playing 
comedy." 

**AhI and who taught you to play comedy, 
ycu silly child ? " said Louise, tenderly. 

The child looked earnestly before her for a few 
moments, as children are wont to do when a ques- 
tion surprises them. 

"I believe, mamma," she said, slowly — "I be- 
lieve I learned it from you." 

** From me, Camilla ? When have you seen mc 
act?" 

" Oh, very often," she cried, laughing. " Just a 
few days ago, mamma, don't you- remember when 
we were laughing and talking so merrily together, 
Prince Henry was announced, and you sent me in- 
to the next room ; but the door was open, and I 



saw very well that you made a sad face, and I 
heard the prince ask you how you were, and you 
answered, *I am sick, your highness, and how 
could it be otherwise, as I am always sad or 
weeping?' Now, mother, was not that act- 
mg?" 

Louise did not answer. Breathmg heavily, she 
laid her hand upon her heart, for she felt a strange 
sorrow and indescribable fear. 

Camilla continued, '^ Oh I and I saw how tender- 
ly the prince looked at you ; how he kissed you, 
and said you were as lovely as an angel. Oh, 
mamma, I too shall be beautiful, and be loved by 
a prince ! " 

" To be beautiful, darling, you must be good 
and virtuous," said the fair odaliftquey earnestly. 

Little Camilla arose in her bed; the white 
gown fell from her shoulders and exposed her soft 
childish form, her brown ringlets curled down her 
neck and lost themselves in her lace-covered drens. 
The chandelier that hung from the ceiling lighted 
her lovely face, and made the gold and silver em- 
broidered robes and jewels of her mother sparkle 
brilliantly. 

At this moment, as with folded arms she 
glanced up at her mother, she looked like an an- 
gel, but she had already dangerous and earthly 
thoughts in her heart 

" Mamma," she said, ** why should I be virtu- 
ous, when you are not ? " 

Louise trembled, and looked terrified at her 
daughter. "Who told you I was not virtu- 
ous?" 

" My poor, dear papa told me when he was here 
the last time. Oh, he told me a great deal, mam- 
ma I He told," continued the child, with a sly 
smile, " how you loved a beautiful gardener, and 
ran off with hun, and how he, at the command of 
the king, married you and saved you from shame; 
and he said you were not at all grateful, but had 
often betrayed and deceived him, and, because he 
was so unhappy with you, he drank so much wine 
to forget his sorrow. Oh, mamma, you don't know 
how poor papa cried as he told me all this, and 
besought me not to become like you, but to be 
good, that every one might love and respect 
me!" 

Whilst Camilla spoke, her mother had sunk 
slowly, as if crushed, to the floor ; and, with her 
face buried in the child's bed, sobbed aloud. 

" Don't <jry, mamma," said Camilla, pleadingly ; 
" believe me, I will not do as papa says, and I will 
not be so stupid as to live in a small town, where 
it is so still and lonesome." 

As her mother still wept, Camilla continued, as * 
'if to quiet her : " I shall be like you, mamma ; in- 
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deed, I wilL Oh, you shoiild but see how I watch 
you, and notice how you smile at all the gentle- 
men, what soft eyes you make, and then again, 
how cold and proud you are, and then look at 
them so tenderly I Oh, I have noticed all, and I 
shall do just the same, and I will run away with 
a gardener, but I will not let papa catch me — ^no, 
not I." 

" Hush, child, hush ! " cried the mother, rising, 
pale and trembling, from her knees ; " you must 
become a good and virtuous ^rl, and never run 
away with a man. Forget what your bad father 
has told you ; you know he hates me, and has 
told you all these falsehoods to make you do the 
same." 

" Mamma, can you swear that it is not true ? " 

" Yes, my child, I can swear it." 

" You did not run off with a gardener ? " 

"No, my child. Have I not told you that a 
Tirtuous girl never runs away ? " 

"You did not make papa unhappy, and, being 
his wife, love other men ? " 

"No, my daughter." 

" Mamma," said the child, after a long pause, 
" can you give me your right hand, and swear you 
did not?" 

Louise hesitated a moment ; a cold shiver ran 
through her, she felt as if she was about to per- 
jure herself; but as she looked into the beautiful 
face of her child, whose eyes were fixed on her 
with a strange expression, she overcame her un- 
willingness. 

" Here is my hand — ^I swear that all Jrour father 
told you is false ! " 

Camilla laughed gleefully. " Oh, mamma, I have 
caught you : you always want me to tell the truth, 
and never give my right hand when a thing is not 
true, and now you have done it yourself." 

" What have I done ? " said the mother, trem- 
bling. 

" You gave me your right hand, and swore that 
all papa told me was false ; and I say it is true, 
and you have sworn falsely." 

" Why do you believe that, Camilla ? " she 
asked. 

"I don't believe it, I know it," said the child, 
with a sly smile. " When papa spoke to you, for 
' the last time, and told you good-by forever, he 
told you the same he had told me. Oh ! I was 
there and heard all ; you did not see me slip into 
the room and hide behind the fire-place. Papa told 
you that you had been the cause of all his unhappi- 
ness and shame ; that from the day you had run off 
with the gardener and he, at the king's command, 
went after you, and married you — ^from that day, he 
had been a lost man , and when he said that, you 



cried, but did not tell him, as you told me, that it 
was not true." 

Louise did not answer. This last taunt had 
crushed her heart, and silenced her. Still leaning 
on the bed, she looked at her child with pamful 
tenderness. Camilla's mocking laughter had 
pierced her soul as with a dagger. 

"Lost," she murmured, " both of us lost ! " 

With passionate despair she threw her arms 
around the child, and pressed her closely ; kissed 
her wildly agsun and again, and covered her face 
with burning tears. 

" No, Camilla, no ! you shall not be lost, you 
must remain good and pure ! Every child has its 
guardian angel ; pray, my child, pray that your 
angel may watch over you I " 

She pressed her again in her arms, then rc« 
turned to her chamber, sadder and more hope- 
less than she had ever been before. 

But this unusual sadness commenced to annoy 
her; her heart was not accustomed to feel sorrow, 
and her remorseful, dreary feeling made her shud- 
der. "If the carriage would but come I" she 
murmured, and then, as if to excuse her thought- 
lessness, she added, " it is now my holy duty to 
listen to the prince ; I must regain the respect of 
my child. Yes, yes, I must become the wife of 
Henry 1 I can accomplish this, for the prince loves 
me truly." 

And now, she was again the coquette, whose 
captivating smile harmonized perfectly with her 
alluring costume — ^no longer the tender mother, 
no longer the sinner suffering from repentance and 
self-reproach. 

She stood before the glass, and arranged her 
disordered dress and smoothed her dishevelled 
hair. 

" I must be bewitching and fascinating," she 
murmured, with a smile that showed two rows of 
pearl-like teeth ; " the prince must gain courage 
from my glance, to offer me his hand. Oh, I 
know he is quite prepared to do so, if it were only 
to annoy his brother ! " 

As she saw the carriage drive up, she exclaimed, 
with sparkling eyes, *' The battle begins — to vic- 
tory !" 



CHAPTER IV. 

AT THE MASEED BALL. 

The feast had commenced. As Louise von 
Kleist, the beautiful odalisque^ entered the danc- 
ing-saloon, she was almost blinded by the gay and 
sparkling assembly. The fairy-like and fantastic 
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robes sparkled with gold and jewels. The sea of 
light thrown from the crystal chandelier upon the 
mirrors and ornaments of the brilliant saloon daz- 
zled the eye. The entertainments of the Prince 
of Prussia were renowned for their taste and 
splendor. 

Unrecognized, the beautiful Louise slipped 
through the gay assembly of masks, and^ when 
detecting some friends under the muffled forms of 
their disguise, she murmured their names, and 
some mischievous and witty remark ; then spring- 
ing gayly on to shoot again her arrow, and excite 
astoni^ment and surprise. 

" Oh, that life were a masked ball I " she mur- 
mured softly to herself, " mysterious and sweet ! 
where you find more than yoj seek, and guess 
more than is known. No ol<j recognizes me here. 
The brave and handsome Count Troussel, who is 
leaning against that pillar, and casting such mel- 
ancholy glances through the crowd, hunting for 
the one his heart adores, never dreams' that she is 
standing opposite him, and is laughing at his per- 
plexity. No, he does not recognize me, and no 
one knows my costume but the prince and PoU- 
nitz, and as they have not yet found me, I con- 
clude they have not arrived. I will therefore 
amuse myself during their absence." 

She was just approaching the sentimental cava- 
lier, when she suddenly felt her arm touched, and, 
turning aroimd, saw two masks wrapped in dark 
dominoes before her. 

" Beautiful odalisque, I bring you your sultan," 
marmured one of them, in whom she recognized 
.Baroil Pbllnitz. 

" And where is my sultan ? ".she asked. 

"Here," said the second mask, oflFering the 
beautiful lady his ar^. Louise saw those glorious 
eyes beaming upon her through his mask— eyes 
which the king and Prince Henry alone piossessed. 

** Ah, my prince ! " she murmured softly and re- 
proachfully, " you see that it is I who have waited." 

The prince did not answer, but conducted her 
hastily through the crowd. They had soon reach- 
ed the end of the saloon. A small flight of steps 
led them to a little boudoir opening on a balcony. 
Into this boudoir Pollnitz led the silent pair, then 
bowing low he left them. 

" My God I your highness, if we should be sur- 
prised here ! " 

" Fear nothing, we will not be surprised. Poll 
lAiz guards the door. Now, as we are alone and 
jndisturbed, let us lay aside our disguises." 

Thus speaking, the supposed prince removed 
his mask and laid it upon the table. 

"The king ! " cried Louise, terrified and step- 
ping back. 



The king's eyes rested upon her with a piercing 
glance, " What ! " he asked, " are you still act- 
ing? You appear astonished; and still you 
must have known me. Who but the king would 
show the beautiful Madame von Eleist such an 
honor ? In what other cavalier could you place 
such perfect confidence as to accompany him 
into this lonely boudoir ? with whom but the king 
could you have trusted your fair fame? You 
need not be alarmed ; to be in my presence is to 
be under my protection— the kind guardianship 
of your king. I thank . you that you knew me, 
and, knowing me, foUowed me trustingly." 

The searching glance of the king alarmed Lou- 
ise ; his mocking words bewildered her, and she 
was incapable of reply. 

She bowed silently, and allowed herself to be 
conducted to the divan. 

"Sit down, and let us chat awhile," said the 
king. " You know I hate the noise of a feast,and 
love to retire into some comer, unnoticed and un- 
seen. I had no sooner discovered the fab Louise 
under this charming costume, than I knew I had 
found good company. I ordered Pollnitz to seek 
out for us some quiet spot, where we might con- 
verse freely. Commence, therefore." 

" Of what shall I speak, your majesty ? " said 
Louise, confused and frightened. She knew well 
that the king had not found her by chance, but 
had sought her with a determined purpose. ■ 

" Oh I that is a question whose naivete remiada 
me of the little Louise Schwerin of earlier days. 
Well, let us speak on that subject which interests 
most deeply all who know you ; let us speak of 
your happiness. You sigh. Have you already 
paid your tribute ? Do you realize the fleetness 
of all earthly bliss ? " 

" Ah ! your majesty, an unhappy marriage is 
the most bitter offering that can be made to ex- 
perience," sighed Madame von Kleist. " My life 
was indeed wretched until released by your kind- 
ness from that bondage." 

" Ah, yes, it is true you are divorced. When 
and upon whom will you now bestow this small, 
white hand?" 

Louise looked up astonished. " What ! " she 
stanmiered, confused, " your majesty means — " 

"That you will certainly marry again. As 
beautiful a lady as you will always be surrounded 
by lovers, and I sincerely hope that you will mar- 
ry. You should go forward as an example to my 
brothers, your youthful playmates, and I will tell 
my brother Henry that marriage is not so bad £L 
thing, as the beautiful Madame von Kleist haa 
tried it for the second tune," 

" I doubt very much, su-e," said Louise, timidly, 
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" if the example of so insignificant a person would 
have the desired eflEect upoa the prince." 

"You do yourself injustice. The prince has 
too strong an admiration for you, not to be influ- 
enced by your encouraging example. My brother 
musf and shall marry according to his birth. I 
am assured that, contrary to my "wishes and com- 
mands, he is about to make a secret and illegiti- 
mate marriage. I am not yet acquainted with 
the name of his wily mistress, but I shall leam it, 
and, when once noted in my memory, woe be unto 
her, for I shall never acknowledge such a marriage, 
and I shall take care that his mistress is not re- 
ceived at court — she shall be regarded as a dis- 
honored woman ! " 

" Your majesty is very stem and pitiless tow- 
ard the poor prince," said Madame Kleist, who 
had succeeded in suppressing her own emotions, 
and, following the lead of the king, she was de- 
sirous to let it appear that the subject was one of 
no personal interest to herself. 

" No," said the king, " I am not cruel and not 
pitiless. 1 must forget that I am a brother, and 
remember only I am a king, not only for the good 
of my family, but for the prosperity of my people. 
My brother must marry a princess of wealth and 
influence. Tell Prince Henry this. Now," said 
the king, with an* engaging smile, " let us speak 
of your lovely self. You will, of course, marry 
again. Have you not confidence enough in me to 
tell me the name of your happy and favored 
lover ? " 

" Sire," said Louise, smiling, " I do not know it 
myself, and to. show what unbounded confidence I 
have in your majesty, I modestly confess that I am 
not positively certain whether among my many 
followers there is one who deskes to be the suc- 
cessor of Kleist It is easy to have many lovers, 
but somewhat difficult to marry suitably." 

" We need a marrying man to chase away the 
crowd of lovers," said the king, smiling. " Think 
awhile — let your lovers pass in review before 
your-perhaps you may find among them one who 
is both ardent and desirable." 

Louise remained thoughtful for a few moments. 
The king observed her closely. 

"Well," he said, after a pause, "have you 
made your selection ? " 

Madame von Kleist sighed, and her beautiful 
bright eyes filled with tears. She took leave of 
her most cherished and ambitious dream — bade 
farewell to her future of regal pomp and splendor. 

" Yes, sire, I have found an epoiiseur, who only 
needs encouragement, t« ofler me his heart and 
hand." 

"Is he of good family?" 



"Yes,su-e." 

"MiUtary?" 

" Yes, sire. He wears only a captain's epau- 
lets. Your majesty sees that I am modest" 

" On the day of his marriage he shall be major. 
When the Church pronounces her blessing, the 
king's blessing shall not be wanting. We are, of 
course, agreed. When will you be engaged ? " 

" Sire, that depends upon my lover, and when I 
succeed in bringing him to terms." 

" We will say in eight days. You see I am 
anxious to become speedily acquainted with one 
blissful mortal, and I think that the husband of 
the beautiful Madame Kleist will be supremely 
happy. In eight days, then, you will be engaged, 
and, to complete your good work, you must an- 
nounce this happy fact to my brother Henry. Of 
course, he must not even surmise that you sacri- 
fice yourself in order to set him a good example. 
No, you will complete your noble work, and tell 
hun that' a love which you could not control in 
duced you to take this step ; and that he may no' 
doubt your words, you will tell your story cheer- 
fully — ^yes, joyously." 

" Sire, it is too much — I cannot do it," cried 
Madame von Kleist " It is enough to trample upon 
my own heart ; your majesty cannot desire me to 
give the prince his death-blow." 

The kings eyes flashed angrily, but he controlled 
himself. 

" His death ! " he repeated, shrugging his shoul- 
ders, " as if men died of such small wounds. You 
know better yourself. You know that the grave 
of one love is the cradle of another. Be wise, 
and do as I tell you : in eight days you will be en- 
gaged, and then you will have the kindness to ac- 
quaint Prince Henry with ypur happy prospects." 

" Ah, sire, do not be so cruel as to ask this of 
me," cried Louise, gliding from the divan upon 
her knees, " be merciful I am ready to obey the 
commands of my king, to make the sacrifice that 
is asked of me — let it not be too great a one. 
Your majesty asks that I shall draw down the 
contempt of the man I love upon myself ; that this 
man must not only give me up, but scorn me. 
You require too much. This is more than the 
strongest, bravest heart can endure. Your ma- 
jesty knows that the prince loves me passionately. 
Ah, sire, your brother would have forfeited his 
rank and your favor by marrying me, but he 
would have been a happy man ; and I ask the 
king if that is not, at last, the best result ? Are 
you, sire, content and happy since you trampled 
your breathing, loving heart to death at the foot 
of the throne ? You command your brother to 
do as you have done. Well, sure, I submit — ^not 
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©uly to resign the prince, but to marry again, to 
marry without love. Perhaps my soul will be 
lost by this perjury, but what matters that — it is 
a plaything in the hands of the king ? He may 
break my heart, but it shall not be dishonored 
and trodden in the dust. The prince shall cease 
to love me, but' I will not be despised by him. 
He shall not think me a miserable coquette, de- 
spise, and laugh at me. Now, sire, you can crush 
me in your anger. I have said what I had to say — 
you know my decision." 

She bowed her hecU almost to the earth ; mo- 
tionless, kneeling at the foot of the king, her hands 
folded on her breast, she might in reality have 
been taken for an odalisqtte but that her sad, tear- 
ful face was not in unison with the situation or 
costume. 

A long pause ensued — a solemn, fearful pause. 
The king struggled with his rage, Louise with 
her disappointment and distress. Sounds of laugh- 
ter, the gay notes of music reached them from 
the dancing-saloon. The ball had commenced, 
and youth and beauty were mingling in'^the dance. 
These soimds aroused the king, and the sad con- 
trast made Louise shudder. 

" You will not, then, comply with my request ? " 
said the king, sternly. 

"Sire, I cannot!" murmured Louise, radsmg 
her hands imploringly to the king. 

"You cannot I" cried the king, whose face 
glowed with anger ; " you cannot, that means you 
will not, because your vain, coquettish heart will 
not resign the love of the prince. You submit to 
resign his hand, because you must ; but you wish 
to retidn his love : he must think of you as a 
heavenly ideal, to be adored and longed for, 
placed amongst the stars for worship. Ah, ma- 
dame, you are not willing to mftke the gulf be- 
tween you impassable I You say you wish, at 
least, to retain the respect of Prince Henry. I ask 
you, madame, what you have done to deserve his 
respect? You were an ungrateful and undutifiil 
daughter ; you did not think of the shame and 
sorrow you prepared for your parents, when you 
arranged your flight with the gardener. I suc- 
ceeded in rescuing you from dishonor by marry- 
ing you to a brave and noble cavalier. It de- 
pended upon you entirely to gain his love and 
respect, but you forgot your duty as a wife, as 
you had forgotten it as a daughter. You had no 
pity with the faults and follies of your husband, 
you drove him to despair. At last, to drown his 
sorrows, he became a drunkard, and you, instead 
of remaining at his side to encourage and counsel 
him, deserted him, and so heartlessly exposed 
lis shame that I, to put an end to the scandal. 



permitted your divorce. You not only forgot youi 
duty as a wife and daughter, but also as a mother. 
You have deprived your child of a father, you 
have made her an orphan ; you have soiled, al- 
most depraved her young soul ; and now, after all 
this, you wish to be adored and respected as a 
saint by my poor brother I No, madame! I shall 
know how to save hhn from this delusion ; I shall 
tell to hira and the world the history of little 
Louise von Schwerin ! Fritz Wendel still lives, 
and, if yoa desire it, I can release him, and he 
may tell liis romantic story." 

" Oh, for the second time to-day I have heard 
that hateful name \ ' cried Louise ; *^ the past is an 
avenger that pursues us mercilessly through our 
whole lives." 

"Choose, madame!" said the king, after a 
pause ; " will you announce your betrothal to my 
brother in a gay and unembarrassed tone, or shall 
1 call Fritz "Wendel, that he may sing the unhappy 
prince to sleep with his romantic history ? " 

Whilst the king spoke, Louise had raised her- 
self slowly from her knees, and taken a 'seat upon 
the divan. Now rismg, and bowing lowly, she 
said, with trembling lips and tearM voice : " Sire, 
I am prepared to do all that you wish. I shall 
announce my betrothal to the prmce cheerftdly, 
and without sighs or tears. But be merciful, and 
free me forever from that hideous spectre which 
seems ever at my side ! " 

" Do you mean poor Fritz Wendel ? " said the 
king, smiling. " Well, on the day of your mar- 
riage I will send him as a soldier to Poland; 
there he may relate his love-adventures, but no 
one will understand him. Are you content ? " 

"I thank you, sire," said Louise, ftdutly. 

" Ah, I see our conversation has a^tated you 
a little ! " said the king. " Fortunately, we are 
now at an end. In the next eight days, remem- 
ber, you will be engaged ! " 

" Yes, su*e." 

" The day of your marriage, I will make your 
captam a major. You promise to tell my brother 
of your engagement, and that it is in accord- 
ance with the warmest wishes of your heart? " 

" Yes, sire ; and you will banish the gardener 
forever ? " 

" I will ; but wait— one thing more. Where 
will you tell my brother of your engagement, and 
before what witnesses ? " 

"At the placse and before the witnesses your 
majesty may select," said Madame von Kleist. 

The king thought a moment " You will do it 
in my presence," said he ; "I will let you know 
the time and place through PoUnitz. We have 
arranged our little affairs, madame, and we wiU 
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descend to the saloon where, I think, your ipomeur 
is sighing for your presence." 

" Let him sigh, sire ! With your permission, I 
should like to retire/' 

" Go, madame, where you wish. Pdllnitz will 
conduct you to your carriage." 

He offered her his hand, and, with a friendly 
bow, led her to the door, 

" Farewdl, madame ! I believe we part 
friends ? " 

" Sire," she answered, smiling faintly, " I can 
only say as the soldiers do, * I thank you for your 
gracious punishment I * " 

She bowed and left the room hastily, that the 
king might not see her tears. 



CHAPTER V. 



A SECRM CAPTAIN. 



The king looked long after her in silence ; at 
first with an expression of deep pity, but this 
soon gave place to a gay, mocking smile. 

" She is not a woman to take sorrow earnestly. 
When mourning no longer becomes her, she will 
lay It aside for the rosy robes of joy. She is a 
coquette, nothing more. It is useless to pity her." 

He now stepped upon the balcony that over- 
looked the saloon, and ghmced furtively from 
behind the curtjuns upon the gay assembly be- 
low. 

** Poor, foolish mankind I how wise you might 
be, if you were not so very childish — ^if you did not 
seek joy and happiness precisely where it is not 
to be found I But how is this ? " said the king, in- 
terrupting himself, " those two giant forms at the 
side of the little Armenians are certainly Barons 
Kalkreuth and Kaphengst, and that is my brother 
with them. Poor Henry ! you have made a bad 
use of your freedom, and must, therefore, soon 
lose it. Ah ! see how searchingly he turns his 
head, seeking his beautiful odalisque I In vain, 
my brother, in vain I For to-day, at least, we have 
made her a repentant Magdalen ; to-morrow she 
will be again a life-enjoying Aspasia. Ah, the 
Drince separates himself from his followers. I 
nave a few words to whisper in the ear of the gay 
Kaphengst" 

Tl\e king stepped back into the room, and after 
resuming his mask, he descended into the saloon, 
accompanied by his grand chamberlain. 

Mrth and gayety reigned ; the room was c x)wd- 
sd with masks ; here stood a group in gay con- 
versation ; there was dancing at the other end of 



the saloon. Some were listening to the organ 
player, as he sang, in comical German and French 
verses, httle incidents and adventures that had 
occurred during the present year at court, bring- 
ing forth laughter, confused silence, and blushes. 
Some were amusing themselves with the lively, 
witty chat of the son of the Prmce of Prussia, the 
little ten-year-old. Prince Frederick William. He 
was dressed as the God of Love, with bow and 
quiver, dancing around, and, with an early-ripened 
instinct, directing his arrow at the most beautiful 
and fascinating ladies in the room. 

Prince Henry paid no attention to all this ; his 
wandering glance sought only the beautiful Louise, 
and a deep sigh escaped him at not having found 
her. Hastily be stepped through the rows of 
dancers which separated the two cavaliers from 
him. 

"It appears," murmured Baron Kalkreuth to 
his friend, " it appears to me that the prince woiild 
like to get rid of us. He wishes to be entirely 
unobserved. I think we can profit by this, and 
therefore I shall take leave of you for a while, 
and seek my own adventures." 

" I advise you," murmured Baron Kaphengst, 
laughingly, "to appoint no rendezvous for to- 
morrow." 

" And why not, friend ? " 

" Because you will not be able to appear ; lor 
you will doubtiess be in arrest." 

" That is true, and I thank you for your pru- 
dent advice, and shall arrange all my rendezvous 
for the day after to-morrow. Farewell." 

Baron Kaphengst turned laughmgly to another 
part of the saloon. Suddenly he felt a hand placed 
on his shoulder, and a low voice murmured his 
name. 

Terrified, he turned. "I am not the one you 
seek, mask," he said ; but as he met those two 
large, burning eyes, he shuddered, and even his 
bold, daring heart stood still a moment from ter- 
ror. Only the king had such eyes ; only he had 
such a commanding glance. 

" You say you are not the one I seek," SMd 
the mask. "Well, yes, you speak wisely. I 
sought in you a brave and obedient officer, and it 
appears that you are not that. You are not, then, 
Lieutenant von Kaphengst ? " 

Kaphengst thought a moment He was con- 
vinced it was the king that spoke with him, for 
Frederick had not attempted to disguise his voice. 
Kaphengst knew he was ' discovered. There re- 
mained nothing for him but to try and reconcile 
the king by a jest. 

He bowed close to the king, and whispered : 
" Listen, mask-»-«s you have recognized me, I wUI 
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Rcknf wledge the truth. Yes, I ara Lieutenant von 
Kapliengst) and am incognito. You understand 
me — ^I came to this ball incognito. He is a scoun- 
drel who repeats it ! " and^ without awaiting an 
answer, he hastened away to seek the piince and 
Baron Kalkreuth, acquaint them with the king's 
presence, and fly with them from his anger. 

But Prince Henry, whose fruitless search for his 
sweetheart had made him angry and defiant, de- 
clared he would remain at the ball until it was 
over, and that it should be optional with the king 
to insult his brother openly, and to punish and 
humble a prince of his house before the world. 

" I, unfortunately, do iiot belong to the princes 
of the royal house, and I therefore fear that the 
king might regard me as the cat who had to pull 
the hot chestnuts from the ashes, and I might suffer 
for all three. I therefore pray your highness to 
allow me to withdraw." 

" You may go, and if you meet Kalkreuth, ask 
him to accompany you. You officers must not 
carry your insubordination any further. I, as 
prince, and Hohenzollem, dare the worst, but, be 
assured, I shall pay for my presumption. Fare- 
well, and hasten I Do not forget Kalkreuth." 

Kaphengst sought in vain. Kalkreuth was no- 
where to be found, and he had to wend his way 
alone to Potsdam, 

"I shall take care not to await the order of the 
king for my arrest," said Baron Kaphengst to 
himself, as ho rode down the road to Potsdam. 
" I shall be in arrest when his order arrives. Per- 
haps that will soften his anger." 

Accordingly, when Kaphengst arrived at the 
court guard, in Potsdam, he assumed the charac- 
ter of a drunken, quarrelsome officer, and played 
his r6le so well that the commander placed him in 
arrest. 

An hour later the king's order reached the 
commander to arrest Baron Kaphengst, and wit^ 
smilmg astonishment he received the answer that 
he had been under arrest for the last hour. 

In the mean time, Kaphengst had not miscalcu- 
lated. The prince was put. under arrest for eight 
days, Kalkreuth for three. He was released the 
next morning, early enough to appear at the pa- 
rade. 

As the king, with his generals, rode down to the 
front, he immediately noticed the audacious young 
officer, whose eye met his askance and pleadingly. 
The king beckoned to him, and as Baron Kap- 
hengst stood erect before him, the king said, 
laughingly : 

** It is truly difficult to exchange secrets with 
one of your height; bow down to me, I have 
Bomething to whisper in your ear." 



The comrades and officers, yes, even the gen- 
erals, saw not without envy that the king was so 
gracious to the young Lieutenant von Kaphengst ; 
whispered a few words to him confidentially, and 
then smiling and bowing graciously, moved on. 

It was, therefore, natural that, when the king 
left, all were anxious to congratulate the young 
lieutenant, and ask him what the king had whis- 
pered. But Baron Kaphengst avoided, with dig- 
nified gravity, all inquiries, and only whispered to 
his commander softly, but loud enough for every 
one to hear, the words, "State secrets;" then 
bowing profoundly, returned with an earnest and 
grave face to his dwelling, there to meditate at his 
Idsure upon the king's words — ^words both .gra- 
cious and cruel, announcing his advancement, but 
at the same time condemning him to secresy. 

The king's words were : " You are a captain, 
but he is a scoundrel who repeats it ! " 

Thus Baron Kaphengst was captain, but no one 
suspected it ; the caption remained a simple lieu- 
tenant in the eyes of the world. 



CHAPTER VI. 

TpE LEOACT OP VON TRENCK, COLONEL OP THH, 
PANDOURS. 

Baron Weingarten, the new secretary of l^a- 
tion of the Austrian embassy in Berlin, paced 
the ambassador's office in great displeasura It 
was the hour in'which all who had affairs to ar- 
range with the Austrian aiftbassador, passports 
to visSy contracts to sign, were allowed entrance, 
and it was the baron's duty to receive them. 
But no one came ; no one desired to make use 
of his ability or his mediation, and this dis- 
pleased the baron and put him out of humor. It 
was not the want of work and activity that an- 
noyed him ; the baron would have welcomed the 
dolcefar nienJte had it not been unfortunately con- 
nected with his earnings ; the fees he rec^ved for 
passports, and the arrangement of other affairs, 
formed part of his salary as secretary of legation, 
and as he possessed no fortune, this was his only 
resource. This indigence alone led him to resign 
his aristocratic independence and freedom of ac- 
tion. He had not entered the state service from 
ambition, but for money, that he might have the 
means of supporting his mother and unmarried 
sisters, and enable himself to live according to his 
rank and old aristocratic name. Baron Weingar* 
ten would have made any sacrifice, submitted to 
any service, to obtam wealth. Poverty had de- 
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moralized bim, pride had laid a mildew on his 
heart and stifled aU noble aspirations. As he 
read a letter, just recdved from his mother, com- 
plaining of wonts and privations, tailing of the at- 
tachment of a young officer to his sister, and that 
poverty alone prevented their marriage, his heart 
was filled with repining, and at tliis moment he 
was prepared to commit a crime, if, by so doing, 
he could have obtained wealth. 

In this despaunng and sorrowful mood he had 
entered the office, and awaited in vain for peti- 
tioners who would pay him richly for his ser- 
vices. . But the hours passed in undisturbed quiet, 
and Barop "Weingarteji was in the act of leaving 
the office, as the servant announced Baron von 
Waltz, and the court councillor, Zetto, from 
"Vienna. 

He advanced to meet the two gentlemen, with a 
smiling countenance, and welcomed his Austrian 
countrymen heartily. 

The two gentlemen seated themselves silently ; 
Weingarten took a seat in front of them. 

A psdnfnl, embarrassed pause ensued. The ma- 
jestic Baron von Waltz looked silently at the 
ceiling, while the black, piercing eyes of the little 
Councillor Zetto examined the countenance of 
Weingarten with a strangely searching and pene- 
trating expression. 

" You are from Vienna ? " said Weingarten at 
last, putting an end to this painM silence. 

" We are from Vienna," answered the baron, 
with a grave bow. 

" And have travelled here post-haste to have 
an interview with you." 

" With me ? " asked the secretary of legation, 
astonished. 

"With you alone," said the baron, gravely. 

** We wish you to do the King of Prussia a 
great service," said Zetto, solemnly. 

Wangarten reddened, and said confosedly: 
** The King of Prussia ! You forget, gentlemen, 
that my services belong alone to the Empress Ma- 
ia Theresa." 

" He defends hhnself before he is accused," said 
ietto, aside. " It is then true, as we have been 
told, he is playing a double game — serves Austria 
and Prussia at .the same time." Turning to Baron 
Weingarten, he said: "That which we ask of 
you will b6 at the same time a service to our gra- 
cious empress, for certainly it would not only dis- 
tress, but compromise her majesty, if an Austrian 
officer committed a murder in Prussia." 

" Murder I " cried the secretary of legation. 

"Yes, an intentional murder," said Baron 
Waltz, emphatically — " the murder of the King 
»f Prussia. If you prevent this crime, you will 



receive ten thousand guilders," said Zetto, exant- 
ining Weingarten's countenance closely, lie re- 
marked that the baron, who was but a moment 
ago pale from terror, nOw reddened, and that his 
eyes sparkled joyously. 

" And what can I do to prevent this murder f " 
asked Weingarten, hastily. 

" You can warn the king." 

"But to warn successfully, I must have proofs." 

" We are ready to give the most incontroverti- 
ble proofs." 

" I must, before acting, be convinced of the Te- 
racity of your charges." 

" I hope that my word of honor will convince 
you of their truth," said Baron Waltz, patheti- 
cally. 

Weingarten bowed, with an ambiguous smUe, 
that did not escape Zetto. He drew forth hia 
pocket-book, and took from it a small, folded pa- 
per, which he handed to Weingarten. 

" If I strengthen my declai^dtion with this pa- 
per, will you trust me ? " 

Weingarten looked with joyful astonishment at 
the paper; it was a check for two thousand 
guilders. "My sister's dowry," thought Wdn- 
garten, with joy. But the next moment came 
doubt and suspicion. What if they were only try- 
ing him— only convincing themselves if he could 
be bought ? Perhaps he was suspected of Sup- 
plying the Prussian Government from time to time 
with Austrian news— of communicating to them 
the contents of important dispatches I 

The fire faded fit)m his eye, and with a firm 
countenance he laid the paper upon the table. 

" You are mistaken, gentlemen ! that is no doc- 
ument, but a check." 

"With which many documents could be pur- 
chased," said Zetto, smiling Placing the paper 
again in his pocket-book, he took out another and 
a larger one. It was a check for three thousand 
guilders. 

But Weingarten had regained his composure. 
He knew that men acting thus must be spies or 
criminals ; that they were testing him, or luring 
him on to some unworthy act. In either case, he 
must be on his guard. 

" I beg you to confirm your charge in the usual 
manner," said he, with a cold, indifferent glance 
at the paper. " Murder is a dreadM accusation 
— ^you cannot act too carefully. You say that an 
Austrian officer intends to murder the King of 
Prussia. How do you know this ? " 

" From himself," said Baron Waltz ; " he com- 
municated his intentions to me, and confided to 
me his entire plan." 

" It appears," remarked Wemgarten, mocking- 
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ly, "that the officer had reason to beKeve he 
might trust you with this terrible secret." 

"You see, however, that he was mistaken," 
said the baron, smilingly. " I demand of you to 
warn the King of Prussia of the danger that 
threatens him." 

"I shall be compelled to make this danger 
clear, give all particulars, or the king will laugh 
at my story and consider it a fairy tale." 

" You shall ^ve him convincmg proof. Say to 
him that the murder is to be conmaitted when his 
majesty attends the Austrian review at Konigs- 
berg." 

"How will the officer cross the Prussian bor- 
der?" 

" He is supplied with an Austrian passport, and 
under the pretence of inheriting a large property 
in Prussia, he has obtained leave of absence for a 
month." 

" There remains now but one question : why 
does the officer wish to murder the ting ? what 
motive leads him to do so ? " 

" Revenge," said Baron von Waltz, solemnly — 
" an act of vengeance. This Austrian officer who 
is resolved to murder the king of Prussia, is Fred- 
erick von Trenck." 

Weingarten was embarrassed, and his counte- 
nance bore an uneasy and troubled expression. 
But as his eye fell upon the weighty paper that 
lay before him, he smiled, and looked resolved. 

" Now I have but one thing more to ask. Why, 
if your story is authentic, and well calculated to 
startle even the brave king, have you thought it 
necessary to remove my doubts with this docu- 
ment?" 

Baron Waltz was silent, and looked inquiringly 
at Zetto. 

" Why did I hand you this document ? " said the 
councillor, with a sweet smile ; " because gold re- 
mains gold, whether received from an Austrian 
councillor or from a Prussian prince." 

" Sir, do you dare to insult me ? " cried the sec- 
retary of legation, fiercely. 

Zetto smiled. " No, I only wish to notify you 
that we are aware that it is through you that 
Baron von Trenck receives money from a certain 
aristocratic lady in Berlin. It is, therefore, most 
important that the king should be warned by you 
of his intended murder — otherwise you might be 
thought an accomplice." 

Weingarten appeared not to be in the least dis- 
concerted by this statement — he seemed not even 
to have heard it. 

" Before I warn the king," he said, with calm 
composure, " I must be convinced of the truth of 
the story myself, and I acknowledge to you that I 
2 



am not convmced, cannot imderstand your motives 
for seeking the destruction of Baron von Trenck." 

"Ah ! you search into our motives — you mis- 
trust us," cried Zetto, hastily. " Well, we wDl 
prov« to you that we trust you, by telling you our 
secret. You know the story of the inheritance 
of Trenck?" 

" He is the only heir of the pandour chieftain, 
Franz von Trenck." 

" Correct. And do you know the history of this 
pandour chieftain Trenck ? " 

" I have heard a confused and uncertain state- 
ment, but nothing definite or reliable." 

" It is, however, a very interesting and instruc- 
tive story, and shows how far a man with a de- 
termined will and great energy can reach, when 
his thoughts are directed to one end. Baron 
Trenck wished to be rich, immensely rich — that 
was the aim of his life. Seduced by his love of 
money, he became the captain of a band of rob- 
bers, then a murderer, a church-robber; from 
that a brave soldier, and, at last, a holy penitent. 
Robbing and plundering everywhere, he succeeded 
in collecting millions. * The pandour chieftain 
Trenck soon became so rich, -that he excited the 
envy of the noblest and wealthiest men in the 
kingdom, so rich that he was able to lend large 
sums of money to the powerful and influential 
Baron Lowenwalde. You see, baron, it only needs 
a determined will to become rich." 

" Oh ! the foolish man," said Weingarten, shrug- 
ging his shoulders ; " lending money to a noble 
and powerful man, is making an irreconcilable 
enemy," 

" You speak like a prophet. It happened, as 
you say. Lowenwalde became Trenck's enemy. 
He accused him o( embezzling the imperial money, 
of treachery and faithlessness — and Tronck was 
imprisoned." 

"His millions obtained his release, did they 
not?" . 

" No. His riches reduced hhn to greater mis- 
ery. His lands were sequestered, and a body of 
commissioners were selected to attend to them. 
Baron Waltz and myself belonged to this commis- 
sion." 

" Ah ! I begin to underatand," murmured 
Weingarten. 

Baron Zetto continued, with a smile : " The 
commissioners made the discovery that report had 
greatly exaggerated the riches of Trenck. He 
had not many treasures, but many debts. In or- 
der to liquidate those debts, we desired his credit- 
ors to announce themselves every day, and prom- 
ised them a daily ducat until the end of the pro- 
cess." 
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" I hope you two gentlemen were among his 
creditors,'* said Weingarten. 

*^ Certainly, we were, and also Baron Marken/' 

** Therefore you have a threefold advantage 
from Trenek's imprisonment : first, your salary as 
a member of the commission ; secondly, as a cred- 
itor—" 

** And thirdly — ^you spoke of a threefold ad- 
vantage ? " 

** And thirdly," said Weingarten, laughing, " in 
•earcfaing for the missing treasures of Baron 
Trenck which had disappeared so unfortunately." 

** Ah, sir, you speak like those who suspected 
Of at court, and wished to make the empress believe 
that we had enriched ourselves as commissioners. 
Soon after this Trenck died, and Frederick von 
Trenck hastened from St Petersburg to receive bis 
inberitance. How great was his astonishment to 
find instead of the hoped^or millions a few mort- 
gaged lands, an income of a hundred thousand 
gnklerSy and sixty-three creditors who churned the 
property." 

''be should have become one of the commis- 
sioners," remarked Wemgarten, mockingly. "Per- 
haps it would have then been easier for him to 
obtain Ins possessions." 

** He attempted it in another way, with the aid of 
money, bribery, and persuasion. He has already 
succeeded in obtaining fifty-four of his sixty-three 
processes, and will win the others in a few days." 

** And then he will doubtless cause the com- 
missioners to give in thehr accounts, and close 
their books." 

''Exactly. He has already commenced to do 
io. He ordered an investigation to be made 
against the quartermaster, and the commander 
of the regiment to which Franz von Trenck be- 
longed. This man had accused Trenck of having 
embezzled eight thousand of the imperial money, 
and Trenck succeeded so far, that it was declared 
that it was not hun, but his accusers, who had 
committed the crime. The consequence was, that 
the quartermaster was deposed; and it would 
have fiired as badly with the commander, had he 
not found powerful protection." 

" And now the dangerous Frederick von Trenck 
will seize the property of the commissioners." 

** He would do so if we did not know how to 
prevent him. We must employ every means to 
remove him, and, believe me, we are not the only 
men who wish for his disappearance. A large and 
powerM party have the same desire, and would 
Joyfully pay ten thousand guilders to be freed 
trom his investigations." 

Wehigarten^s eyes sparkled for a moment, and 
bis heart beat quickly ; but he suppressed these 



joyful emotions, and retained his calm and indif- 
ferent expression. 

** Gentlemen," he said, quietly, "as you are 
speaking of a real criminal, one who intends oono- 
mitting so great a crime, lam at your service, and 
no money or promises are necessary to buy my 
assistance." 

" Is he really a man of honor, and have we re- 
ceived false information ? " thought Zetto, who was 
misled for a moment by the quiet and virtuous 
looks of the secretary of legation. 

" In the mean whQe you will not prevent those 
for whom you are about to do a great service 
firom showing their gratitude," said Baron Waltz. 
" Every one has a right to give or to receive a 
present" 

"Gentlemen," said Baron Weingarten, smO- 
mgly, " no one has spoken of a present, but of a 
payment, a bribery, and you can readily under- 
stand that this is insulting to a man of honor." 

'* Ah, he leaves opoi a door of escape," thought 
Zetto. ** He is won, he can be bought — You are 
right, baron," he said aloud, " and we are wrong 
to oflfer you now that which hereafter wUl be a 
debt of gratitude. We will speak no more of 
this, but of the danger that threatens the king. 
You alone can save him by warning him of his 
\danger." 

"You really believe, then, that Trenck has the 
intention of murdering the king ? " said Wein- 
garten. 

"We will believe it," said Zetto, with an am- 
biguous smile. 

"We must believe it!" cried Baron Waltz, 
emphatically. "We must either believe in his 
murderous intentions, or be ourselves regarded as 
tndtors and robbers. You will think it nat- 
ural that we prefer the first alternative, and as he 
resolved to ruin us, we will anticipate him, and 
set the trap into which he must fall." 

** Why could you not lay your snares in Aus. 
tria, gentlemen ? Why could you not accuse him 
of intending to murder the empress ? " 

Zetto shrugged his shoulders. . " That would 
not be credible, because Trenck has no motive 
for murdering Maria Theresa, while he might very 
well thirst to revenge himself upon Frederick. 
You know that the king and Trenck are personal 
enemies. Trenck has boasted of this enmity often 
and loud enough to be understood by the whole 
world, and I do not believe that this animosity 
has diminished. Enemies naturally desire to 
destroy each other. Trenck would succeed if 
we did not warn the king, and enable him to 
anticipate his enemy." 

" How can ibis be done ? Will the king reall? 
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go to KoDigsberg to be present at the Austrian 
festivities?" 

"It has been spoken of." 

"Weil, Trenck now proposes to go to Dant- 
zic, and he has boasted that he will enter K6- 
nigsberg at the same time with the King of 
Prussia, who will not dare to arrest hun." 

"We have made a bet with him of a hun- 
dred louis d'or on this boast," said Baron Waltz, 
" and for greater security we have put it in writ- 
ing." 

"Have you it with you?" 

"Here it is." 

The baron handed Weingarten a paper, which 
he seized hastily, unfolded, and read several 
timeSi 

"This is indeed written in very ambiguous 
language, and calculated to ruin Trenck should 
it reach the hands of the king," said Baron 
Weingarten, with a cruel smile. 

Zetto returned tiiis smile. " I wrote the docu- 
ment, and you will naturally understand that I 
measured the words very closely." 

" Who copied the letter ? " asked Weingarten. 
"Doubtlessly Baron Trenck was not magnani- 
mous enough to do that" 

"Baron Waltz is a great adept in imitatmg 
handwriting, and he happily possessed original 
letters of Trenck's," said Zetto, smilingly. 

"You will find it most natural that I should 
try to win my bet," said Baron Waltz. " If 
Trenck is arrested before he goes to Konigs- 
berg, I have won my bet, and will receive the 
hundred louis d'ors from the commissioners." 

All three laughed. 

"These commissioners will soon have to pay 
you ten thousand guilders," whispered Zetto. 
" Here is a bond. On the day that Trenck is a 
prisoner of the king of Prussia, this bond is 
due, and you will then find that the commis- 
sioners are not backward in paying." Zetto 
laid thQ document upon the table. "You will 
now have the kindness to receive our testimony, 
and, if you desire it, we will add our accusations, 
or you can mention that this can be done." 

Weingarten did not answer ; a repentant fear 
tormented his heart, and for a moment it appeared 
as if his good and evil genius were struggling for 
his soul. 

" This involves probably the life of a man," he 
said, softly; ** it is a terrible accusation that I must 
pronounce : if not condemned to death, the king 
will imprison him for many long years, and I shall 
be responsible for this injustice." 

Councillor Zetto's attentive ear heard every 
word ; he stood near him hke the evil one, and 



his piercing eyes rested upon the agitated coun« 
tenance of Weingarten and read his thoughts. 

" Have you not lived the life of a prisoner for 
many years ? " asked Zetto, in a low, mmatural 
voice; "have you not always been a slave of 
poverty ? Will you now, from weak pity, lose the 
opportunity of freeing yourself from this bondage ? 
Ten thousand guilders is no fortune, but it may he 
the begmning of one — ^it may be the thread of 
Ariadne to lead you from the labyrinth of pover- 
ty to freedom and light ; and who will thank you 
if you do not seize this thread— who recompense 
you for your generosity and magnanimity? If 
you tell it to the wise and cunning, they will laugh 
at you ; and if the foolish hear it, they will not 
understand you. Every one is the moulder of his 
own happiness ; and woe unto him who neglects 
to forge the iron while it is hot 1 " 

Baron Weingarten felt each of these words. 
He did not know if they were uttered by human 
lips, or if they came from the depths of his own 
base soul. 

'* It is true, it is true I " he cried, in a frighten- 
ed voice ; " he ia a fool who does not seize the 
hand of Fortune when tendered by the laughing 
goddess — a fool who does not break his fetters 
when he has the power to rend them. Come, 
gentlemen t we take the testimony, and when that 
is done, I will conduct you to our ambassador. 
Baron Puebla." 

" Not so — when that is done, we shall depart 
with post-haste ; you alone shall receive thanks 
and recompense. Now to work ! " 



CHAPTER VII. 

THE KINO AND WEINGARTEN. 

t 

The kmg paced his room hastily ; he was very 
pale, his lip trembled, and his eyes sparkled an- 
grily. 

He suddenly remained standing before the 
Austrian secretary of legation, and gazed long 
an^ earnestly into his face ; but his glance, before 
which so many had trembled, was sustamed by the 
secretary with so quiet and innocent a counte- 
nance that it deceived even the king. 

" I see that you are convmced of the truth of 
what you tell me,^' the king said at last ; " you 
really believe that this madman has the intention 
of murdering me ? " 

" I am convinced of it, sire," replied Weingar- 
ten, humbly, " for I have the proof of his intention 
m my hand," 
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" The proof— what proof? " 

" This paper which I allowed myself to hand to 
your majesty, and which you laid upon the table 
without reading." 

" Ah, it is true ! I forgot that in my excite- 
ment," said the king, mildly. " I beg you to 
read me the contents of this paper." 

Baron Weingarten received the paper from the 
king with a respectful bow; his voice did not 
tremble in the least aa he read the important 
words which refined malice and cniel avarice had 
written there — ^words which, if literally mterpret- 
ed, would fully condemn Trenck. 

The words were : 

" *In consequence of a bet, I pledge myself to 
be in Koriigsberg the same day in which the King 
Frederick of Prussia, my cruel enemy and perse- 
cutor, shall arrive there. I shall go there to do, 
in the king's presence, that which no one has 
done before me, and which no one will do after 
me. If I do not succeed in accomplishing my 
purpose, or if I should be arrested, I have lost my 
bet, and shall owe Baron Waltz one hundred 
louis d'or, which must be paid him by the com- 
missioners of the Trenck estate. 

" * Baron Frkderick ton Trenck.' " 

"And Trenck wrote this note himself?" said 
the king. 

"If your majesty is acqufdnted with Trenck's 
handwriting, you will perhaps have the goodness 
to examine it yourself." 

" I know his handwriting ; give me the paper." 

He took the paper and glanced over it search- 
ingly. " It is his handwriting," he murmured ; 
" but I will examine it again." 

Speaking thus, he stepped hastily to his escri- 
toirey and took from a small box several closely 
written yellow papers, and compared them with 
. the document which Weingarten had given him. 

Ah, how little did Trenck dream, as he wrote 
those letters, that they would witness against him, 
and stamp him as a criminal ! They were already 
a crime in the king's eyes, for they were tender 
letters that Trenck had dared to write from Vienna 
to the Princess Amelia. They had never reached 
her! " 

And now those tender epistles of a tearful and 
unhappy love must bear witness against the 
writer, and condemn him for the second time ! 

"It is his handwritmg," said the king, as he 
laid the letters again in the box. " J thank you. 
Baron Weingarten ; you have saved me from a 
disagreeable occurrence : for, if I will not even be 
lieve that Trenck intended murder, he was at all 
events willing to create a scene, if only to gratify 
his vanity. It appears that he has now played 



out his rdle at Vienna, as well as in St Petersburg 
and Berlin ; and the world would forget bim if 
he did not attract its attention by some mad piece 
of folly. How he intended to accomplish this I 
do not know ; but certainly not by a murder — 
no, I cannot believe that ! " 

" Your majesty is always noble and magnani- 
mous, but it appears to me that these words can 
have but one meaning. *I shall go to Ko- 
nigsberg,' writes Baron Trenck, *and there do 
in the presence of the king what no one has 
done before me, and what no one will do after 
me.' Does not this make his intention pretty 
clear?" 

"Only for those who know his intentions or 
suspect them, for others they could have any 
other signification ; some romantic threat, nothing 
more. Baron Trenck is a known adventurer, a 
species of Don Quixote, always fighting against 
windmills, and believing that warriors and kings 
honor him so far as to be his enemies. I pun- 
ished Trenck when he was in my service, for insub- 
ordination ; now he is no longer in my service, 
and I have forgotten him, but woe be unto him if 
he forces me to remember him ! " 

" Your majesty will soon see if he Is falsely ao« 
cused. These reliable and irreproachable men 
came especially to warn your majesty, through 
me. You ^ill discover if they have calumniated 
Trenck, by giving this testimony. If he does not 
go to Dantzic, does not enter Prussia, they have 
sworn falsely, and Trenck is innocent." 

" He will not dare to cross the borders of my 
state, for he knows he will be court-martialled as 
a deserter. But T am convinced that he is a bold 
adventurer ; he has boasted that he will defy me ; 
that is certainly what no one has done before 
him, and what no one will do after him ; but it 
will rest there, you may believe me." 

Baron Weingarten bowed silently. The king 
continued, with an engagmg smile : 

"However, monsieur, I owe you many thanks, 
and it would please me to have an opportunity of 
rewarding you." 

Until this moment, Weingarten had been stand- 
ing with bowed head ; he now stood erect, and 
his eye dared to meet that of the king. 

"Sire," he said, with the noble expression of 
offended innocence, "I demand and wish no 
other reward than that you may profit by my 
warning. If the fearful danger that threatens 
your majesty is averted through me, that will be 
my all-sufficient recompense. I must decline any 
other." 

The king smiled approvingly. "You speak 
emphatically, and it appears that you really be- 
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iieve in this danger. Well, I thank you only la 
that is your desire. I will respect your warning 
and guard myself from the danger that you believe 
threatens me ; but to do that, and at the same 
time to convince ourselves of Trenck's evil inten- 
tions, we must observe the most perfect silence in 
this whole affair, and you must promise me to 
speak of it to no one.^* 

" Sire, sccresy appeared to me so necessary, that 
I did not even communicate it to Baron Puebla, 
but came to your majesty on my own responsibil- 
ity." 

" You did well, for now Trenck will fdl un- 
warned into the trap we set for him. Be si- 
lent, therefore, upon the subject. If you should 
ever have a favor to ask, come to me with this 
tabatOre in your hand. I will remember this 
hour, and if it is in my power will grant you what 
you wish." 

He handed Weingarten his gold, diamond-stud- 
ded tabaiUre, and received his thanks with ap- 
proving smiles. 

After he had dismissed the secretary of lega- 
tion, and was alone, the smile faded from his face, 
and his countenance was sad and disturbed. 

" It has come to this," he said, as he paced 
his room, with his hands folded behind his back. 
" This man, whom I once loved so warmly, wishes 
to murder me. Ah ! ye proud princes, who ima- 
gine yourselves gods on earth, you are not even 
safe from a murderer's dagger, and you are as vul- 
nerable as the commonest beggar. . Why does he 
wish my death ? Were I a fantastic, romantic 
hero, I might say he hoped to clahn his sweet- 
heart over my dead body ! But Amelia is no 
longer a person for whom a man would risk his 
life; she is but a faint and sad resemblance of* 
the past — ^her rare beauty is tear-stained and turned 
to ashes, but her heart still lives ; it is young and 
warm, and belongs to Trenck ! And shall I dissi- 
pate this last illusion ? Must she now learn that 
he to whom she sacrificed so much is but a com- 
mon murderer ? No, I will spare her this sorrow ! 
I will not ^ve Trenck the opportunity to fulfil* his 
. work ; even his intention shall remain doubtful 
I shall not go to Eonigsberg ; and if, in his pre- 
sumptuous thirst for notoriety or for vengeance, he 
should enter Prussia, he shall be cared for — ^he 
shall not escape his punishment. Let him but 
try to cross my borders — he will find a snare 
spread, a cage from which he cannot escape. Yes, 
so it shall be. But neither the world nor Trenck 
shall suspect why this is done. If my brothers 
and envious persons hold him up in future as an 
example of my hardness of heart, what do I 
•are for their approval or the praise of shorts 



sighted men ! I do my duty, and am answerable 
only to God and myself. Trenck intends to mur- 
der me-«-I must preserve myself for my people. 
My mission is not yet accomplished ; and if a poi- 
sonous insect crosses my path, I must crush it." 



CHAPTEPv VIII. 

THE UNWILLING BRIDEGROOM. 

Prince Henry had again passed eight days in 
arrest — eight tedious days, days of powerless an- 
ger and pain^l humiliation. This arrest had 
been, by the king's express orders, so strict, that 
no one was allowed to see the prince but Pollnitz, 
who belonged, as the king said, to the inventory 
of the house of Hohenzollem, and, therefore, all 
doors were open to him. 

Pollnitz alone had, therefore, the pleasure of 
hearing the complaints, and reproaches, and bit. ' 
ter accusations of the prince agamst his brother. 
Pollnitz always had an attentive ear for these 
complaints ; and after listening to the prince with 
every appearance of real feeling and warm sym- 
pathy, he would hasten to the king, and with 
drooping eyelids and rejoicing heart repeat the 
bitter and hateful words of the unsuspicious 
prince — words that were well calculated to in- 
crease the king's displeasure. The prince still 
declared that he would not marry, and the king 
insisted that he must submit to his will and com- 
majids. 

Thus the eight days had passed, and Pollnitz 
came to-day with the joyful news that his arrest 
was at an end, and he was now free. 

" That means," said the prince, bitterly, " that 
I am free to wander through the stupid streets of 
Potsdam; appear at his table; that my clothes 
may be soiled by his unbearable four-legged 
friends, and my ears deafened by the dull, pedan- 
tic conversation of his no less unbearable two- 
legged friends." 

"Your highness can save yourself from all 
these small annoyances," said Pollnitz; "you 
have only to marry." 

"Marry, bah I That means to give my poor 
sister-in-law, Elizabeth Christine, a companion, 
that they may sing their sorrows to each other. 
No, I have not the bravery of my kingly brother, 
to make a feeling, human being unhappy in ordet 
to satisfy state politics. No, I possess not tho 
^otism to purchase my freedom with the life* 
long misery of another." 

" But, mon Dieu / my prince,'* said Pollnitz, hi 
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tuB cynical way, " you look at it in too virtuous a 
manner. All women are not as good and pure as 
poor Elizabeth Christine, and know bow to com- 
pensate themselves in other quarters for the in- 
difference of their husbands. We are not speak- 
ing here of a common marriage, but of the be- 
trothal of a prmce. You do not marry your 
heart, but your hand. Truly such a marriage- 
ceremony is a protecting talisman, that may be 
held up to other women as an iron shield upon 
which all their egotistical wishes, all their extrav- 
agant demands must reboimd. Moreover, a mar- 
ried man is entirely sans consequence for all un- 
married women, and if they should love such a 
one, the happy mortal may be convinced that this 
love is really a caprice of the heart, and not a self- 
ish calculation or desire to marry." 

The prince regarded the smiling courtier ear- 
nestly, almost angrily. ** Do you know," he said, 
" that what you say appears to me very im- 
moral ? " 

" Immoral ? " asked Pollnitz, astonished ; " what 
is that ? Your princely highness knows that I re- 
ceived my education at the French court, under 
the protection of the Regent of Orleans and the 
Princess of the Palatinate, and there I never heard 
this word immoral. Perhaps your highness will 
have the kindness to explain it to me." 

" That would be preaching to deaf ears," said 
the prince, shrugging his shoulders. "We will 
not quarrel about the meaning of a word. I only 
wish to make you imderstand that I would not 
marry at my brother's bon plaisir. I will not 
continue this race of miserable princes, that are 
entirely useless, and consequently a burden to the 
state. Oh I if Heaveij would only give me the 
opportunity to distinguish myself before this 
people, and give to this name that is so small, so 
unworthy, a splendor, a color, a signification I " 

" Your highness is ambitious," said Pollnitz, as 
the prince, now silent, paced his room with deep 
emotion. 

" Yes, I am ambitious — ^I thirst for action, re- 
nown, and activity. I despise this monotonous, 
colorless existence, without end or aim. My God t 
how happy I should be, it instead of a prince, I 
could be a simple private man, proprietor of a 
small landed estate, with a few hundred subjects, 
that I should endeavor to make happy I But I am 
nothing but a king's brother, liave nothing but 
my empty title and the star upon my coat My 
mcome is so small, so pitiful, that it would scarcely 
BuflSce to pay the few servants I have, if, at the 
same time, they were not paid by the king as his 
spies." 

" But all this will cease as soon as you speak 



the decisive word ; as soon as you declare yoat 
self prepared to marry." 

"And you dare to tell me this?" cried the 
prince, with flashing eyes — "you, that know I 
love a lady who is unfortunately no princess ; or 
do you believe that a miserable prince has not 
the heart of a man — that he does not possess 
the ardent desire, the painful longing for the wo- 
man he loves ? " 

" Oh, women do not deserve that we should love 
them so ardently ; they are all fickle and incon- 
stant, believe me, my prince." 

The prince cast a quick, questionmg glance at 
the smilmg countenance of the courtier. 

" Why do you say this to me ? " he asked, anx- 
iously. 

"Because I am convinced of its truth, your 
iiighness ; because I believe no woman has the 
power to preserve her love when obstacles are 
placed in the way, or that she can be faithful for 
the short space of eight days, if her lover is 
absent" 

The prince was startled, and looked terrified at 
PolUiitz. 

" Eight days," he murmured ; " it is eight days 
— ^no, it is twelve since I saw Louise." 

"Ah, twelve days ! — and your highness has the 
really heroic belief that she still loves you ? " 

The prince sighed, and his brow clouded, but 
only for a few moments, and his countenance was 
again bright and his eyes sparkled. 

" Yes, I have this belief; and why should I not 
have it, as my own heart has stood the trial ? I 
have not seen her for twelve days, have not heard 
of her, and still my love is as great and as ar- 
dent as ever. Yes, I believe that at the thought 
♦of her my heart beats more quickly, more long- 
ingly than if I had her in my arms." 

" The reason of this," said PoUnitz, almost sym- 
pathetically, " is that it is your first love." 

Prince Henry looked at him angrily. 

" You are wrong and most unjust to this beau- 
tiful woman, who remained good and pure in the 
midst of the corrupting and terrible circum- 
stances in which destiny placed her. She pre- 
served a chaste heart, an unspotted souL Her 
misfortunes only refined her, and therefore I love 
her, and believe that God has placed me in her 
way that, after all her sufferings, I might make 
her happy. Oh, precisely because of her sorrows, 
the shameful slanders with which she is pursued, 
and all for which she is reproached, I love her." . 

"Well, my prince," sighed Pollnitz, with a 
tragical expression, " I never saw a bolder hero 
and a more pious Christian than your highness." 

" What do you mean by that, Pollnitz ? " 
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<*l^at an enonnous amount of bravery is 
necessary, prince, to believe Madame von Eleist 
chaste and innocent, and that only a pious Chris- 
tian can count himself so entirely among those of 
whom Christ says, * Blessed are they that have not 
seen and yet have believed.* May a good fairy long 
preserve you your bravery and your Christianity I 
But surely your highness must have important and 
convincing proofs to believe in the innocence and 
faithfulness of this woman. I confess that any 
other man would have been discouraged in his 
godlike belief by facts. - It is a fact that for twelve 
days Madame von Eleist has sent you no message 
through me ; it is a fact that she was not at the 
masked ball ; that as often as I have been to her 
in these last days, to deliver letters for your high- 
ness, and to obtain hers in return, she has never 
received me, always excused herself; and, there- 
fore, I could not receive her letters, nor deliver 
those of your highness.'* 

" And were you not in Berlin early this morn- 
ing? Did you not go to her as I ordered 
you, and tell her she might expect me this even- 
Ingy- 

**I went to her house, but in vain; she was 
with the queen- mother, and I was told that she 
would not return until late in the evening, I 
therefore could not deliver the message, your high- 
ness." 

The prince stamped his foot impatiently, and 
walked hastily to and fro ; his brow was clouded, 
his lips trembled with inward emotion. The sharp 
eye of the baron followed with an attentive, piti- 
less glance every movement of his face, noted 
every sigh that came from his anxious heart, that 
he might judge whether the seeds of mistrust that 
he had sown in the breast of the prmce would 
grow. 

But Prince Henry was still young, brave, and 
hopeful ; it was his first love they wished to poi- 
son, but bis young, healthy nature withstood the 
venom, and vanquished its evil effects. His coun- 
tenance resumed its quiet, earnest expression, and 
the cloud disappeared from his brow. 

" Do you know,** he said, standing before Poll- 
Tiitz, and looking smilingly into his cunning face— 
" do you know that you do not descend, as the 
rest of mankind, from Adam and Eve, but in a 
direct line from the celebrated serpent? And 
truly you do honor to your ancestor I No para- 
dise is holy to you, and to do evil gives you pleas- 
ure. But you shall not disturb my paradise ; and 
as much of the old Adam as is still in me, I will not 
be foolish enough to eat of the bitter fruit that 
you offer me. No, you shall not succeed in mak- 
ing me jealous and distrustful ; you shall not de- 



stroy my faith : and see you, those that believe 
are still in paradise, notwithstanding your ances- 
tor, the serpent.** 

"My prince,** said Pollnitz, shrugging his 
shoulders, *^your highness looks upon me as a 
kind of Messiah — at least it pleases you to give 
me a mother and no father. But oh, my prince I 
if you are right about my descent, philosophers 
are certainly wrong, for they maintain that the 
serpent of paradise left gold as a fearful inheri- 
tance to mankind. I shall accuse my great-grand- 
mother the serpent of disinheriting me and con- 
denming me to live upon the generosity of my 
friends and patrons.** 

He looked at the prince, with a sly, covetous 
glance, but he had not understood him ; engaged 
. in deep thought, he had stepped to the window, 
and was gazing up at the heavens, where the 
clouds were chasing each other. 

" She will be the entire day with my mother, 
and I shall not see her,'* he murmured. Then, 
turning hastily to Pollnitz, he. asked, *^How is 
the queen-mother ? Did I not hear that she was 
suffering?** 

" Certainly, your highness, a severe attack of 
gout confines her to her chair, and holds her pris- 
oner.** 

" Poor mother I it is long since I saw you.** 

"It is true, the queen complained of it the 
last time I spoke with her,** said Pollnitz, with a 
perfectly serious face, but with inward rejoicing. 

Another pause ensued. The prince appeared 
to reflect, and to struggle with his own thoughts 
and wishes. Pollnitz stood behind him, and no- 
ted every motion, every sigh that he uttered, 
with his malicious smiles. 

" I believe,** said the prince, with still averted 
face, perhaps to prevent Pollnitz from seeing his 
blushes — " I believe it would be proper for me to 
inquire to-day personally after my mother*8 
health ; it is not only my duty to do so, but the 
desire of my heart** 

"Her mtg'esty will be pleased to see her be- 
loved son again, and this pleasure will hasten her 
recovery.** 

The prince turned hastily and glanced sharply 
at Pollnitz, as if he wished to i>ead his inmost 
thoughts. But the countenance of the courtier 
was earnest and respectful. 

"If that is your opmion,** said the prince, with 
a happy smile, " my duty as a son demands that I 
should hasten to the queen, and I will go imme* 
diately to Berlin. But as I am going to my 
mother, and solely on her account, I will do it in 
the proper form. Have, therefore, the kindness 
to obtain my leave of the king — ^bring me my 
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brother's answer immediately, I only await it to 
depart." 

" And I hasten to bring it to your highness," 
said Pollnitz, withdrawing. 

Prince Henry looked thoughtfully after him. 

"I shall see her," he murmured; "I shall 
speak with her, and shall learn why she withdrew 
herself so long from me. Oh, I know she will be 
able to justify herself, and these slanders and evil 
reports will flee before her glance as clouds before 
the rays of the sun." 

In the mean while, Pollnitz hastened to Sans 
Souci, where he was immediately received by the 
king. 

" Your majesty," he said, joyfully, " the young 
lion has fallen into the net that we set for him." 

" He goes then to Berlin, to the queen-mother ? " 
asked the king, quickly. 

"He begs your majesty's permission to take 
this little trip." 

" He really charged you with this commission ? " 

" Yes, sire : it appears that his obstinacy is be- 
ginning to relent, and that he thinks of submitting." 

The king was silent, and walked thoughtfully to 
and fro, with clouded brow, then remained stand- 
ing before Pollnitz, and looked sharply and pier- 
cingly at him. 

" You rejoice," he said, coldly, " but you only 
think of your own advantage. You are indiffer- 
ent to the sorrow we are preparing for my brother. 
You only thmk that your debts will be paid. 
Yes, I will pay them, but I shall never forget that 
you have betrayed my brother's confidence." 

" I only acted according to your majesty's com- 
mands," said Pollnitz, confounded. 

" Certainly, but if you had resisted my com- 
mands, I would have esteemed and prized you the 
more. Now, I shall pay your debts, but I shall 
despise you. No one has reasons for thanking you.' ' 

" Sire, I desire no other thanks. Had I been 
paid with money for my services, instead of fine 
speephes, I would have been as rich as Croesus." 

" And a beggar in virtue," said the king, smil- 
ing. " But go, I was wrong to reproach you. I 
shall now go to Berlin, and when my brother ar- 
rives he shall find me there. Go now, my grand 
chamberlain, and take the prince my permission 
for a three days' absence." 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE FIRST DISAPPOINTMENT. 

A FEW hours later the equipage of Prince Hen- 
ry arrived in the court-yard of Monbijou, and the 



prince demanded of his mother, the widowed 
queen, permission to pay her his respects. 

Sophia Dorothea was suffering greatly. The 
gout, that slow but fatal disease, which does not 
kill at once, but limb by limb, had already para- 
lyzed the feet of the poor queen, and confined her 
to her chair. To-day her sufferings were greater 
than usual, and she was not able to leave her bed. 
Therefore, she could not receive the prince as a 
queen, but only as a mother, without ceremony or 
etiquette. That the meeting might be entirely 
without constramt, the maids of honor left the 
queen's room, and as the prince entered, he saw 
the ladies disappearing by another door ; the last 
one had just made her farewell bow, and was kiss 
ing respectfully the queen's hand. 

This was Louise von Kleist, for whose sake tbe 
prince had come, an,d for whom his heart throbbed 
painfully. He could have cried aloud for joy as 
he saw her in her bewildering loveliness, her lux- 
uriant beauty. He longed to seize her hands and 
cover them with kisses — to tell her how much he 
had suffered, how much he was still suffering for 
her sake. 

But Louise appeared not to have seen him, not 
to have noticed his entrance. She had only eyes 
and ears for the queen, who was just dismissing 
her with winning words, telling her to remain in the 
castle and return when she desired to see her. 

" I shall remain and await your majesty's com- 
mands," said Louise, withdrawing hastily. 

The queen now greeted the prince as if she had 
just observed him, and invited him to be seated 
on the fattteuU near her couch. 

The prince obeyed, but he was absent-minded 
and restless, and the more the queen endeavored 
to engage him in harmless and unconstrained con- 
versation, the more monosyllabic and preoccupied 
he became. The poor prince remembered only 
that his beloved was so near, that only a door 
separated them, and prevented him from gazing on 
her beauty. 

Yes, Louise was really in the next room, in the 
cabinet of the queen, sorrowful and exhausted; 
she had fallen upon the little sofa near the door, 
the smile had left her lips, and her brilliant, be- 
witching eyes were filled with tears. Louise wept ; 
she wept for her last youthful dream, her last 
hope of happiness and virtue, for her sad, shadowed 
future and wounded pride ; for to-day she had to 
resign forever the proud hopes, the brilliant 
future for which she had striven with so much 
energy. 

But it was vain to struggle against this hard 
necessity. The king had given her his orders, 
and was there to see them carried out. He sat 
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behind that portiere that led mto the grand sa- 
loon ; he had just left Louise, and, before going, 
had said to her, in a stern, commanding tone : 

** You will fulfil my commands accurately. You 
know that Fritz Wendel still lives, and that I 
shall be inexorable if you do not act as you have 
promised." 

Louise submitted respectfully to the king's 
commands ; she accepted her fate, but she wept 
bitterly, and when she felt that the king's eyes 
were no longer upon her, her tears flowed unceas- 
ingly. 

Perhaps Frederick still saw her, or suspected 
her weakness, for the portUre opened slightly, 
and his noble, but stem countenance appeared. 

"Madame," he said, "if the prince sees you 
with tearful eyes, he will not believe in your hap- 
piness." 

Louise smiled painfully. " Ah 1 sire, he will be^ 
lieve I am weeping for joy. I have often heard 
of joyful tears." 

The king did not reply; he felt for her agony, 
and closed the portlh-e. 

" I will cry no more," she said ; " I have ac- 
cepted my destiny, and will fulfil it bravely for the 
sake of my daughter. It concerns Camilla's hap- 
piness more than my own. I will deserve the re- 
spect of my imfortunate child." 

In saying this, a smile like a simbeam illumi- 
nated her countenance. But now she started up, 
and laid her hand in terror upon her heart She 
heard steps approaching. The door moved, and 
in a moment the king appeared and motioned to 
her. 

"Courage, courage!" murmured Louise, and 
with instinctive fear she flew away from the door 
and placed herself in the niche of the last window. 

To reach her, the prince must cross the saloon ; 
that would give her a few moments to recover. 
The door opened and Prince Henry entered ; his 
glance flew quickly over the saloon, and found the 
one he sought 

Louise could have shrieked with agony when 
she saw the tender smile with which he greeted 
her. Never had he appeared so handsome, sq no- 
ble as at this moment, when she must resign him 
forever. 

But there was no time to think of this, no time 
for complaints or regrets. He was there, he stood 
before her, offered both his hands, and greeted her 
with the tenderest words of love. 

Louise had a stem part to play, and she dared 
not listen to her heart's pleadings. 

" Ah, my prince," she said, wi «h a laugh that 
founded to herself like the wul of a lost Boul — 
•* ah, my prince, take care I we women are very 



credulous, and I might take your jesting words for 
truth." 

" I advise you to do so," said the prince, happy 
and unconcerned. " Yes, Louise, I advise you to 
do so, for you know well that my jesting words 
have an earnest meaning. And now that we are 
alone, we will dispense with ceremony. You must 
justify yourself before a lover — a lover who is un- 
fortunately very jealous. Yes, yes, Louise, that 
is my weakness ; I do not deny it, I am jealous — 
jealous of all those who keep you from me, who 
prevent my receiving your letters." 

" My letters I " said Louise, astonished ; " why 
should I have written letters to your highness ? I 
do not believe it is the custom for ladies to write 
to gentlemen voluntarily. It has been two 
weeks since I received a letter from your high- 
ness." 

" Because it was impossible for my messenger 
to deliver them, Louise ; you were so unapproach- 
able, at least for me. But you must have known 
that my thoughts were always with you, that my 
heart pined for news and comfort from you." 

"3^o», vraiment, I did not* know it," said 
Louise, laughingly. 

" You did not know it ? " asked Henry, wonder- 
ingly. " Well, what did you suppose ? " 

" I thought," she said, carelessly — " I thought 
that Prince Henry had overcome or forgotten hia 
little folly of the carnival" 
"And then?" 

"Then I determmed to follow his example. 
Then I preached a long sermon to my foolish 
eyes — ^they were misty with tears. Listen, I said 
to them : * You foolish things you have no reason 
to weep ; you should always look bright and daz- 
zling, even if you never see Prince Henry again. 
Really, the absence of the prince has been most 
fortunate for you. You might have whispered all 
kinds of foolish things to my weak heart. The 
prince is young, handsome, and amiable, and it 
amuses him to win the love of fair ladies. Had 
you seen him more frequently, it is possible he 
might have succeeded with poor Louise, and the 
little fluiation we carried on together would have 
resulted in earnest love on my part. That would 
have been a great misfortune. Laugh and look 
joyous, beautiful eyes, you have saved me from 
an unrequited love. You should not weep, but 
rejoice. Look around and find another suitor, 
who would, perhaps, love me so fondly that he 
could not forget me in a few days ; whose love I 
might return with ardor.' This, my prince, is the 
sermon I preached to my eyes when they grew 
dim with tears." 
"And was your seraion effective?" said the 
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prince, with pale, trembling lips. " Did your eyes, 
those obedient slaves, look arouild and find an- 
other lover ? '* 

"Ah! your highness, how can you doubt it? 
My eyes are indeed my slaves, and must obey. 
Yes, they looked and found the happiness they 
sought" 

"What happiness," asked Henry, apparently 
quite tranquil, but he pressed his hand nervously 
on the chair that stood by him — " what happmess 
did your eyes find ? " . 

Louise looked at him and sighed deeply. " The 
happiness," she said, and against her will her 
voice trembled and faltered — " the happiness that 
a true, earnest love alone can ^ve — ^which I 
have received joyously into my heart as a gift from 
God." 

The prince laughed aloud, but his face had a 
wild, despairing expression, and his hands clasped 
the chair more firmly. 

" I do not understand your holy, pious words. 
What do they mean? What do you wish to 
say?" 

*' They mean that I now love so truly and so ear- 
nestly that I have promised to become the wife 
of the man I love," said Louise, with forced 
gayety. 

The prince uttered a wild cry, and raised his 
hands as if to curse the one who had wounded hini 
so painfully. 

*' If this is true," he said, in a deep, hollow 
voice — "if this is true, I despise, I hate you, 
and they are right who call you a heartless co- 
quette." 

"Ah, my prince, you insult me," cried Louise. 

"I insult you I" he said, with a wild laugh; 
" verily, I believe this woman has the effrontery 
to reproach me — ^I who believed in and defended 
her agtdnst every accusation — ^I that had the 
courage to love and trust, when all others dis- 
trusted and despised her. Yes, madame, I loved 
you ; I saw in you a goddess, where others saw 
only a coquette. I adored you as an innocent 
sacrifice to envy and malice; I saw a martyr's 
crown upon your brow, and wished to change it 
for the myrtle-crown of marriage. And my love 
and hopes are dust and ashes ; it is enough to 
drive me mad — enough to stifle me with rage and 
shame." 

Carried away by passion, the prince ran wildly 
through the saloon, gasping for air, struggling for 
composure, and now and then uttering words of 
imprecation and despair. 

Louise awaited, in silence and resignation, the 
end of this stormy crisis. She questioned her 
heart if this bitter hour was not sufficient atone- 



ment for all her faults and follies ; if the agony 
she now suffered did not wipe out and extirpate 
the past 

The prince still paced the room violently. Sud^ 
denly, as if a new thought had seized him, he re- 
mained standmg in the middle of the saloon, and 
looked at Louise with a strangely altered counte- 
nance. She had forgotten for a mom^it the part 
she was condemned to play, and leaned, pale and 
sad, against the window. 

Perhaps he heard her sorrowful sighs^perhaps 
he saw her tears as they rolled one by one from 
her eyes, and fell like pearls upon her small white 
hands. 

Anger disappeared fiK>m his face, his brow 
cleared, and as he approached Louise his eyes 
sparkled with another and milder fire. 

" Louise," he Sfdd, softly, and his voice, which 
had before raged like a stormy wind, was now 
mild and tender — " Louise, I have divined your 
purpose — I know all now. At first, I did not un- 
derstand your words ; in my folly and jealousy I 
misconceived your meaning ; you only wished to 
try me, to see if my love was armed and strong, 
if it was as bold and faithful as I have sworn it to 
be. Well, I stood the test badly, was weak and 
faint-hearted; but forgive me— forgive me, Louise, 
and strengthen my heart by confidence and faith 
in me." 

He tried to take her hand, but she withdrew it. 

" Must I repeat to your highness what I have 
said before? I do not understand you. What do 
you mean ? " 

"Ah," said the prince, "you are again my 
naughty, sportive Louise. Well, then, I will ex- 
plain. Did you not say that you now love so 
truly, that you have promised to become the wife 
of the man you love ? " 

" Yes, I said that, your highness." 

"And I," said the prince, seizing both her 
hands and gazing at her ardently — "I was so 
short-sighted, so ungrateful, as not to understand 
you. The many sorrows and vexations I suffer 
away from you have dimmed my eyes and pre- 
vented me from seeing what is written with golden 
letters upon your smiling lips and beanung eyes. 
Ah, Louise, I thank you for your precious words ; 
at last you are captured, at last you have resolved 
to become the wife of him who adores you. I 
thank you, Louise, I thank you, and I swear that 
no earthly pomp or power could make me aa 
proud and happy as this assurance of your love." 

Louise gazed into his beautiful, smiling face 
with terror. 

" Ah, my prince, my words have not the mean> 
ing you imagine. I spoke the simple truth. Mr 
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heart has made its choice — since yesterday, I am 
the betrothed wife of Captam du Trouffle." 

** That is not true," cried the prince, casting 
her hands violently from him. **Tou are very 
cruel to-day, Louise; you torture me with your 
fearful jests." 

" No, your highness, I speak the truth. I am 
the betrothed of Captam du Trouffle." 

"Since yesterday you are the betrothed of 
Captain du Trouffle!" repeated the prince, staring 
at her Wildly. "And you say you love him, 
Louise ? " 

" Yes, your highness, I love him," said Louise, 
with a faint smile. 

" It is impossible," cried the prince ; " it is not 
true." 

" And why should I d<iceive your highness ? " 

"Why?— Hih, I understand alL Oh, Louise, 
my poor darling, how short-sighted I have been I 
Why did I not immediately suspect my brother? 
— ^he has spies to watch all my movements ; they 
have at last discovered my love for you. P611- 
nitz, who would do any thing for gold, has be- 
trayed us to the king, who condemns me to marry 
according to my rank, and, to carry out his pur- 
pose surely, he now forces you to marry. Oh, 
Louise, say that this is so ; acknowledge that the 
power of the king, and not your own heart, forced 
you to this engagement. It is impossible, it can- 
not be that you have forgotten the vows that we 
exchanged scarcely two weeks ago. It cannot be 
that you look upon the heart that loved you so 
deeply, so purely, as an idle plaything, to be 
thrown away so lightly I No, no, Louise, I have 
seen often in your beaming eyes, your eloquent 
smiles, I have felt in your soft and tender tones, 
that you loved me fondly; and now in your pale, 
sad face I see that you love me still, and that it is 
the king who wishes to separate us. My poor, 
lovely child, you have been intimidated; you 
think that my brother, who reigns supreme over 
millions, will yield to no obstacle, that it is vain to 
resist him. But you are mistaken, Louise; you 
have forgotten that I am Frederick's brother, that 
the proud, imconquerable blood of the Hohenzol- 
lems flows also in my veins. Let my brother try to 
force me to his purpose ; I shall be no weak tool 
in his hands. You had not firm confidence in 
your lover, Louise ; you did not know that I would 
resign cheerftdly rank and all family ties for your 
sake; you did not know that I had sworn to 
marry only the woman I love. This I must do to 
satisfy my heart and my honor, and also to shojr 
the king that Prince Henry is a free man. Now 
ten me, Louise, if I have not divined all. Is not 
this the kmg's cruel work ? Ah, you do not an- 



swer, you are silent. I understand — the king has 
made you swear not to betray him. Now look at 
me, Louise ; make me a sign with your hand, tell 
me with your eyes, and I will comprehend you — ^I 
will take you in my arms and carry you to the al- 
tar. My God I Louise, do you not see that I am 
waiting for this sign? — ^that you are torturing 
me ? " 

Louise raised her head, her heart was melting 
within her ; she forgot her terror, and was ready 
to resist God, the king, and the whole world, to 
grasp the noble and unselfish love that the prince 
offered her. But her glance fell involuntarily upon 
the curtfun, behind which the king stood, and it 
seemed to her as if she saw the angry, burning 
eyes of Frederick threatening to destroy her. She 
remembered her daughter, Fritz Wendel, and the 
world's mocking laughter, and was overcome. 

" You are still silent," said the prince ; " you 
give me neither sign nor glance." 

Louise felt as if an iron hand was tearmg her 
heart asunder. 

" I really am at a loss what more to say or do," 
she said, in a careless tone, that made her own 
heart shudder. "It pleases your highness to 
make a jest of what I say. I am innocent, my 
prince, of any double meaning. Five weeks have 
passed since I saw you — I believed you had for- 
gotten me ; I did not reproach you, neither was I 
in despair. I soon found that it was stupid and 
dreary to have my heart unoccupied, and I sought 
for ^d soon found a lover, to whom my heart be- 
came a willing captive. Therefore, when Captain 
Trouffle pleaded earnestly for my hand, I had not 
the courage tp say no. This is my only crime, 
your highness. I was not cruel to myself; I re- 
ceived the happmess that was offered. I have 
been called a coquette, my prince ; it is time to 
bind myself in marriage bonds, and show the 
world that love can make an honest woman of 
me. Can your highness blame me for this ? " 

The prince listened with breathless attention; 
gradually his countenance changed, the color 
faded from his cheeks, the light from his eyes ; a 
smile was still on his lips, but it was cold and 
mocking; his eyes burned with anger and con- 
tempt. 

" No, madame," he said, with calm, proud m- 
difference, " I do not blame you — ^I praise, I con- 
gratulate you. Captam du Trouffle is a most for- 
tunate man — he will possess a most beautifiil 
wife. When will this happy ceremony be per- 
formed?" 

Madame von Kleist was unable to reply. She 
gazed with wild terror into his cold, iron face- 
she listened with horror to that voice, whose 
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floSd, soft tcme Itad become sndSeiih' so birdi, to 

Ths ^easnot repeULed Ins qoestioii, szkd Lk tone 
was birder j&d more mapenoofi. 

*^The daj k not faed,"" said Lomse ; ** we mnfl 
frst obisoM tbe l7rng> eoEfflml to <mr mami^'" 

^I ^baH take care it does sot fail jou,^ sud 
the priaioc, qmtdj. **Iir5]lstre«igt2ieB Tonrpeii- 
tkn to 1^ Vrrvy Xow, flkadbume, job iini£t f or- 
^e »e for kaiiiig To>a. Xiasj greetings to 
Toor betrothed — I ^aSk be istrodaeed to lum to- 
flMXTOv at tite parsde. FtstiweSL, BUkdai:^ ! ^ 

Tbe pn&ee naftde a sTi^. bow, aikd, witbont 
^*mkfir^ at ber *g;«^, le& tbe roosn flow] j and 
proadlr. 

Jjomee gued afier bim witb mounif ol ej^, but 
be^dnotseeit; beiBd not see bow ^be &n, as 
if brokea, to <be flooi; as if strock by Bg^tnhig ; 
and vbea Ube door el(»ed oa lam die beid ber 
hands to Heaven plea^zi^T £9r merer aiad foipve- 



tl« dooi; bet lie iCBuiaed ftanSag tkere «Btil 
leiluief Hwuiwd tbear cabn expreHMHU 

*'Hewifl reoorer* be s«d— **bewill 
for be is a naaa; in bt tosiMuI dajs I 
lainteiS, bet I reeorered." 



CHAPTEE X. 



TBK oosQrxzsa. 



Tbe/wr<£e7¥itfOvopesiad» and tbe king entered; 
Sus coimiefiaDoe was paiki, bk er^ teaxfol, but 
Aej spaitied wiib anger wben be saw Loidse 
tspoB tbe floor. For bim sbe was bat a beartl^ 
eoqttette, and be was angij with ber becanse of 
fbe ft^r*^ sbe bad eaased bis brother, fiyrwbom 
be £^ tbe deepest pitj and eompasaon. 

Bot that was now past; tbe l»otber eoold weep 
a tear of (Htj, tbe king most be fiim and rdent- 

Ab be approaebed ber, sbe raised herself from 
fbegroand and made a (Hofomid and eeremoniouB 
bow. 

^Toa bare repaired mndi of the eril rem bare 
done, madame,** said tbe king, sternlr. "Yon 
hare plajed a ^sbonond>]e game with mj brother. 
Ton enticed him to lore yon.** 

''I Uunk I hare atoned, sbe," said Louise, faint- 
Ir; ''the prinee no bmger k>res but despises me: 
Tour commands are fiilfilled to the letter, and I 
now beg joor majesty's permisdon to withdraw.** 

**GOf madame; yon bare done yoor doty to- 
day, and I win also do mine. I shall not forget 
what I pranused yon wboi yon are Madame dn 
Trooffle. We win finget an the faults of Madame 
TonEleist** 

He ^nsmissed her inth a sK^ bow, and gazed 
after her nntn die bad disappeared. 

At this moment, a heary £U1 was beard in the 
antediamber. The door opened immediatdy, and 
tbe pale, distmbed face of Follnitz appeared. 

''What is the matter, Pdnnitz?" asked the 
fcingybastEy. 

** Oh, sire, poor Prince Henry has fiunted.** 

The king was startled, and stepped quickly to 



Taistci. and bhter were tbe dajs for Henry 
that fdlowed his fast <£sappointBMWt. He passed 
them in ripd sedosion, in his locelr cbambers ; be 
would see no ooe, no dieerful woid or gar langfa- 
ter was allowed in hk presence. The serranta 
kx^Led at lum swioafu flr; and when the prince 
appeared at tiie parade the day after his painful 
interriew with Louise, eren tbe kii^ found bins so 
pale and suffering, be begged him to take a we^*3 
leareand streogtben and improre hk bedth. 

The foinee smiled painfuQy at the king^ propo- 
ntion, but he accepted bk lear* of absfuce, and 
witfadrew totfaesf^tudeof bk rooms. Hk heart 
was wounded unto death, hk soul was agoniaedL 

Youth soon laid its beaCng bahn upon his 
wounds and closed them; anger and eonteoapt 
dried hk tears, and soothed tiie anguish of bk 
heart 

The king was i^t when he said of hk toodier, 
"He k a man, and wiU recorer.** He ^dreoorer, 
and these days of suffering made a man of hizn ; 
hk brow, once so dear and youthful, had recdred 
its first mark of sorrow ; the fines of hk huce 
were harsh and stem, bk features sharper and 
more dedded. He had expoienced hk fast dis- 
af^KHntment — it had nerred and strengthened 
him. 

Before hk dgfat days' leare of absoice had ex- 
{Mred, hk door was again open to hk drde of 
friends and confidants. 

Hk first inrited guest was the grand diamber- 
kin. Baron Pdllnitz. The prince wdccMned him 
with a bri^t and dieerful fibce. 

'^Do you know why I wkhed to see you?** he 
asked. "Yon must ten me the t kr oniqwte wcandm- 
leu$e of our most honorable and rirtooos dty. 
Commence immediately. What k the on dtl of 
the day?" 

"Ah,** d^ed Pdnnitz, <'fife k now stupid, 
dun, and monotonous. As you say, erery one 
has become most honorable and rirtuous. No 
scandak or piquant adrentnres occur ; baptisms, 
marriages, and buriak are the only erents. Thk 
i k reaUy a miserable existence ; for as I do not 
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wish to be baptized or to many, and as I am not 
yet ready for burial, I really do not know why I 
exist." 

^*But those that are married and baptized, 
doubtless know why they exist," said the prince, 
smiling. ** Tell me something of this happy class. 
Whose, for example, is the latent marriage ? " 

'* The latest marriage ? " said Poilnitz, hesita- 
ting — " before answering, I must allow myself to 
ask after the condition of your heart. Does it 
still suffer?" 

" No," cried the prince, " it does not suffer ; it 
received a heavy shower of cold water, and was 
cured instantly." 

" I rejoice to hear it, your highness, and con- 
gratulate you on your recovery, for truly there is 
no more psunful disease than a suffering heart" 

"I told you that I had recovered fully; tell 
&e, therefore, your news without hesitation. You 
spoke of a marriage. Who were the happy 
lovers?" 

" Tour highness, Madame von Kleist has mar- 
ried," murmured PoUnitz. 

The prince received this blow without betraying 
the slightest emotion. 

" When did the marriage take place ? " he asked, 
with perfect composure. 

" Yesterday ; and I assure your highness that I 
never saw a happier or more brilliant bnde. 
Love has transformed her into a blushing, timid 
maiden." 

Prince Henry pressed his hand upon his heart 
with a quick, unconscious movement 

^* I can well imagine that she was beautiful," 
said he, controlling his voice with a great effort. 
*' Madame von Kleist is happy, and happiness al- 
ways beautifies. And the bridegroom, M. du 
Trouffle, was he also handsome and happy ? " 

" Your highness knows the name of the bride- 
groom," said Poilnitz, appearing astonished. 

** Yes, Madame von Kleist told me herself when 
she announced her approaching marriage. But I 
am not acquainted with Du Trouffle-^is he hand- 
some ? " 

** Handsome and amiable, your highness, and 
besides, a very good officer. The king gave him, 
as a wedding present, a major's commission." 

** Then the beautiful Louise is now Mrs. Migor 
du Trouffle," said the prince, with a troubled 
smile. " Were you present at the wedding ? " 

" Yes, in the name of the king." 

^ Did she speak the decisive Yes, the vow of 
faith and obedience, with earnestness and confi- 
dence ? Did she not blush, or droop her eyelids 
Indomgsd?" 

** Oh, no ; she smiled as if entranced, and raised 



her eyes to heaven, as if praymg for God's bless- 
ing upon her vows." 

" One thing more," said the prince, fixing his 
large, grave eyes with a searching expression 
upon Poilnitz — " what is said of me ? Am I re- 
garded as a rejected lover, or as a faithless one ; for 
doubtless all Berlin knows of my love for this 
lady, you having been our confidant" 

" Oh, my prince, that is a hard insinuation," 
said Poilnitz, sadly. "Your highness cannot 
really beUeve that — ^^ 

" No protestations, I pray you," interrupted the 
prince, " I believe I know you thoroughly, but I 
am not angry with you nor do I reproach you ; 
you are a courtier, and one of the best and rarest 
type ; you have intellect and knowledge, much ex- 
perience and savoir vivre ; I could desure no bet- 
ter company than yourself; but for one moment 
cast aside your character as a courtier, and tell 
me the truth : what does the world say of this mar- 
riage in regard to me ? " 

"Your highness desires me to tell you the 
truth?" 

"Yes, I do." 

"Now the important moment has come," 
thought PoUnitz. *' Now, if I am adroit, I believe 
I can obtain the payment of my debts." 

" Well, then, your highness," said Poilnitz, m 
answer to the prince, " I will tell you the truth, 
even should I incur your displeasure. I fear, my 
prince, you are regarded as a rejected lover, and 
Madame du Trouffle has succeeded in throwing a 
holy lustre around her beautiful brow. It is said 
that she refused your dishonorable proposals, and 
preferred being the virtuous wife of a m^jor, to bo- 
coming the mistress of a prince." 

" Go on," said the prince, hastily, as Poilnitz 
ceased, and looked searchingly at him. " What 
do they say of me ? " 

" That you are in despair, and that you have 
retired to your chambers to weep and mourn over 
your lost love." 

" Ah, they say that, do they ? " cried the prince, 
with flashing eyes and darkened brow ; " well, I 
will show this credulous world that they are mis- 
taken. Is the king in Sans-Souci ? " 

" Yes, your highness." 

" Well, go to him, and announce my visit ; I 
will follow you on foot" 

' " We have won the day," cried PoUnitz, as he 
approached the king; "the prince desires to 
make you a visit He wiU be hero immediate- 

"Do you know what my brother wishes of 
me ? " asked the king. 
" I do not know, but I suspect, sire. I thuik 
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he wishes to marry, in order to pique his faithless 
sweetheart" 

" Go and receive the prince, and conduct him 
to me; then remain in the antechamber, and 
await until I call." 

When- Pollnitz left, the king seized his flute 
hastily and b^an to play a soft, melting adagio. 
He was still playing, when the door opened, and 
the prince was announced. Henry stood in the 
doorway, and made the king a ceremonious bow. 

The king continued to play. The low, pleading 
notes of the flute floated softly through the room; 
they touched the heart of the prince, and quieted 
its wild, stormy beating. 

Was that the king^s intention, or did he intend 
to harmonize his own spirit before speaking to his 
brother? Perhaps both, for Frederick's glance 
softened, and his face assumed a kiod and mild 
expression. 

When the adagio was finished, the king laid his 
flute aside and approached the prince. 

"Forgive me, brother," he said, offfering his 
hand — " forgive me for keeping you waiting, I al- 
ways like to conclude what I commence. Now, I 
am entirely at your service, and as I am imfortu- 
nately not accustomed to receive such friendly 
visits from you, I must ask you what brings you 
to me, and how I can serve you ? " 

The fierce, violent nature of the prince slum- 
bered but lightly. The king's words aroused it, 
and made his pulse and heart beat stormily. 

** How you can serve me, my brother ? " he 
said, hastily. "I will tell you, and truthfully, 
eu-e ? " 

The king raised his head, and glanced angrily at 
the burning face of the prince. 

" I am not accustomed to have my words re- 
peated, and all find that out here to their cost," 
he said, sternly. 

" Have the goodness, then, to tell me why you 
have pursued me so long and unrelentingly? 
What have I done to deserve your displeasure and 
such bitter humiliations ? " 

"Rather ask me what you have done to de- 
serve my love and confidence?" said the king, 
sternly. " I refer you to your own heart for an 
answer." 

"Ah, your majesty promised to answer my 
qiKStions, and now you evade them ; but I will re- 
ply frankly. I have done nothing to deserve your 
iove, but also nothing to make me unworthy of it 
Why are you, who are so good and kind to all 
otha^j so stem and harsh with me ? " 

" I will tell you the truth," said the king, ear 
nestly. " You have deserved my displeasure ; you 
have desired to be a free man, to cast aside the 



yoke that Providence placed upon you; you had 
the grand presumption to dare to be the master 
of your own actions." 

" And does your mijesty desire and expect zne 
to resign this most natural of human rights f " 
said the prince, angrily. 

"Yes, I desire and expect it I can truthfallj 
say that I have ^ven my brothers a good example 
in this particular." 

" But you did not do this willingly. You were 
cruelly forced to submission, and you now wish to 
drive us to an extremity you have, doubtlessly, 
long smce forgotten. Now, you suffered and 
struggled before declaring yourself conquered.** 

" No," said the king, softly, ** I have not for- 
gotten. I still feel the wound in my soul, and at 
tiroes it bums." 

"And yet, my brother?" 

" And yet I will have no pity with you. I say 
to you, as my father said to me : ^ You must sub- 
mit ; you are a prince, and I am your king I ' I 
have long since acknowledged that my father was 
right in his conduct to me. I was not only a 
disobedient son, but a rebellious subject. I richly 
deserved to mount the scaffold with Eatte." 

" Ah, my brother, there was a time when you 
wept for this faithful and unfortunate friend," 
cried the prince, reproachftdly. 

" The sons of kings have not the right to choose 
their own path, destiny has marked it out for 
them ; they must follow it without wavering. I 
neither placed the crown upon my head, nor the 
yoke upon your neck. We must bear them pa- 
tiently, as (Jod and Providence have ordained, and 
wear them with grace and dignity. You, my 
brother, have acted like a wild horse of the 
desert — ^I have drawn the reins tight, that is all ! " 

" You have caught bound, and tamed me," said 
the prince, with a faint smile ; " only I feel that 
the bit stUl pains, and that my limbs still trem- 
ble. But I am ready to submit, and I came to 
tell you so. You doBire me to marry, I consent ; 
but I hold you responsible for the happiness of 
this marriage. At God^s throne, I will call you 
to justify yourself, and there we will speak as 
equals, as man to man. What right had you to 
rob me of my most holy and beautiful possession? 
What right have you to lay a heavy chain on 
heart and hand, that love will not help me to 
bear ? I hold you responsible for my miserable 
life, my shattered hopes. Will you accept these 
conditions ? Do you still wish me to marry ? " 

" I accept the conditions," said the king, sol- 
emnly. " I desire you to marry." 

" I presume your majesty has chosen a brid« 
forme?" 
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** You are right, mon cher frhe, I have selected 
the Prmcess Wilhebnina, daughter of Prmce Max, 
of Hesse-CasseL She not only brings you a for- 
tune, but youth, beauty, and amiability." 

" I thank you, sire," said the prince, coldly and 
fonnally. " I would marry her if she were ugly, 
old, and unamiable. But is it allowed me to add 
one condition ? " 

" Speak, my brother, I am listening." 

The prince did not answer immediately; he 
breathed quickly and heavily, and a glowing red 
eufiused his pale, trembliog face. 

" Speak, my brother. Name your conditions," 
said the king. 

"Well, then, so be it My first condition is 
that I may be allowed to have a brilliant wedding. 
I wish to invite not only the entire court, but a- 
goodly . number of Berliners ; I desire all Berlin 
to take part in my happiness, and to convince 
every one, by my gay demeanor and my enter- 
tainment, that I joyfully accept my bride, the 
princess.". 

The kmg's eyes rested sorrowfully upon 
his brother^s countenance. He fully understood 
the emotions of his heart, and knew that his 
brother wished to wound and humiliate his faith- 
Jess sweetheart by his marriage ; that Henry only 
submitted to his wishes because his proud heart 
rebelled at the thought of being pitied as a re- 
jected lover. But he was considerate, and would 
not let it appear that he understood him. 

"I agree to this first proposition," said the 
king, after a pause, " and I hope you will allow 
me to be present at this beautiful fete^ and con- 
vince Berlin that we are in hearty unison. Have 
you no other conditions ? " 

** Yes, one more." 

"What is it?" 

"That my marriage shall take place, at the 
latest, in a month." 

"You will thus fulfil my particular and personal 
wish," said the king, smiling. " I am anxious to 
have this marriage over, for, after the gayeties, I 
wish to leave Berlin. All the arrangements and 
contracts are completed, and I think now there is 
no obstacle in the way of the marriage. Have 
you another wish, my brother ? " 

" No, sire." 

" Then allow me to beg you to grant me a fa- 
vor. I wish to leave a kind remembrance of this 
eventful hour in your heart, and I therefore give 
you a small memento of the same. Will you ac- 
cept my castle of Rhelnsberg, with all its sur- 
roundings, as a present from me? Will you 
grant me this pleasure, my brother ? " 

The king offered his hand, with a loving smile. 



to Henry, and received with apparent pleasure his 
ardent thanks. 

" I chose Rheuisberg'," he said, kindly, " not be- 
cause it is my favorite palace, and I have passed 
many pleasant and happy days there, but because 
none of my other palaces are so appropriate for a 
prince who is discontented with his king. I have 
made that experience myself, and I give you 
Rheinsberg, as my father gave it to me. Gro to 
Rhemsberg when you are angry with me and the 
worid ; there you can pass the first months of 
your marriage, and God grant it may be a happy 
one!" 

The prince answered him with a cold smile, 
and begged leave to withdraw, that he might make 
the necessary preparations for his wedding. 

"We will both make our preparations," said 
the king, as he bade the prince farewell — " you 
with your major-domo, and I with Baron Pollnitz, 
whom I shall send as ambassador to Cassel." 



CHAPTER XI. 

THE TRAVELUNO MUSICIANS. 

The feasts, illuminations, and balls given in 
honor of the newly-married couplo, Henry and his 
wife, the Princess Wilbelmina, were at an end. 
The prince and his followers had withdrawn to 
Rheinsberg, and many were the rumors in B«irlitt 
of the brilliant feasts with which he welcomed his 
beautiful bride. She was truly lovely, and the 
good Berliners, who had received her with such 
hearty greetings when she appeared with the 
prince on the balcony, or showed herself to the 
people in an open carriage, declared there could 
be no happier couple than the prince and his 
wife ; they declared that the large, dark eyes of 
the princess rested upon the prince with inex- 
pressible tenderness, and that the prince always 
returned her glance with a joyous smile. It was 
therefore < decided that the prince was a happy 
husband, and the blessings of the Berlmers fol- 
lowed the charming princess to Rheinsberg, 
where the young couple were to pass their honey- 
moon. 

While the prince was givmg splendid /efe«, and 
seeking distraction, and hoping to forget his pri- 
vate griefs, or perhaps wishing to deceive the 
world as to his real feelings, the king left Sans- 
Souci, to commence one of his customary military 
inspection trips. But he did not go to J^onigs- 
berg, as was supposed ; and if Trenck really had 
the intention of murdering hira during his sojourn 
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there, it was rendered impossible by the change in 
the king's plans. Frederick made a tour in his 
Rhine provinces. At Cleves he dismissed his fol- 
iowers, and they returned to Berlin. 

The king declared he needed rest, and wished 
to pass a few days in undisturbed quiet at the 
castle of Moyland. 

No one accompanied him but Oolonel Balby, 
his intimate friend, and his cabinet-hussar, Deesen. 
The king was in an uncommonly good humor, and 
his eyes sparkled with delight. After a short 
rest in his chamber, he desired to see Colonel 
Balby. 

To his great astonishment, the colonel found 
him searching through a trunk, which contained a 
few articles of clothing little calculated to arrest 
the attention of a king. 

" Balby," said the king, solemnly, but with a 
roguish sparkle of the eye, "I wish to present 
you this plain brown suit I owe you a re- 
ward for your hearty friendship and your faithful 
services. This is a prmcely ^ft. Take it as 
a mark of my grateful regard. That you may 
be convinced, Balby, that I have long been 
occupied in preparing this surprise for you, I 
inform you that these rich articles were made 
secretly for you in Berlin, by your tailor ; I packed 
them myself, and brought them here for you. Ac- 
cept them, then, my friend, and wea* them in 
memory of Frederick." 

With a solemn bow, the kmg offered Balby the 
clothes. 

The colonel received this strange present with 
an astonished and somewhat confused countenance. 

The king laughed merrily. " What," he stdd, 
pathetically, " are you not contented with the fa- 
vor I have shown you ? " 

Balby knew by the comic manner of the king 
that the sombre suit hid a secret, and he 
thought it wise to allow the king to take his own 
time for explanation. 

" Sire," he said, emphatically, ** content is not 
the word to express my rapture. I am enthusias- 
tic, speechless at this unheard-of favor. I am filled 
with profound gratitude to your majesty for hav- 
ing invented a new costume for me, whose lovely 
color will make me appear like a large coffee-bean, 
and make all the coffee sisters adore me." 

The king was highly amused. " This dress cer- 
tainly has the power of enchantment. When 
Colonel Balby puts on these clothes he will be in- 
visible, but he shall not undergo this transforma- 
tion alone. See, here is another suit, exactly 
like yours, and this ia mine. When I array my- 
self m it, I am no longer the kmg of Prussia, but 
a free, happy man." 



** Ah, you are speaking of a disguise," cried the 
colonel 

" Yes, we will amuse ourselves by playing the 
rdle of common men for a while, and wander about 
unnoticed and undisturbed. Are you agreed, 
Balby, or do you love your colonel's uniform bet- 
ter than your freedom ? " 

" Am I agreed, sire ? " cried the colonel ; *' 1 
am delighted with this genial thought." 

" Then take your dress, friend, and put it on. 
But stay. Did you bring your violin with you, as 
I told you?" 

" Yes, sire." 

" Well, then, when you are dressed, put your 
violin in a case, and with the case under your 
arm, and a little money in your pocket, go to the 
pavilion at the farthest end of the garden ; there 
I will meet you. Now hasten, friend, we have no 
time to lose." 

According to the king's orders. Colonel Balby 
dressed and went to the pavilion. He did not 
find the king, but two strange men there. One of 
them had on a brown coat, the color of his own, 
ornamented with large buttons of mother-of-pearl ; 
black pantaloona, and shoes with large buckles, 
set with dull white stones ; the lace on his sleeves 
and vest was very coarse. He wore a three-cor- 
nered hat, without ornament ; from under the hat 
fell long, brown, unpowdered hair. 

Behind this stranger there stood another, in 
plain, simple clothes ; under one arm he carried a 
small bag, and under the other a case that con- 
tained either a yard-stick or a flute. He returned 
the colonel's salutation with a grimace and a pro- 
found bow. A short pause ensued, then the sup 
posed strangers laughed heartily and exclaimed : 

" Do you not know us, Balby ? " 

Their voices started the colonel, and he stepped 
back. 

" Sire, it is yourself." 

" Yes, it is I, Frederick — ^not the king. Yes, I 
am Frederick, and this capital servant is my good 
Deesen, who has sworn solemnly not to betray our 
incognito, and to give no one reason to suspect hia 
high dignity as royal cabinet-hussar For love of 
us he will, for a few days, be the servant of two 
simple, untitied musicians, who are travelling 
around the world, seeking their fortunes, but who, 
unfortunately, have no letters of recommenda- 
tion." 

"But who will recommend themselves by their 
talents and accomplishments." 

The king laughed aloud. "Balby you forget 
that you are a poor musician, chatting with your 
comrade. Truly your courtly bow suits your 
dress as little as a lace veil would a beggar's at 
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tire ; you must lay your fine manners aside for a 
short time, for, with them, you would appear to 
the village beauties we may meet like a monkey, 
and they would laugh at instead of kissing you.'* 

"So we are to meet country beauties," said 
Colonel Balby, no longer able to suppress his 
curiosity. "Tell me, sire, where are we going, 
and what are we gomg to do ? I shall die of cu- 
riosity." 

" Make an efifort to die,". said the king, gayly ; 
" you wiU find it is not so easy to do as you im- 
agine. But I will torture you no longer. You 
ask what we are going to do. Well, we are go- 
ing to amuse ourselves and seek adventures. You 
ask where we are going. Ask that question of 
the sparrow that sits on the house-top — ask where 
it is going, and what is the aun of its journey. 
It will reply, the next bush, the nearest tree, the 
topmost bough of a weeping willow, which stands 
on a lonely grave ; the mast of a ship, sailing on 
the wide sea; or the branch of a noble beech, 
waving before the wmdow of a beautiful maiden. 
I am as incapable of telling you the exact aim 
and end of our journey, friend, as that little bird 
would be. We are as free as the birds of the air. 
Come I come ! let us fly, for see, the little spar- 
row has flown — ^let us follow it." 

And with a beaming smile illuminaling his 
coimtenance, like a ray of the morning sun, the 
king took the arm of his friend, and followed by 
his servant and cabmct-hussar, Deesen, left the pa- 
vilion. 

As they stood at the 'Htle gate of the garden, 
the king said to Deesen : 

" You must be for us the angel with the flam- 
ing sword, and open the gates of paradise, but 
not to cast us out." 

Deesen opened the gate, and our adventurers en-* 
tered " the wide, wide world." 

" Let us stand here a few moments," said t^e 
king, as his glance rested upon the green fields 
spread far and wide around him. " How great 
and beautiful the world appears to-day ! Observe 
Nature's grand silence, yet the air is full of a 
thousand voices ; and the white clouds wandering 
dreamily in the blue heavens above, are they not 
the misty veils with which the gods of Olympus 
conceal their charms ? " 

" Ah I sire," said Balby, with a loving glance at 
the king's handsome face — " ah, sire, my eyes 
have no time to gaze at Nature's charms, they are 
occupied with yourself. When I look upon you, I 
feel that man is indeed made in the image of 
God." 

" Were I a god, I should not be content to re- 
semble tills worn, faded face. Come, now, let us 
3 



be off I Give me your instrument, Deesen, I will 
carry it. Now I look like a travelling apprentice 
seeking his fortune. The world is all before him 
where to choose his place of rest> and Providence 
his guide. I envy him. He is a free man ! " 

" Truly, these poor apprentices would not be- 
lieve that a king was envying them their fate," 
said Balby, laughing. 

" Still they are to be envied," S£ud the king, 
" for they are free. No, no, at present I envy no 
one; the world and its sunshine belong to me. 
We will go to Amsterdam, and enjoy the galleries 
and museums." 

" I thank your majesty," said Balby, laughing, 
" you have saved my life. I should have died of 
curiosity if you had not spoken. Now, I feel 
powerful and strong, and can keep pace with your 
majesty's wandering steps." 

Silently they walked on untU they reached a 
sign-post. 

" We are now on the border — ^let us bid fare- 
well to the Prussian colors, we see them for the 
last time. Sire, we will greet them with rev- 
erence." 

He took off his hat and bowed lowly before the 
black and white colors of Prussia, a greeting that 
Deesen imitated with the fervor of a patriot 

The king did not unite in their enthusiasm ; he 
was writmg with his stick upon the ground. 

" Come here, Balby, and read this," he said, 
pointing to the lines he had traced. " Can you 
read them ? " ' 

" Certainly," said Balby, " the words are, * ma- 
jesty' and * sire.' " 

" So they are, friend. I leave these two words 
on the borders of Prussia ; perhaps on our. return 
we may find and resume them. But as long as 
we are on the soil of Holland there must be no 
majesty, no sire." 

" What, then, must I call my king ? " 

" You must call him friend, voild iouV^ 

"And I?" asked Deesen, respectfully; "will 
your majesty be so gracious as to tell me your 
name ? " 

"I am Mr. Zoller, travelling musician; and 
should any one ask you what I want in Amster- 
dam, tell them I intend giving a concert & 
avaniy mes amis. There lies the first small village 
of Holland ; in an hour we shall be there, and 
then we wUl take the stage and go a little into 
the interior. Mi avant, en avani/^* 
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CHAPTER XII. 

TRATKLLINO ADTENTURES. 

The stage stood before the tavern at Grave, 
and awaited its passengers. The departure of 
the stage was an important occurrence to the in- 
habitants of the little town — an occurrence that 
disturbed the monotony of their lives for a few 
moments, and showed them at least now and then 
a new face, that gave them something to think of, 
and made them dream of the far-off city where the 
envied travellers were going. 

To-day all Grave was in commotion and excite- 
ment. The strangers had arrived at the post- 
house, and after partaking of an excellent dinner, 
engaged three seats in the stage. The good peo- 
ple of Grave hoped to see three strange faces 
looking out of the stage window ; many were the 
surmises of their destiny and their possible motives 
for travelling. They commenced these investiga- 
tions while the strangers were still with them. 

A man had seen them enter the city, dusty and 
exhausted, and he declared that the glance which 
the two men in brown coats had cast at his 
young wife, who had come to the window at his 
call, was very bold — ^yes, even suspicious ; and it 
seemed very remarkable to him that such pliun, 
ordinary-looking wanderers should have a ser- 
vant — ^for, doubtless, the man walking behind 
them, carrying the very small carpet-bag, was 
their servant; but, truly, he appeared to be a 
proud person, and had the haughty bearing of a 
general or a field-marshal; he would not even 
return the friendly greetings of the people he 
passed. His masters could not be distinguished 
or rich, for both of them carried a case under 
their arms. What could be in those long cases ? 
what secret was hidden there ? Perhaps they held 
pistils, and the good people of Grave would have 
, to deal with robbers or murderers. The appear- 
ance of the strangers was wild and bold enough to 
allow of the worst suspicions. 

The whole town, as before mentioned, was in 
commotion, and all were anxious to see the three 
strangers, about whom there was certainly some- 
thing mysterious. They had the manners and 
bearing of noblemen, but were dressed like com- 
mon men. 

A crowd of idlers had assembled before the 
post-house, whispering and staring at the windows 
of the guests' rooms. At last their curiosity was 
about to be gratified — at last the servant appeared 
•with the little carpet-bag, and placed it in the 
stage, and returned for the two cases, whose con- 
tents they would so greedily have known. The 



postilion blew his horn, the moment of departure 
had arrived. 

A murmur was beard through the crowd — the 
strangers appeared, they approached the stage, 
and with irach haughty and commanding glances 
that the men nearest them stepped timidly back. 

The postilion sounded his horn again; the 
strangers were entering the stage. At the door 
stood the postmaster, and behind him his wife, 
the commanding postmistress. 

"Niclas," she whispered, "I must and will 
know who these strangers are. Go and demand 
their passports.^' 

The obedient Niclas stepped out and cried in a 
thundering voice to the postilion, who was just 
about to start, to wait. Stepping to the stage, he 
opened the door. 

" Your passports, gentlemen," he said, roughly. 
" You forgot to show me your passports." 

The curious observers breathed more freely, 
and nodded encouragingly to the daring post- 
master. 

"You rejoice," murmured his wife, who was 
still standing in the door, from whence she saw 
all that passed, and seemed to divine the thoughts 
of her gaping friends— "you rejoice, but you 
shall know nothing. I shall not satisfy your cu- 
riosity." 

Mr. Niclas still stood at the door of the stage. 
His demand had not been attended to ; he repeated 
it for the third time. 

" Is it customary here to demand passports of 
travellers ?" asked a commanding voice firom the 
stage. 

" We can demand them if we wish to do so." 

" And why do you wish it now ? " said the saxno 
voice. 

"I wish it simply because I wish it," was the 
reply. 

A stem face now appeared at the door, looking 
angrily at the postmaster. 

" Think what you say, sir, and be respectlVil" 

" Silence ! " interrupted the one who had first 
spoken. "Do not let us make an unnecessary 
disturbance, mon ami. Why do you wish to see 
our passports, sir ? " 

" Why ? " asked Niclas, who was proud to play 
so distinguished a part before his comrades— 
" you wish to know why I desire to see your pass- 
ports ? Well, then, because you appear to me to 
be suspicious characters." 

A gay laugh was heard from the stage. " WTiy 
do you suspect us ? " 

" Because I never trust people travelling with 
out baggage," was the laconic reply. 

" Bravo 1 well answered," cried the crowd, and 
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even Madame Niclas was surprised to see her hus- 
band show such daring courage. 

" We need no baggage. We are travelling mu- 
sicians, going to Amsterdam.'* 

" Travelling musicians I All the more reason 
for mistrusting you ; no good was ever heard of 
wandering musicians." 

" YovL are becoming impertinent, sir," and 
Balby, the tallest and youngest of the two friends, 
sprang from the stage, while the servant swung 
himself from the box, where he was sitting with 
the postilion, and with an enraged countenance 
placed himself beside his master. 

" If you dare to speak another insulting word, 
you are lost," cried Balby. 

A hand was laid on his shoulder, and a voice 
murmured in his ear : 

" Do not compromise us." 

The king now also left the stage, and tried to 
subdue the anjger of his companion. 

"Pardon, sir, the violence of my friend," said 
the king, with an ironical smile, as he bowed to 
the postmaster. " We are not accustomed to be- 
ing questioned and suspected in this manner, and 
I can assure you that, although we are* travelling 
musicians, as it pleased you to say, we are honest 
people, and have p]ayed before kings and queens." 

" If you are honest, show me your passports ; 
no honest man travels without one I " 

" It appears to me that no rascal should travel 
without one," said the king. 

" I cannot tell who Is a rascal ; you may be one 
for aught I know." 

Balby uttered an angry exclamation and stepped 
nearer to the daring postmaster, while his servant 
shook his fist threateningly at Niclas. 

The king dispelled their anger with a single 
glance. 

" Sir," he said to Niclas, " God made my face, 
and it is not my fault if it does not please you ; 
but concerning our passports, they are lying well 
preserved in my carpet-bag. I should think that 
would suffice you." 

" No, that does not suffice me," screamed Niclas ; 
" show me your passports if I am to believe that 
you are not vagabonds." 

" You dare to call us vagabonds ?" cried the king, 
whose patience now also appeared exhausted, and 
whose clear brow was slightly clouded. 

" The police consider every one cruninal until 
ne has proved he is not so," said Niclas, emphati- 
cally. 

The king's anger was already subdued. 

" In the eyes of the police, criminality is then 
the normal condition of manlurd," he said, smil- 
ingly. 



" Sir, you have no right to question the police 
so pointedly,"- said Niclas, sternly. " You are 
here to be questioned, and not to question." 

The king laughingly arrested the uplifted arm 
of his companion. 

" Mon DieUf^^ he murmured, " do you not see 
that this is amusing me highly ? Ask, sir, I am 
ready to answer." 

" Have you a pass ? " . 

"Yes, sir." 

** Then give it to me to vw^." 

" To do so, I should have to open my bag, and 
that would be very inconvenient; but, if tj^e law 
absolutely demands it, I will d9 it." 

" The law demands it." 

The king motioned to his servant, and ordered 
him to carry the bag into the house. 

"Why this delay — why this unnecessary loss 
of time ? " asked Niclas. " The postilion can 
wait no longer. If he arrives too late at the next 
station, he will be fined." 

"I will not wait another minute," cried the 
postilion, determinately; "get in, or I shall start 
without you." 

" Show me your passports, and then get in," 
cried Niclas. 

The strangers appeared confrised and undecided. 
Niclas looked triumphantly at his immense crowd 
of listeners, who were gazing at him with amaze- 
ment, awaiting in breathless stillness the unravel- 
ling of this scene. 

" Get in, or I shall start," repeated the pos- 
tilion. 

" Give me your passports, or I will not let yon 
go ! " screamed Niclas ; and taking the two myste- 
rious cases from the stage, he placed them before 
the strangers. 

" Let us go into the house," whispered the king 
to his friends; "we must make bonne mine d 
mauvais Jeu ; " and he approached the door of 
the house — ^there stood the wife of the postmaster, 
with sparkling eyes and a malicious grin. 

" The postilion is going, and you will lose your 
money," she said ; " they never return money 
when once they have it." 

"Ah I I thought that was only a habit of the 
church," said the king, laughing ; " nevertheless, 
the postmaster can keep what he has. Will you 
have the kindness to show me a room, where I 
can open my bs.ig at leisure, and send some coffee 
and good wine to us ? " 

There was something so commanding in the 
king's voice, so imposing in his whole appearance, 
that even the all-conquering Madame Niclas felt 
awed, and she silently stepped forward and showed 
him her best room. The servant followed with 
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tbe two cases and the bag, and laid them upon the 
table, then placed himself at the door. 

" Now, madamo, leave us," ordered the king, 
" and do as I told you." 

Madame Niclas left, and the gentlemen were 
once more alone. 

" Now, what shall we do ? " said the king, smil- 
ingly. " I believe there is danger of our wonder- 
ful trip falling through."^ 

" It is only necessary for your majesty to make 
yourself known to the postmaster," said Colonel 
Balby. 

" And if he will not believe me, this fripon 
who declares that no one could tell by my appear- 
ance whether I was a rascal or not, this dull-eyed 
simpleton, who will not see the royal mark upon 
my brow,, which my courtiers see so plainly writ- 
ten there ? No, no, my friend, that \a not the way. 
We have undertaken to travel as ordinary men — 
we must now see how common men get through 
the world. It is necessary to show the police 
that we are at least honest men. Happily, I be- 
lieve I have the means to do so at hand. Open 
our ominous bag, friend Balby ; I think you will 
discover my portfolio, and in it a few blank passes, 
and my state seal." 

Colonel Balby did as the king ordered, and drew 
from the bag the portfolio, with its precious 
contents. 

The king bade Balby sit down and fill up the 
blanks at his dictation. 

The pass was drawn up for the two brothers, 
Frederick and Henry ZoUer, accompanied by their 
servant, with the intention of travelling through 
Holland. 

The king placed his signature under this impor- 
tant document. 

*' Now, it is only necessary to put the great state 
seal under it, and we shall be free ; but how will 
we get a light ? " 

"I will obtain one immediately," said Balby, 
hastening to the door. 

The king held him back. " My brother, you 
are very innocent and thoughtless. You forget 
entirely that we are suspected criminals. Should 
we demand a light, and immediately appear with 
our passes, do you not believe thit this dragon of 
A postmaster would immediately think that we 
had written them ourselves, and put a forged seal 
inder them ? " 

" How, then, are we to get a light ? " said Bal- 
by, confused. 

The king thought a moment, then laughed gayly. 

" I have found a way," he said ; " go down into 
the dining-room, where I noticed an eternal lamp 
Duming, not to do honor to the Mother of God, 



but to smokers; light your cigar and bring it 
here. I will light the sealing-wax by it, and wc 
will have the advantage of drowning the smell of 
the wax with the smoke." 

Balby flew away, and soon returned with the 
burning cigar ; the king lit the sealing-wax, and 
put the seal under the passport. 

"This will proclaim us free from aU crime. 
Now, brother Henry, call the worthy postmas- 
ter." 

When Niclas received the passport from the 
king's hand his countenance cleared, and he made 
the two gentlemen a graceful bow, and begged 
them to excuse the severity that his duty made 
necessary. 

" We have now entirely convinced you that we 
are honest people," said the king, smiling, " and 
you will forgive us that we have so little bag- 
gage." 

" Well, I understand," said Mr. Niclas, con- 
fusedly, " musicians are seldom rich, but live from 
hand to mouth, and must thank God if their 
clothes are good and clean. Yours are entirely 
new, and you need no baggage." 

The king laughed merrily. " Can we now go ? " 
he asked. 

" Yes ; but how, sir ? You doubtlessly heard 
that the postilion left as soon as you entered the 
house." 

" Consequently we are without a conveyance ; 
we have paid for our places for nothing, and must 
remain in this miserable place," said the king, im- 
patiently. 

Niclas reddened with anger. " Sir, what right 
have you to call the town of Grave a miserable 
place? Believe me, it would be very difficult for 
you to become a citizen of this miserable place, 
for you must prove that you have means enough 
to live in a decent manner, and it appears to 
me—" 

" That we do not possess them," said the king ; 
" vraimeni, you are right, our means are very in- 
sufficient, and as the inhabitants of Grave will not 
grant us the rights of citizens, it is better for us 
to leave immediately. Have, therefore, the good- 
ness to furnish us with the means of doing so." 

" There are two ways, an expensive and a cheap 
one," said Nicks, proudly : " extra post, or the 
drag-boat. The first is for respectable people, the 
second for those who have nothing, and are 
nothing." 

" Then the last is for us," said the king, laugh- 
ing. " Is it not 80, brother Henry ? — ^it is best 
for us to go in the drag-boat." 

" That would be best, brother Frederick." 

" Have the kindness to call our servant to take 
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the bag, and you, Mr. Niclas, please give us a 
guide to show us to the canal" 

The king took his box and approached the 
door. 

"And my coffee, and the wine," asked Mrs. 
Niclas, just entering with the drinks. 

" We have no time to make use of them, ma- 
dame," said the king, as he passed her, to leave 
the room. 

But Madame Niclas held him back. 

" No tune to make use of them," she cried ; 
" but I had to take time to make the coffee, and 
bring the wine from the cellar." 

" Maisj mon Dieu, madame," said the impatient 
king. 

" MaiSy mon DieUy monsieur^ votia croycz que je 
travaiUei'ai pour le roi de Pruase^ c'eat-d-dire sans 
paiement," 

The king broke out into a hearty laugh, and 
Balby had to join him, but much against his will 

"Brother Henry," said the king, laughing, 
" that is a curious way of speaking ; * travaiUer 
pour le roi de Frusse,^ means here to work for 
nothing. I beg you to convince this good woman 
that she has not worked for the King of Prussia, 
and pay her well Madame, I have the honor to 
bid you farewell, and be assured it will always 
cheer me to thmk of you, and to recall your charm- 
ing speech." 

The king laughingly took his friend*3 arm, and 
nodded kindly to Madame Niclas as he went down 
the steps. 

" I tell you what," said Madame Niclas, as she 
stood at the door with her husband, watching the 
departing strangers, who, in company with the 
guide and their servant, were walking down the 
street that led to the canal — " I tell you I do not 
trust those strangers, the little one in particular ; 
he had a very suspicious look." 

" But his passport was all right." 

" But, nevertheless, all is not right with them. 
These strangers are disguised princes or robbers, 
I am fully convinced." 



CHAPTER XIII. 

THB DRAG-BOAT. 

What a crowd, what noise, what laughing and 
chatting! How bright an(? happy these people 
are who have nothing and are nothing I How 
gayly they laugh and talk together— with what 
Btoical equanimity they regard the slow motion of 



the boat I they accept it as an unalterable neces- 
sity. How kindly they assist each other ; with 
what natural politeness the men leave the best 
seats for the women ! 

The boat is very much crowded. There are a 
great number of those amiable people who are 
nothing, and have nothing, moving from place to 
place cheerily. 

The men on the shore who, with the aid of 
ropes, are pulling the boat, those two-legged 
horses, groan from exertion. The bagpipe player 
is making his g&yest music, but in vain — ^he can- 
not allure the young people to dance ; there is no 
place for dancing, the large deck of the boat is 
covered with human beings. Old men, and even 
women, are obliged to stand ; the two long benches 
running down both sides of the boat are filled. 

The king enjoyed the scene immensely. The 
free life about him, the entire indifference to his 
own person, charmed and delighted him. He 
leaned against the cabin, by which he was sitting, 
and regarded the crowd before him. Suddenly he 
was touched on the shoulder, and not in the gen- 
tlest manner. Looking up, he met the discon- 
tented face of a peasant, who was speaking vio- 
lently, but in Dutch, and the king did not under- 
stand him; he therefore slightly shrugged his 
shoulders and remained quiet 

The angry peasant continued to gesticulate, and 
pointed excitedly at the king, and then at a pale, 
young woman who was standing before him, and 
held two children in her arms. 

The king still shrugged his shoulders silently, 
but when the peasant grasped him for the second 
time he waved him off, and his eye was so stem 
that the terrified and astonished peasant stepped 
back involuntarily. 

At this moment a displeased murmur was heard 
among the crowd, and a number arranged them- 
selves by the side of the peasant, who approached 
the king with a determined countenance. 

The kmg remained utting, and looked but- 
prised at the threatenii^ countenances of the 
people, whose angry words he tried in vain to 
comprehend. 

The still increasing crowd was suddenly sepa- 
rated by two strong arms, and Balby, who had 
been sitting at the other end of the boat, now ap- 
proached the king, accompanied by a friend, and 
placed hunself at the king's side. 

" Tell me what these men want, mon ami^^^ said 
Frederick, hastily ; " I do not understand Dutch." 

"I understand it, sir," said the friend who ao 
companied Balby ; " these people are reproachmg 
you." 

" Reproaching me ! And why ? " 
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The stranger turned to the peasant who had 
first spoken, and whtf now began to make himself 
heard again in loud and angry tones. 

"Monsieur," said the stranger, "these good 
people are angry with you, and, it appears to me, 
not entirely without cause. There is a language 
that is understood without words, its vocabulary 
is in the heart. Here stands a poor, sick woman, 
with her twins in her arms. You, monsieur, are 
the only man seated. These good people think it 
would be but proper for you to resign your seat" 

" This is unheard«K)f insolence," exclaimed Bal- 
by, placing himself determinedly before the 
king; " let any one dare advance a step farther, 
and I—" 

" Quiet, cJier frh-e, the people are right, and I 
am ashamed of myself that I did not understand 
them at once." 

He rose and passed through the crowd with a 
calm, kindly face, and, not appearing to notice 
them, approached the young woman, who was 
kneeling, exhausted on the floor. With a kind, 
sympathetic smile, he raised her and led her to 
his seat There was something so noble and win- 
ning in his manner, that those who were so 
shortly before indignant, were unconsciously 
touched. A murmur of approval was heard ; the 
rough faces beamed with friendly smiles. 

The king did not observe this, he was still occu- 
pied with the poor woman, and, while appearing 
to play with the children, gave each of them a 
gold piece. But their little hands were not accus- 
tomed to carry such treasures, and could not hold 
them securely. The two gold pieces rolled to the 
ground, and the ringing noise announced the rich 
gift of Frederick. Loud cries of delight were 
heard, and the men waved their hats in the air. 
The king reddened, and looked down in con- 
fusion. 

The peasant, who had first been so violent tow- 
ard the king, and at whose feet the money had 
fallen, picked it up and gave it to the children ; 
then, with a loud laugh, he ofiered his big, rough 
hand to the king, and said something in a kindly 
tone. 

" The good man is thanking you, sir," sdd the 
stranger. " He thinks you a clever, good-hearted 
fellow, and begs you to excuse his uncalled-for 
violence." 

The king answered with a silent bow. He who 
was accustomed to receive the world's approval as 
his just tribute, was confused and ashamed at the 
applause of these poor people. 

The king was right in saying he left his royalty 
on Prussian soil; he really was embarrassed at 
this publicity, and was glad when Deesen an- 



nounced that lunch was prepared for him. H« 
gave Balby a nod to follow, and withdrew into the 
cabin. 

" Truly, if every-day life has so many adven- 
tures, I do not understand how any one can com- 
plain of ennuu Through what varied scenes I have 
passed to-day I " 

" But our adventures arise from the peculiarity 
of our situation," said Balby. "All these littl 
contretempe are annoying and disagreeable, but 
seem only amusing to a king in disguise." 

"But a disguised king learns many tMngs," 
said Frederick, smiling ; " firom to-day, I shall be 
no longer surprised to hear the police called a 
hateful institution. Vraimeniy its authority and 
power is vexatious, but necessary. Nev^ speak 
again of my god-like countenance, or the seal of 
greatness which the Creator has put upon the 
brow of princes to distinguish them from the rest 
of mankind. Mons. Niclas saw nothing great 
stamped upon my brow ; to him 1 had the face of 
a criminal — ^my passport only made an honest 
man of me. Come, friends, let us refresh our- 
selves." 

While eating, the kmg chatted pleasantly with 
Balby of the charming adventures of the day. 

" Truly," he said, laughing, as the details of 
the scene on deck were discussed, " without the 
interference of that learned Dutchman, the King 
of Prussia would have been in dangerous and 
close contact with the respectable peasant Ah, I 
did not even thank my protecting angeL Did you 
speak to him, brother Henry ? Where is he fix>m, 
and what is his name ? " 

" I do not know, sir ; but from his speech and 
manner he appeared to me to be an amiable and 
cultivated gentleman." 

" Go and invite him to take a piece of pie with 
us. Tell him Mr. Zoller wishes to thank him for 
his assistance, and begs the honor of his acquaint- 
ance. You see, my friend, I am learning how to 
be polite, to flatter, and conciliate, as becomes a 
poor travelling musician. I beg you, choose your 
words well Be civil, or he might refuse to come, 
and I thirst for company." 

Balby returned in a few moments, with the 
stranger. 

** Here, my friend," said Balby, " I bring you 
our deliverer in time of need. He will gladly take 
his share of the pie." 

" And he richly deserves it," said the king, as 
he greeted the stranger politely. " Truly, mon- 
sieur, I am very much indebted to you, and this 
piece of pie that I have the honor to offer you 
is but a poor reward for your services. I believe 
I never saw larger fists than that terrible peas- 
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ant's; a closer acquaintance with them would 
have been very disagreeable. I thank you for 
preventing it." 

" Travellers make a variety of acquaintances,^' 
ssdd the stranger, laughmg, and seating himself 
on the bench by the kmg's side, with a familiarity 
that terrified Balby. " I count you, sir, among 
the agreeable ones, and I thank you for this priv- 
ilege." 

"I hope you will make the acquaintance of 
this pie, and find it agreeable," said the king. 
'*Eat, monsieur, and let us chat in the mean 
while — ^Henry, why are you standmg there so 
grave and respectful, not daring to be seated ? I 
do not believe this gentleman to be a prince trav- 
elling incognito." 

"No, sir, take your place," exclauned the 
stranger, laughing, " you will not offend etiquette. 
I give you my word that I am no concealed prince, 
and no worshipper of princes. I am proud to de- 
clare this." 

" Ah I you are proud not to be a prince ? " 

** Certainly, sir." 

*' It appeal rf to me," said Balby, looking at the 
kuag, " that a prince has a great and enviable po- 
sition." 

"But a position, unfortunately, that but few 
princes know how to fill worthily," said the king, 
smiling. " Every man who is su£3cien» for him- 
self is to be envied." 

"You speak my thoughts exactly, sir," said 
the stranger, who had coinmenced eating his* 
piece of pie with great zeai " Only the free are 
happy." 

" Are you happy ? " asked the king. 

" Yes, sir ; at least far the moment I am." 

" What countryman are you ? " 

" I am a Swiss, sir." 

" A worthy and respectable people. From what 
part of Switzerland do you come ? " 

" From the little town of Merges." 

" Not far, then, from Lausanne, and the lovely 
lake of Geneva ; not far from Femey, where the 
great Voltaire resides, and from whence he darts 
his scorching, lightnmg-flashes to-day upon those 
whom he blessed yesterday. Are you satisfied 
with your government ? Are not your patrician 
families a little too proud ? Are not even the cit- 
izens of Berne arrogant and imperious ?" 

" We have to complain of them, sir, but very 
rarely." 

" Are you now residing in Holland ? " 

" No, I am travelling," answered the stranger, 
•hortly. He had held for a long time a piece of 
pie on his fork, trying in vain to put it in his 
mouth. 



The king had not observed this ; he had for- 
gotten that 'lings and princes only have the right 
to carry on a conversation wholly with questions, 
and that it did not become Mr. Zoller to be so in- 
quisitive. 

" What brought you here?" he asked, hastily. 

" To complete my studies, sir," and, with a 
clouded brow, the stranger laid his fork and pie 
upon his plate. 

But the king's questions flowed on in a con- 
tinued stream. 

" Do you propose to remain here ? " 

" I believe not, or rather I do not yet know," 
answered the stranger, with a sarcastic smile, that 
brought Balby to desperation. 

"Are not the various forms of government 
of Switzerland somewhat confusing in a political 
point of view ? " 

"No, for all know that the cantons are free, as 
they should be." 

" Does that not lead to skepticism and indiffer- 
ence ? " 

The stranger's patience was exhausted; with- 
out answering the king, he pushed back his plate 
and arose from the table. 

" Sir, allow me to say that, in consideration of 
a piece of pie, which you will not even ^ve me 
time to eat, you ask too many questions." 

"You are right, find I beg your pardon," said 
the kmg, as he smilingly nodded at Balby to re- 
main quiet. "We travel to improve ourselves, 
but you have just.cause of complaint I will first 
give you time to eat your piece of pie. Eat, 
therefore, monsieur, and when you have finished, 
if it is agreeable, we will chat awhile longer." 

When the stranger arose to depart, afler an 
animated and interesting conversation, the king 
offered him his hand. 

"Give me your address," he said, "that is,' I 
beg of you to do so. You say you have not yet 
chosen a profession; perhaps I may have the op- 
portunity of being useful to you." 

The Swiss gave him his card, with many thanks, 
and returned to the deck. 

The king gazed thoughtfully after him. 

"That man pleases me, and when I am no 
longer a poor musician, I shall call him to my 
side. — ^Well, brother Henry, what do you think 
of this man, who, as I see, is named Mr. Le 
Catt?" 

" I find him rather curt," said Balby, " and he 
appears to be a great republican." 

" You mean because he hates princes, and was 
somewhat rude to me. Concerning the first, you 
must excuse it in a republican, and I confess that 
were I in his place I would probably do the same 
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as to the last, he was right to give 3f r. ZoUer a les- 
son in manners. Poor Zoller is not yet acquainted 
with the customs of the common world, and makes 
all manner of mistakes against bon ton, I be- 
lieve to-day is not the first time he has been re- 
proved for want of manners." 

" Mr. Zoller is every inch a king," said Balby, 
laughing. 

[Note.— The king's conversation with Mr. Le Catt is 
historical (see Thl6bault, vol i , p. 218). The king did not 
foi^et his trayelling adventure, but on his return to 
Pmssia, called Le Catt to court and gave him the position 
of lecturer, and for twenty years he enjoyed the favor and 
confidence of the king.] 



CHAPTER XIV. 

IN AMSTERDAM. 

Wearied, indeed utterly exhausted, the king and 
Balby returned to the hotel of the Black Raven, 
at that time the most celebrated in Amsterdam. 
They had been wandering about the entire day, 
examining with never-ceasing interest and delight 
the treasures of t^rt which the rich patricians of 
Amsterdam had collected in their prmcely homes 
and the public museums. No one supposed that 
this small man in the brown coat, with dusty shoes 
and coarse, unadorned hat, could be a king — a 
king whose fame resounded throughout the whole 
of Europe. Frederick had enjoyed the great hap- 
piness of pursuing his journey and his studies un- 
noticed and unknown. He had many amusing and 
romantic adventures ; and the joy of being an in- 
dependent man, of which he had heretofore only 
dreamed, he was now realizing fully. 

The king was compelled now to confess that his 
freedom and manhood were completely overcome. 
Hunger had conquered him — ^hunger! the earth- 
ly enemy of all great ideas and exalted feelings. 
The king was hungry I He was obliged to yield 
to that physical power which even the rulers of 
this world must obey, and Balby and himself had 
returned to the hotel to eat and refresh them, 
selves. 

" Now, friend, see that you order something to 
rejoice and strengthen our humanity," said Fred- 
erick, stretching himself comfortably upon the 
divan, " It is a real pleasure to me to be hungry 
And partake of a good meal — a pleasure which the 
King of Prussia will often envy the Messieurs Zol- 
ler. To be hungry and to eat is one of life's rare 
enjoyments generally denied to kings, and yet," 
whispered he, thoughtfully, "our whole life is 
nothing but a never-ceasing hungering and thirst- 



ing after happiness, content, and rest. The world, 
alas I ^ves no repose, no satisfying portion. Broth- 
er Henry, let us eat and be joyful ; let ua eren 
meditate on a good meal as an ardent maiden con- 
secrates her thoughts to a love-poem which she 
will write in her album in honor of her b^oved. 
Truly there are fools who in the sublimity of their 
folly wish to appear indifferent to such earthly 
pleasures, declaring that they are necessary evils, 
most uncomfortable bodily craving, and nothing 
more. They are fools who do not understand that 
eating and drinking is an art, a science, the soul 
of the soul, the compass of thought and feeling. 
Dear Balby, order us a costly meal. I wish to be 
gay and free, light-minded and merry-hearted to- 
day. In order to promote this we must, before all 
other things, take care of these earthly bodies and 
not oppress them with common food." 

"We will give them, I hope, the sublimest 
nourishment which the soil of Holland prodnces," 
said Balby, laughing. " You are not aware, M. 
Frederick Zoller, that we are now in a hotel whose 
hostess is worshipped, almost glorified, by the 
good Hollanders." 

" And is ii this sublime piece of flesh which you 
propose to place before me ?" said the king, with 
assumed horror. " Will you satisfy the soul of my 
soul, with this Holland beauty ? I do not share 
the enthusiasm of the Hollanders. I shall not 
worship this woman. I shall find her coarse, old, 
and ugly." 

"But listen, ZcUer. These good Dutchmen 
worship her not because of her perishable beauty, 
but because of a famous pie which she alone in 
Amsterdam knows how to make." 

" Ah, that is better. I begin now to appreciate 
the Dutchmen, and if the pie is good, I will wor- 
ship at the same shrine. Did you not remark, 
brother Henry, that while you stood carried away 
by your enthusiasm before Rembrandt*s picture of 
the * Night Watch ' — a picture which it grieves me 
to say I cannot obtfun," sighed the king — " these 
proud Hollanders call it one of their national 
treasures, and will not sell it — well, did you not 
see that I was conversing zealously with three or 
four of those thick, rubicund^ comfortable- 
looking mynheers? No doubt you thought we 
were rapturously discussing the glorious paintings 
before which we stood, and for this the good Hol- 
landers were rolling their eyes in ecstasy. No, sir ; 
no, sir. We spoke of a pie ! They recognized 
me as a stranger, asked me from whence I came, 
where we lodged, etc., etc. And when I mentioned 
the Black Raven, they went off into ecstatic 
raptures over the venison pasty of Madame von 
Blaken. They then went on to relate that Madame 
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Blaken was renowned throughout all Holland be- 
cause of this venison pasty of which she alone had 
the recipe, and which she prepared always alone and 
with closed doors. Her portrait is to be seen in all 
the shop windows, and all the stadtholders dine 
once a month in the Black Raven to eiy'oy this 
pie. Neither through prayers nor entreaties, com- 
mands, or threatenings, has Madame Blaken been 
induced to give up her recipe or even to go to the 
castle and prepare the pasty. She declares that 
this is the richest possession of the Bladk Raven, 
and all who would be so happy as to enjoy it 
must partake of it at her table. Balby I Balby I 
hasten my good fellow, and command the venison 
pasty," swd Frederick, eagerly. "Ah! what bliss 
to lodge in the Black Raven ! Waiter, I say I fly 
to this exalted woman I '* 

Balby rushed out to seek tho hostess and have 
himself announced. 

Madame Blaken received him in her boudoir, to 
which she^had withdrawn to rest a little after the 
labors of*the day. These labors were ever a victory 
and added to her fame. There was no better table 
prepared in Holland than that of the Black Ra- 
ven: She was in full toilet, having just left 
the dmner table where she had presided at the ^o- 
ble (TMU as lady of the house, and received with 
dignity the praise of her guests. These encomi- 
ums still resounded in her ears, and she reclined 
upon the divan and listened to their pleasing echo. 
The door was opened and the head waiter an- 
nounced Mr. Zoller. The countenance of Madame 
Blaken was dark, and she was upon the pomt of 
declming to receive him, but it was too late ; the 
daring Zoller had had the boldness to finter just 
behind the waiter, and he was now making his 
most reverential bow to the lady. Madame Blaken 
returned this greeting with a slight nod of the 
head, and she regarded the stranger in his cheap 
and simple toilet with a . rather contemptuous 
smile. She thought to herself that this ordinary 
man had surely made a mistake in entering h^r 
hotel. Neither his rank, fortune, nor celebrity could 
justify his lodging at the Black Raven. She was 
resolved to reprove her head waiter for allowing 
such plain and poor people to enter the best hotel 
in Amsterdam. 

**Su*," said she, in a cold and cutting tone, 
^ you come without doubt to exeuse your brother 
and yourself for not having appeared to-day at my 
table (TMe. You certainly know that politeness 
requires that you should dine in the hotel where 
you lodge. Do not distress yourself^ however, sir. 
I do not feel offended now that I have seen you. 
I understand fully why you did not dme with me, 
but sought your modest meal elsewhere. The tOr 



ble d'hdte m the Black Raven is the most expen- 
sive in Amsterdam, and only wealthy people put 
their feet under my table and enjoy my dishes." 

While she thus spoke, her glance wandered 
searchingly over Balby, who did not seem to re- 
mark it, or to comprehend her significant words. 

" Madame," said he, "allow me to remark that 
we have not dined. My brother, whose will is 
always mine, prefers taking his dinner in his own 
apartment, where he has more quiet comfort and 
can better enjoy your rare viands. He never 
dines at a table d*hdte. In every direction he has 
heard of your wonderful pie, and I come in his 
name to ask that you will be so good as to pre- 
pare one for his dinner to-day." 

Madame Blaken laughed aloud. "Truly said; 
that is not a bad idea of your brother's. My 
pasty is celebrated throughout all Holland, and I 
have generally one ready in case a rich or re- 
nowned guest should desire it But this pie is 
not for every man ! " 

"My brother wants it for himself — himself 
alone," said Balby, decisively. Even the proud 
hostess felt his tone imposmg. 

" Sir," said she, after a short pause, " forgive 
me if I speak phunly to you. You wish to eat 
one of my renowned pies, and to have it served in 
a private room, as the General Stadtholder and 
other high potentates are accustomed to do. Well, 
I have this morning a pasty made with truffles 
and Chinese birds'-nests, but you cannot have it I 
To be frank, it is enormously dear, and I think 
neither your brother nor yourself could pay for 
it!" 

And now it was Balby's turn to laugh aloud, 
and he did so with the free, unembarrassed gayety 
of a man who is sure of his position, and is neither 
confused nor offended. 

Madame Blaken was somewhat provoked by this 
unrestrained merriment. "You laugh, sir, but I 
have good reason for supposing you to be poor 
and unknown. You came covered with dust and 
on foot to my hotel, accompanied by one servant 
carrying a small carpet-bag. You have neither 
equipage, retinue, nor baggage. You receive no 
visits ; and, as it appears, make none. You are 
always dressed in your sunple, modest, rather for- 
lorn-looking brown coats. You have never taken 
a dinner here, but pass the day abroad, and when 
you return in the evening you ask for a cup of 
tea and a few slices of bread and butter. Rich 
people do not travel in this style, and I therefore 
have the right to ask if you can afford to pay for 
my pasty ? I do not know who or what you are 
nor your brother's position in the world." 

" Oh," cried Balby, who was highly amused by 
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the candor of the hostess, "my brother has a 
most distinguished position I assure you — his 
fame resounds throughout Germany." 

" Bah ! '* said Madame Blaken, shrugging her 
shoulders ; " the name is entirely unknown to us. 
Pray, wliat is your brother, and for wha^ is he 
celebrated?" 

** For his flute," answered Balby, with solenm 
gravity. 

Madame Blaken rose and glanced scornfully at 
Balby. " Are you making sport of me, sir ? " 
said she, threateningly. 

** Not in the least, madame ; I am telling yon an 
important truth. My brother is a renowned vir- 
tuoso,^* 

"A virhtoaoV* repeated the hostess; "I do 
not understand the word. Pray, what is a vir- 
tuoso V* 

"A virtuoso^ madame, is a musician who makes 
such music as no other man can make. He gives 
concerts, and sells the tickets for an enormous 
price, and the world rushes to hear his music . I 
assure you, madame, my brother can play so en- 
chantmgly that those who hear hid flute are forced 
to dance in spite of themselves. He receives 
large sums of gold, and if he gives a concert here 
you will see that all yourdistmguished people will 
flock to hear him. You can set your pasty before 
him without fear — ^he is able to pay richly for it." 

Madame Blaken rose without a word and ad- 
vanced toward the door. ** Come, sir, come. I am 
going to your brother." Without waiting for an 
answer, she stepped through the corridor and 
tapped lightly at the stranger's door. She was on 
ihe point of opening it, but Balby caught her hand 
hastily. 

'* Madame," said he, "allow me to enter and in- 
quire if you can be received." He wished to draw 
her back from the door, but the hostess of the 
Black Raven was not the woman to be with' 
drawn. 

" You wish to ask if I can enter ? " repeated 
ishe. " I may well daim that privilege in my own 
house." 

With a determined hand she knocked once 
more upon the door, opened it immediately and 
entered, fdlowed by Balby, who by signs endeav- 
ored to explain and beg pardon for the intru- 
sion. 

Frederick did not regard him, his blue eyes 
were fixed upon the woman who, with laughing 
good-humor, stepped up to him and held out both 
of her large, coarse hands in greeting. 

** Sir, I come to convince myself if what your 
brother said was true." 

"Well, madame, what has my brother said ? " 



"He dedarea that you can whiatle splendidly, 
and all the world is forced to dance after your 
music" 

" I said play the flute, madame 1 1 said plaj the 
flute I " cried Balby, horrified. 

"*Well, flute or whistle," said Madame Blaken, 
proudly, " it's the same thing. Be so good, air, 
as to whistle me something ; I will then decide ai 
to the pasty." 

The king looked at Balby curiously. 

" Wmf you have the goodness, brother, to ex- 
plain roadame's meaning, and what she reqxdres 
of me?" 

" Allow me to explam myself;" said the hostess. 
"This gentleman came and ordered a rich pie 
for you ; this pasty has given celebrity to mj 
house. It is true I have one prepared, but I would 
not send it to you. Would you know why ? This 
is an enormously expensive dish, and I have no 
reason to believe that you are in a condition to 
pay for it. I sud this to your brother, and I 
might with truth have told him that I regretted 
to see him in my hotel — ^not that you are in 
yourselves objectionable, on the contrary, you 
appear to me to be harmless and amiable men, 
but because of your purses. I fear that you do 
not know the charges of first-class hotels, and 
will be amazed at your bill Your brother, how- 
ever, assures me that you can afiPord to pay for 
all you order; that you make a great deal of 
money ; that you are a virtuoso, give concerts, 
and sell tickets at the highest price. Now, I will 
convince myself if yon are a great musician and 
can support yourself. Whistle ine something, and 
I will decide as to the pie." 

The king listened to all this with suppressed 
merriment, and gave Balby a significant look. 

"Bring my flute, brother; I will convince 
madame that I am indeed a virhtosoJ*^ 

"Let us hear," said Madame Blak^ seating 
herself upon the sofa from which the king had 
just arisen. 

Frederick made, with indescribable solemnity, a 
profound bow to the hostess. He placed the 
flute to his lips and began to play, but not in his 
accustomed masterly style-^iot in those mild, 
floatmg melodies, those solemn, sacred, and ex- 
alted strains which it was his custom to draw 
from his beloved flute. He played a gay and bril- 
liant solo, full of double trills and rhapsodies ; it 
was an astounding medley, which seemed to 
make a triumphal march over the instrument, 
overcoming all difficulties. But those soft tones 
which touched the soul and roused to noble 
thoughts were wanting; in truth, the melody 
failed, the music was wanting. 
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Madame Blaken listened with ever-increasing 
rapture to this wondrous exercise; these trills, 
springmg from octave to octave, drew forth her 
loudest applause ; she trembled with ecstasy, and 
as the king closed with a brilliant cadence, she 
clapped her hands and shouted enthusiastically. 
She stood up respectfully before the ariiaie in the 
simple brown coat, and bowing low, stud ear- 
nestly : 

" Your brother was right, you can surely earn 
much money by your whistle. You whistle as 
clearly as my mocking-bird. You shall have the 
pie — ^I go to order it at once,'* and she hastened 
from the room. 

" Well," said the king, laughing, " this was a 
charming scene, and I thank you for it, brother 
Henry. It is a proud and happy feeling to know 
that you can stand upon your feet, or walk alone ; 
in other words, that you can earn a support 
Now, if the sun of Prussia sets, I shall not hun- 
ger, for I can earn my bread ; Madame Blaken 
assures me of it. But, Henry, did I not play emi- 
nently?" 

" That was the most glittering, dazzling piece 
for a concert which I ever heard," said Balby, 
" and Mr. ZoUer may well be proud of it, but I 
counsel him not to play it before the King of Prus- 
sia; he would, in his jealousy,' declare it was 
not music, nothing but sound, and signifying 
nothing." 

" Bravo, my friend," said Frederick, taking his 
friend's hand ; " yes, he would say that. Mr. Zol- 
ler played like a true virtuoso, that is to say, with- 
out intellect and without soul ; he did not make 
music, only artistic tones. But here comes the 
pasty, and I shall relah it wondrous well. It is 
the first meat I have ever earned with my flute. 
Let us eat, brother Henry." 



CHAPTER XY. 

THE KINO WITHOUT SHOES. 

The pie was really worthy of its reputation, and 
the king enjoyed it highly. He was gay and talk- 
ative, and amused himself in recallmg the varied 
adventures of the past five days. 

" They will soon be tempi passatiy these giomi 
fdicej'' he said, sighing. "To-day is the last day 
ot our freedcnn and happiness; to-morrow we 
must take up our yoke, and exchange our simple 
brown coats for dashmg uniforms." 

" I know one, at least, who is rejoicing," said 



Balby, laughing, " the unhappy Deesen, who has 
just sworn moat solemnly that he would throw 
himself in the river if he had to play much longer 
the part of a servant without Uvery — a servant of 
two unknown musicians ; and he told me, with 
tears in his eyes, that not a respectable man in 
the house would speak to him ; that the pretty 
maids would not even listen to his soft sighs and 
tender words." 

" Dress makes the man," said the king, laugh* 
ing ; "if Deesen wore his cabmet-hussar livery 
these proud beauties who now despise, would 
smile insidiously. How strangely the world is 
constituted I But let us enjoy our freedom while 
we may. We still have some collections of paint- 
ings to examine — here are some splendid pictures 
of Rembrandt and Rubens to be sold. Then, last 
of all, I have an important piece of business to 
transact with the great banker, Witte, on whom I 
have a draft. You know that Madame Blaken is 
expensive, and the picture-dealers will not trust 
our honest faces; we must show them hard 
cash." 

" Does your—- Shall I not go to the bank- 
ers and draw the money ? " sdd Balby. 

" Oh no, I find it pleasant to serve myself, to 
be my own master and servant at the same time. 
Allow me this rare pleasure for a few hours 
longer, Balby." 

The king took hi^ friend's arm, and recom- 
menced his search for paintings and treasures to 
adorn his gallery at Sans-Souci. Everywhere he 
was received kindly and respectfully, for all rec- 
ognized them as purchasers, and not idle sight- 
seers. The dealers appreciated the difference be- 
tween idle enthusiasm and w^-fiUed purses. 

The king understood this well, and on ieaving 
the house of the last rich merchant he breathed 
more freely, and said : 

. " I am glad that is over. The rudeness of the 
postmaster at Grave pleased me better than the 
civilities of these people. Come, Balby, we have 
bought pictures enough ; now we will only admire 
them, enjoy without appropriating them. The 
rich banker, Abramson, is said to have a beautiful 
collection ; we will examine them, and then have 
our draft cashed." 

The banker's splendid house was soon found, 
and the brothers entered the house boldly, and de- 
manded of the richly-dressed, liveried servant to 
be conducted to the gallery. 

" This is not the regular day," said the servant, 
with a contemptuous shrug of the shoulders, as he 
measured the two strangers. 

" Not the day I What day ? " asked the king, 
sharply. 
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" Not the day of general exhibition. You must 
wait until next Tuesday." 

" Impossible, we leave to-morrow. Go to your 
master and tell him two strangers wish to see his 
gallery, and beg it may be opened for them." 

There was somethmg so haughty and irresist- 
ible in the stranger's manner, that the servant, 
not daring to refuse, and still astonished at his 
own compliance, went to inform his master of the 
request. He returned in a few moments, and an- 
nounced that his master would come himself to 
receive them. * 

The door opened immediately, and Mr. Abram- 
son stepped into the hall; his face, bright and 
friendly, darkened when his black eyes fell upon 
the two strangers standing in the hall. 

" You desired to speak to me," he said, in the 
arrogant tone that the rich Jews are accustomed 
to use when speaking to unknown and poor peo- 
ple. " What is your wish, sirs ? " 

The king's brow darkened, and he looked an- 
grily at the supercilious man of fortune, who was 
standing opposite him, with his head proudly 
thrown back, and his hands in his pockets. But 
Frederick's countenance soon cleared, and ho said, 
with perfect composure : 

"We wish you to show us your picture-gal- 
lery, sir." 

The tone in which he spoke was less pleading 
than commanding, and roused the anger of the 
easily-enraged jDarvenw. 

" Sir, I have a picture-gallery, arranged for my 
own pleasure, and paid for with my own money. 
I am very willing to show it to all who have not 
the money to purchase pictures for themselves ; 
and to satisfy the curiosity of strangers, I have 
set aside a day in each week on which to exhibit 
my gallery." 

" You mean, then, sir, that you will not allow 
U9 to enter your museum? " said the king, smiling- 
ly, and laymg his hand at the same time softly on 
Balby's arm, to prevent him from speaking. 

" I mean that my museum is closed, and — " 

A carriage rolled thunderingly to the door ; the 
outer doors of the hall were hastily opened, a liv- 
eried servant entered, and stepping immediately to 
Mr. Abramson, he said : 

" Lord Middlestone, of London, asks the honor 
of seeing your gallery." 

The countenance of the Jewish banker beamed 
with delight. 

"Will his excellency have the graciousness to 
enter ? I consider it an honor to show him my 
poor treasures. My gallery is closed to-day, but 
for Lord Middlestone, I will open it gladly." 

His contemptuous glance met the two poor mu- 



sicians, who had stepped aside, and were Bilcn< 
witnesses of this scene. 

The outer doors of the court were opened noi- 
sily, and a small, shrivelled human form, assisted 
by two servants, staggered into the hall. It wag 
an old man, wrapped in furs ; this was his excel- 
lency Lord Middlestone. Mr. Abramson met him 
with a profound bow, and sprang forward to the 
door that led to the gallery. 

Every eye was fixed upon this sad picture of 
earthly pomp and greatness ; all felt the honor to 
the house of Mr. Abramson. Lord Middlestone, 
the ambassador of the Emg of England, desired 
to see his collection. This was an acknowledg- 
ment of merit that delighted the heart of the 
banker, and added a new splendor to his house. 

While the door was being opened to admit his 
lordship, Balby and the king left the house unno- 
ticed. 

The king was angry, and walked silently along 
for a time ; suddenly remaining standing, he gazed 
steadily at Balby, and broke out into a loud, mer- 
ry laugh, that startled the passers-by, and made 
them look wonderingly after him. 

** Balby, my friend," he said, still laughing, " I 
will tell you something amusing. Never in my 
life did I feel so humble and ashamed . as when 
his excellency entered the gallery so triumphantly, 
and we slipped away so quietly from the house. 
Truly, I was fool enough to be angry at first, 
but I now feel that the scene was irresistibly 
comic. Oh I oh, Balby ! do laugh with me. 
Think of us, who imagine ourselves to be such 
splendidly handsome men, being shown the door, 
and that horrid, shrunken, diseased old man being 
received with such consideration I He smelt like 
a salve-box, we are odorous with ambrosia ; but 
all in V£un, Abramson preferred the salve-box;" 

"Abramson's olfactories are not those of a 
courtier," said Balby, " or he would have fainted 
at the odor of royalty. But truly, this Mr. 
Abramson is a disgraceful person, and I beg your 
mtyesty to avenge Mr. ZoUer." 

" I shall do so. He deserves punishment ; he 
has msulted me as a man ; the king will punish 
hun." * 

" And now we will have our check cashed by 
Mr. Witte. 1 bet he will n(tt dismiss us so curtly, 
for my draft is for ten thousand crowns, and he 
will be respectful — ^if not to us, to our money." 

* The king kept his word. The Jew heard afterward 
that it was the king whom he had treated so disrespect- 
ftilly, and he could never obtain his forgiveness. He was 
not allowed to negotiate with the Frossian govern* 
ment or banks, and was thus bitterly punished for his 
misconduct 
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The worthy and prospeious Madame Witte had 
just finished dusting and cleaning her state apart- 
ment, and was giving it a last artistic survey. She 
smiled contentedly, and acknowledged that there 
was nothing more to be done. The mirrors and 
windows were of transparent brightness — ^no dust 
was deen on the silk furniture or the costly orna- 
ments — ^it was perfect. With a sad sigh Madame 
Witte left the room and locked the door with al- 
most a feeling of regret. She must deny herself 
for the next few da^s her favorite occupation — 
there was nothing more to dust or clean in the 
apartment, and only in this room was her field of 
operation — only here did her husband allow her 
to play the servant. With this exception, he 
reqilired of her to be the lady of the house 
— the noble wife of the rich banker — and this 
was a rdle that pleased -the good woman but 
little. She locked the door with a sigh, and drew 
on her shoes, which she was accustomed always 
to leave in the hall before entering her state 
apartment, then stepped carefully on the border 
of the carpet that covered the hall to another 
door. At this moment a violent ringing was heard 
at the front door. Madame Witte moved quickly 
forward to follow the bent of her womanly curi- 
osity, and see who desired admittance at this un- 
usual hour. Two strangers had already entered 
the hall and desired to see the banker. 

" Mr. Witte is not at home, and if your busi- 
ness is not too pressing, call again early to-mor- 
row, morning." 

" But my business is pressing," said Frederick 
ZoUer, hastily ; " I must speak with Mr. Witte to- 
day." 

" Can they wish to borrow money from him ? " 
thought Madame Witte, who saw the two stran- 
gers through the half-open door. " To borrow, 
or to ask credit, I am sure that is their busi- 
ness." 

" May I ask the nature of your busmess ? " said 
the servant. " In order to brmg Mr. Witte firom 
the Casino, I must know what you wish of hun." 

" I desire to have a draft of ten thousand crowns 
cashed," said Frederick ZoUer, sharply. 

The door was opened hastily, and Madame 
Witte stepped forward to greet the stranger and 
his companion. " Have the kindness, gentlemen, 
to step in and await my husband ; he will be here 
in a quarter of an hour. Go, Andres, for Mr. 
Witte." Andres ran oflf, and Madame Witte ac- 
companied the strangers through the hall. Ar- 
rived at the door of the state apartment, she quick- 
ly drew off her shoes, and then remained stand- 
ing, looking expectantly, at the strangers. 

"Well, madame," said the king, "shall wc 



await Mr. Witte before this door, or will you show 
us into the next room ? " 

" Certainly I will ; but I am waiting on you." 

" On us ? And what do you expect of us ? " 

" What I have done, sirs — to take your shoes 
off." 

The king laughed aloud. " Can no one, then, 
enter that room with shoes on ? " 

"Never, sir. It was a custom of my great- 
grandfather. He had this house built, and neve^L 
since then has any one entered it with shoes. 
Please, therefore, take them off." 

Balby hastened to comply with her peremptory 
command. " Madame, it will suflSce you for me 
to follow this custom of your ancestors — you will 
spare my brother this ceremony." 

" And why ? " asked Madame Witte, astonished. 
" His shoes are no cleaner or finer than yours, 
or those of other men. Have the kindness to 
take off your shoes also." 

*' You are right, madame," said the king, seri- 
ously, " We must leave off the old man alto- 
gether ; therefore, you ask but little in requiring 
us to take off our shoes before entering your 
state apartment." He stooped to undo the buckles 
of his shoes, and when Balby wished to assist 
him, he resisted. " No, no ; you shall not loosen 
my shoes — ^you are too worthy for that. Madame 
Witte might think that I am a very assuming 
person — that I tyrannize over my brother. There, 
madame, the buckles are undone, and there lie my 
shoes, and now we are ready to enter your state 
apartment." 

Madame Witte opened the door with cold grav- 
ity, and allowed them to pass. " To-morrow I can 
dust again," she said, gleefully, " for the stran- 
gers' clothes are very dirty." 

In the mean time, the two strangers awaited the 
arrival of Mr. Witte. The king ei\joyed his com- 
ic situation immensely. Balby looked anxiously 
at the bare feet of the king, and said he should 
never have submitted to Madame Witte's caprice. 
The floor was cold, and the king might be taken 
ill. 

" Oh, no," said Frederick, " I do not get sick 
so easily — my system can stand severer hard- 
ships. We should be thankful that we have come 
off so cheaply, for a rich banker like Witte in 
Amsterdam, is equal to the Pope in Rome ; and I do 
not think taking off our shoes is paying too dearly 
to see the pope of Holland. Just think what 
King Henry IV. had to lay aside before he could 
see the Pope of Rome — not only his shoes and 
stockings and a few other articles, but his royalty 
and majesty. Madame Witte is really forbearing 
not to require the same costume of us." 
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The door behind them was opened hastily, and 
the banker Witte stepped in. He advanced to 
meet them with a quiet smile, but suddenly 
checked hunself, and gazed with terror at the 
king. 

" My God ! his majesty the King of Prussia I " 
he stammered. "Oh! your majesty! what an 
undeserved favor you aife doing my poor house in 
honoring it with your presence I " 

" You know me, then ? " said the king, smiling. 
" Well, I beg you may not betray my incognito, and 
cash for Frederick ZoUer this draft of ten thou- 
sand crowns." 

He stepped forward to hand the banker the 
draft. Mr. Witte uttered a cry of horror, and, 
wringing his hands, fell upon his knees. He had 
just seen that the king was barefooted. 

"Oh! your majesty I Mercy! mercy!" he 
pleaded. " Pardon my unhappy wife, who could 
not dream of the crime she was committing. Why 
did your majesty consent to her insane demand ? 
Why did you not peremptorily refuse to take off 
your shoes ? '* 

"Why? Well, ma foi^ because I wished to 
spare the King of Prussia a humiliation. I believe 
Madame Witte would rather have thrown me out 
of the house than allowed me to enter this sacred 
room with my shoes on." 

" No, your majesty, no. She would — " 

At this moment the door opened, and Madame 
Witte, drawn by the load voice of her husband, 
entered the room. 

"Wife!" he cried, rising, "come forward; 
fall on your knees and plead for forgiveness" 

" What have I done ? " she asked, wonderingly. 

" You compelled this gentleman to take off his 
shoes at the door." 

" Well, and what of that ? " 

"Well," said Mr. Witte, solemnly, as he laid 
his arm upon his wife's shoulder and tried to 
force her to her knees, " this is his majesty the 
King of Prussia ! " 

But the all-important words had not the ex- 
pected effect. Madame Witte remained quietly 
standing, and looked first upon her own bare feet 
and then curiously at the king. 

"Beg the king's pardon for your most unseemly 
conduct," said Witte. 

"Why was it unseemly?" asked his better- 
half. " Do 1 not take off my shoes every time I 
enter this room ? The room is mine, and does not 
belong to the King of Prussia." 

Witte raised his liands above his head in de- 
spair. The king laughed loudly and heartily. 

" You see I was right, sir," he said. " Only 
obedience could spare the King of Prussia a hu- 



miliation.^ But let us go to your business-room 
and arrange our moneyed aflf^rs. There, madame, 
I suppose you will allow me to put on my shoes." 

Without a word, Mr. Witte rushed from the 
room for the king's shoes, and hastened to put 
them, not before the king, but before the door 
that led into his counting-room. 

With a gay smile, the kmg stepped along the 
border of the carpet to his shoes, and let Balby 
put them on for him. 

" Madame," he said, " I s^ that you are really 
mistress in your own house, and that you are 
obeyed, not from force, but from instinct (Jod 
preserve you your strong will and your good hus- 
band!" 

" Now," said the king, after they had received 
the money and returned to the hotel, " we most 
make all our arrangements to return to-morrow 
mommg early— our incognito is over ! Mr. Witte 
promised not to betray us, but his wife is not to 
be trusted ; therefore, by to-morrow morning, the 
world will know that the King of Prussia is in 
Amsterdam. Happily, Mr. Witte does not know 
where I am stopping. I hope to be undisturbed 
to-day, but by to-morrow this will be impossible." 

The king prophesied aright: Madame Witte was 
zealously engaged in telling her friends the impor- 
tant news that the King of Prussia had visited her 
husband, and was now in Amsterdam. 

The news rolled like an avalanche from house 
to house, from street to street, and even reached 
the mayor's door, who, in spite of the lateness of 
the hour, called a meetmg of the magistrates, and 
sent policemen to all the hotels to demand a list 
of the strangers who had arrived during the last 
few days. In order to greet the king, they must 
first find him. 

Early the next morning, a simple caUche^ with 
two horses, stood at the hotel of the " Black Ra- 
ven." The brothers ZoUerwere about to leave 
Amsterdam, and, to Madame Blaken's astonish- 
ment, they not only paid their bill without mur- 
muring, but left a rich douceur for the servants. 
The hostess stepped to the door to bid them fare- 
well, and nodded kindly as they came down the 
steps. Their servant followed with the little ear- 
pet-bag and the two music-cases. 

When Deesen became aware of the presence of 
the hostess, and the two head-servants, he ad- 
vanced near to the king. 

" Your miy'esty, may I now speak ? " he mup 
mured. 

" Not yet," said the king, smiling, " wait until 
we are in the carriage." 

♦ The king*8 own words. See Nicolai's " Anecdotes 
of Frederick the Great," collection v., p. 81. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



FREDERICK THiX GREAT AND HIS FAMILY. 



43 



He descended the steps, with a friendly nod to 
She hostess. Balby and himself left the house. 

" See, my friend, how truly I prophesied," he 
said, as he pointed down the street ; "let us get in 
quickly, it is high time to be off; see the crowd 
advancing," 

Frederick was right ; from the end of the street 
there came a long procession of men, headed by 
the two mayors, dressed in black robes, trimmed 
with broad red bands. They were followed by 
the senators, clothed in the same manner. A 
great number of the rich aristocrats of the city 
accompanied them. 

Madame Blaken had stepped from the house, 
and was looking curiously at the approaching 
crowd, and while she and her maids were wonder- 
ing what this could mean, the two Mr. ZoUers en- 
tered the carriage, and their servant had mounted 
the box. 

" May I speak now ? " fl£ud Deesen, turning to 
the king. 

** Yes, speak," said the king, " but quickly, or 
the crowd will take your secret from you." 

"Hostess!" cried Deesen, from the box, "do 
you know what that crowd means ? " 

** No," she said, superciliously. 

"I will explain; listen, madame. The magis- 
trates are coming to greet the King of Prussia ! " 

" The King of Prussia I" shrieked the hostess. 
" Where is the Kmg of Prussia ? " 

" Here I " cried Deesen, with a malicious grin, 
as he pointed to the king, " and I am his majes- 
ty's cabbiet-hussar I Forward, postilion I— quick, 
forward ! " 

The postilion whipped his horses, and the car- 
riage dashed by the mayors and senators, who 
were marching to greet the King of Prussia. 
They never dreamed that he had just passed mis- 
chievously by them. 

Two days later, the kmg and his <3ompanions 



stood on the Prussian border, on the spot where, 
in the beginning of their journey, the king had 
written the words " majesty " and " sire." 

" Look ! " he said, pointing to the ground, " the 
two fatal words have not vanished away ; the sun 
has hardened the ground, and they are still le^- 
ble. I must lift them from the sand, and wear 
them henceforth and forever. Give me your hand, 
Balby ; the poor musician, Frederick ZoUer, will 
bid farewell to his friend, and not only to you, 
Balby, but farewell also to my youth. This is my 
last youthfiil adventure. Now, I shall grow old 
and cold gracefully. One. thing I wish to say h^ 
fore I resume my royalty ; confidentially, I am not 
entirely displeased with the change. It seems to 
me difficult to fill the rdle of a. common man. 
Men do not seem to love and trust each other 
fully ; a man avenges himself on an innocent party 
for the wrongs another has committed. Besides, 
I dd'not rightly understand the politenesses of com- 
mon life, and, therefore, received many reproaches. 
I beheve, on the whole, it is easier to bestow than 
to receive them. Therefore, I take up my crown 
willingly." 

" Will your majesty allow me a word ? " said 
Deesen, stepping forward. 

" Speak, Deesen." 

" I thank Mr. ZoUer for saving my life. As true 
as God lives, I should have stifled with rage if I 
had not told that haughty Hollander who Mr. Zol- 
ler was and who I was." 

" Now, forward I Farewell, Frederick Zoller I 
Now I am on Prussian soil, the hour of thought- 
less happiness is passed. I fear, Balby, that the 
solemn duties of life will soon take possession of 
us. So be it I I accept my destiny — ^I am again 
Frederick of HohenzoUem I " 

"And I have the honor to be the first to greet 
your majesty on your own domain," said Balby, 
as he bowed profoundly before the king. 
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OHAPTEK I. 



THE UNHAPPY NEWS. 



The Princess Amelia was alone in her room. 
She was stretched upon a sofa, lost in deep 
thought ; h6r eyes were raised to heaven, and her 
lips trembled ; from time to time they murmured a 
word of complaint or of entreaty. 

Amelia was ill She had been ill since that un- 
happy day in which she intentionally destroyed her 
beauty to save herself from a hated marriage.* 
Her eyes had never recovered their glance or early 
fire; they were always inflamed and veiled by 
tears. Her voice had lost its metallic ring and 
youthful freshness; it sounded from her aching 
and hollow chest like sighs from a lonely grave. 
Severe pain from time to time tortured her whole 
body, and contracted her limbs with agonizing 
cramps. She had the appearance of a woman of 
sixty years of age, who was tottering to the grave. 

In this crushed and trembling body dwelt a 
strong, powerful, healthy soul; this shrunken, 
contracted bosom was animated by a youthful, 
ardent, passionate heart. This heart had conse- 
crated itself to the love of its early years with an 
obstmate and feverish power. 

In wild defiance against her fate, Amelia had 
sworn never to yield, never to break faith ; to bear 
all, to suffer all for her love, and to press on- 
ward with unshaken resignation but never-failing 
courage through the storms and agonies of a deso- 
late, misunderstood, and wretched existence.' She 
was a martyr to her birth and her love ; she ac- 
cepted this martyrdom with defiant self-reliance 
and joyful resignation. 

Years had passed since she had seen Trenck, but 
she loved him still I She knew he had not guarded 

* See " Berlin and Bans-Soucl," 



the faith they had mutaally sworn with the con 
stancy that she had religiously maintained ; but she 
loved hun still I She had solemnly sworn to her 
brother to give up the foolish and fantastic wish 
of becoming the wife of Trenck ; but she loved 
him still I She might not live for him, but she 
would suffer for hun ; she could not give him her 
hand, but she could consecrate thought and soul 
to him. In imagination she was his, only his ; he 
had a holy, an imperishable right to hfer. Had 
she not sworn, in the presence of God, to be his 
through life down to the borders of the grave ? 
Truly, no priest had blessed them ; God had been 
their priest, and had united them. There had 
been no mortal witness to then* solemn oaths, but 
the pure stars were present — ^with their sparkling^ 
loving eyes they had looked down and listened to 
the vows she had exchanged with Trenck. She 
was tLerefore his — ^his eternally I He had a sa- 
cred claim upon her constancy, her love, her for- 
bearance, and her forgiveness. If Trenck had 
wandered from his faith, she dared not follow his 
example ; she must be ever ready to listen to hla 
call, and give him the aid he required. 

Amelia's love was her religion, her life's strength, 
her life's object ; it was a talisman to protect and 
give strength in time of need. She would have 
died without it ; she lived and struggled with her 
grief only for his sake. 

This was a wretched, joyless existence — a never- 
ending iliart^dom, a never-ceasing contest. Ame-, 
h'a stood alone and unloved in her family, feared 
and avoided by all the merry, thoughtless, pleasure 
seeking chxjle. In her sad presence they shud- 
dered involuntarily and felt chilled, as by a blast 
from the grave. She was an object of distrust 
and weariness to her companions and servants, an 
object of love and frank affection to no one. 

Mademoiselle Emestme von Haak had alone re- 
mained true to her; but she had married, and 
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gone far away with her husband. Princess Ame- 
lia was now alone ; there was no one to whom she 
could express her sorrow and her fears ; no one who 
understood her suppressed agony, or who spoke 
one word of consolation or sympathy to her broken 
heart 

She was alone in the world, and the conscious- 
ness of this steeled her strength, and made an im- 
penetrable shield for her wearied soul. She gave 
herself up entirely to her thoughts and dreams. 
She lived a strange, enchanted, double life and 
twofold existence. Outwardly, she was old, 
crushed, ill; her interior life was young, fresh, 
glowing, and energetic, endowed with imshaken 
power, and tempered in the fire of her great grief. 

Amelia lay upon the divan and looked dreamily 
toward heaven. A strange and unaccountable 
presentiment was upon her; she trembled with 
mysterious forebodings. She had always felt thus 
when any new misfortunes were about to befall 
Trenck. It seemed as if her soul was bound to 
his, and by means of an electric current she felt 
the blow in the same moment that it fell upon him. 

The princess believed in these presentiments. 
She had faith in di*eams and prophecies, as do all 
those unhappy beings to whom fate has denied 
real happiness, and who seek wildly in fantastic 
visions for compensation. She loved, therefore^ 
to look into the future through fortune-tellers and 
dark oracles, and thus prepare herself for the sad 
events which lay before her. ' The day before, the 
renowned astrologer Pfannenstein had warned her 
of approaching peril ; he declared that a cloud of 
tears was in the act of burstmg upon her I Prin- 
cess Amelia believed in his words, and waited with 
a bold, resolved spirit for the breaking of the 
cloud, whose gray veil she already felt to be round 
about her. 

These sad thoughts were interrupted by a light 
knock upon the door, and her maid entered and 
announced that the master of ceremonies. Baron 
Pollnitz, craved an audience. 

Amelia shuddered, but roused herself quickly. 
" Let hun enter ! " she said, hastily. The short 
moment of expectation seemed an eternity of an- 
guish. She pressed her hands upon her heart, to 
still its stormy beatings ; she looked with staring, 
wide-opened eyes toward the door through which 
Pollnitz must enter, and she shuddered as she 
looked upon the ever-smiling, immovable face of 
the courtier, who now entered her boudoir, with 
Mademoiselle von Marwitz at his side. 

" Do you know, Pollnitz," said she, in a rough, 

imperious tone — "do you know I believe your 

face is not flesh and blood, but liewn from stone ; 

or, at least, one day it was petrified? Perhaps 

4 



the fatal hour struck one day, just as you 
were laughing over some of your viUanies, and 
your smile was turned to stone as a judgment. I 
shall know this look as long as I live ; it is ever 
most clearly marked upon your visage, when you 
have some misfortune to announce." 

" Then this stony smile must have but little ex- 
pression to-day, for I do not come as a messenger 
of evil tidings; but if your royal highness will 
allow me to say so, as a sort oipostUlond^ amour, ^^ 

Amelia shrank back for a moment, gave one 
glance toward Mademoiselle von Marwitz, whom 
she knew full well to be the watchful spy of her 
mother, and whose daily duty it was to relate to 
the queen-mother every thing which took place in 
the apartment of the princess. She knew that 
every word and look of Pollnitz was examined 
with the strictest attention. 

Pollnitz, however, spoke on with cool self-pos- 
session : 

"You look astonished, princess ; it perhaps ap- 
pears to you that this impassive face is little 
suited to the rdle of postilion (Pamouty and yet 
that is my position, and I ask your highnesses per- 
mission to make known my errand." 

" I refuse your request," said Amelia, roughly ; 
" I have nothing to do with Love, and find his god- 
ship as old and dull as the messenger he has sent 
me. Go back, then, to your blind god, and tell him 
that my ears are deaf to his love-greeting, and the 
screeching of the raven is more melodious than 
the tenderest words a Pollnitz can utter." 

The princess said this in her most repulsive 
tone. She was accustomed to shield herself in 
this rude manner from all' approach or contact, 
and, indeed, she attained her object. She was 
feared and avoided. Her witty bon mots and 
stinging jests were repeated and merrily laughed 
over, but the world knew that she scattered her 
sarcasms far and wide, in order to secure her 
isolation ; to banish every one from her presence, 
so that none might hear her sighs, or read her 
sad history in her countenance. 

" And yet, princess, I must still implore a hear- 
ing," said he, with imperturbable good-humor; "it 
my voice is rough as the raven's, your royal high- 
ness must feed me with sugar, and it will become 
soft and tender as an innocent maiden's." 

" I think a few ducats would be better for your 
case," said Amelia ; " a Pollnitz is not to be won 
with sweets, but for gold he would follow the 
devil to the lower regions." 

" You are right, princess ; I do not wish to go 
to heaven, but below ; there I am certain to find 
the best and most interesting society. The genial 
people are all bom devils, and your highnces has 
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ever confessed that I am genial Then let it be 
60 1 I will accept the ducats which your royal 
highness think good for me, and now allow me to 
discharge my duty. I come as the messenger of 
Prince Henry. He sends his heart-felt greetings 
to his royal sister, and begs that she will do him 
the honor to attend a f^U at Rheinsberg, which 
will take place in eight days." 

^'Has the master of ceremonies of the king be- 
come the /owner of Prince Henry ? " said Amelia. 

"No, princess; I occasionally and accidentally 
perform the function of a fourrier. This invita-- 
tion was not my principal object to-day." 

"I knew it," said Amelia, ironically. "My 
brother Henry does not lore me well enough to 
myite me to this/dfe, if he had not some other 
object to attain. Well, what does Prince Henry 
wish?" 

" A small favor, your royal highness ; he wishes, 
on the birth-day of his wife, to have Voltaire's 
^ Borne SauvSe^ given by the French tragedians. 
Some years since your highness had a great tri- 
umph in this piece. The prince remembers that 
Voltaire prepared the role of Aurelia especially for 
you, with changes and additions, and he entreats 
you, through me, the temporary Diredeur des 
spectacles de Eheinsberffy to lend him this r^ for 
the use of his performer." 

" Why does not my brother rather entreat me 
to take this part myself? " said Amelia, in cruel 
mockery over herself. " It appears to me I could 
look the part of Aurelia, and my soft, flute-like 
voice would make a powerful impression upon the 
public. It is cruel of Prince Henry to demand 
this rdle of me; it might be inferred that he 
thought I had become old and ugly." 

" Not so, your highness ; the tragedy is to be 
performed on this occasion by public actors, and 
not by amateurs." 

" You are right," said Amelia, suddenly becom- 
faig grave ; " at that time we were amateurs, lov- 
ers of the drama ; our dreams are over — ^we live 
in realities now." 

" Mademoiselle von Marwitz, have the goodness 
to bring the manuscript my brother wishes ; it is 
partly written by Voltaire's own hand. You will 
find it in the bureau in my dressing-room." 

Mademoiselle Marwitz withdrew to get the manu- 
script ; as she left the room, she looked back sus- 
piciously at Pollnitz and, as if by accident, left 
the door open which led to the dressing-room. 

Mademoiselle Marwitz had scarcely disappeareid, 
before Pollnitz sprang forward, with youthful 
agility, and closed the door. 

" Princess, this commission of Prince Henry's 
was only a pretext. I took this order from the 



princess's maitre ^hdtd in order to approach 
your highness unnoticed, and to get rid of the 
watchful eyes of your Marwitz. Now listen well ; 
Weingarten, the Austrian secretary of legation, 
was with me to4ay." 

* "Ah, Weingarten," murmured the princess, 
tremblingly ; *.* he gave you a letter for me ; quick, 
quick, give it to me." 

" No, he gave me no letter ; it appears that he, 
who formerly sent letters, is no longer in the con- 
dition to do so." 

" He is dead I " cried Amelia with horror, and 
sank back as if struck by lightning. 

" No, princess, he is not dead, but in groat dan> 
ger. It appears that Weingarten is in great need 
of money ; for a hundred louis d'or, which I prom- 
ised him, he confided to roe that Trenck's enenues 
had excited the suspicions of the king against 
him, and declared that Trenck had designs against 
the life of Frederick." 

"The miserable liars and slanderers!" cried 
Amelia, contemptuously. 

"The king, as it appears, believes in the^e 
charges ; he has written to his resident minister 
to demand of the senate of Dantzic the delivery 
of Trenck." 

" Trenck is not in Dantzic, but m Vienna." 

" He is in Dantzic— or, rather, he was there." 

"And now?" 

" Now," said Pollnitz, solemnly, " he is on tfc« 
way to Konigsberg ; from that point he will bo 
transported to some other fortress; first, how- 
ever, he will be brought to Berlin." 

The unhappy princess uttered a shriek, which 
sounded like a wild death-cry. " He is, then, a 
prisoner ? " 

" Yes ; but, on his way to prison', so long as he 
does not cross the threshold of the fortress, it is 
possible to deliver him. Weingarten, who, it ap» 
pears to me, is much devoted to your highness, 
has drawn for me the plan of the route Trenck is 
to take. Here it is." He handed the princess a 
small piece of paper, which she seized with trem- 
bliug hands, and read hastily. 

" He comes through Coslin," said she, joyfully ; 
" that gives a chance of safety in Coslin I The 
Duke of Wurtemberg, the friend of my youthful 
days, is in Coslin ; he will assist me. Pollnitz, 
quick, quick, find me a courier who will carry a 
letter to the duke for me without delay." 

" That will be difficult, if not impossible," said 
Piillnitz, thoughtfully. 

Amelia sprang from her seat; her eyes bad 
their old fire, her features their youthful expres- 
sion and elasticity. 

The power and ardor of her soul overcame tbo 
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weakness of her body; it found energy and 
Btrength. 

" Well, then," said she, decisively, and even 
her voice was firm and soft, " I will go myself; 
and woe to him who dares withhold me ! I have 
been ordered to take sea-baths. Twill go this 
hour to Coslin for that purpose I but no, no, I 
cannot travel so rashly. PoUnitz, you must find 
me a courier." 

" I will try," said Pollnitz. " One can buy all 
the glories of this world for gold ; and, I think, 
your highness will not regard a few louis d'or, 
more or less." 

" Mnd me a messenger, and I will pay every 
hour of his journey with a gold piece." 

"I will send my own servant ; in half an hour 
he shall be ready." 

" God be thanked I it will, then, be possible to 
save him. Let me write this letter at once, and 
hasten your messenger. Let him fly as if he had 
wings — as if the wild winds of heaven bore him 
onward. The sooner he brings me the answer of 
the duke, the greater shall be his reward. Oh, I 
will reward him as if I were a rich queen, and not 
a poor, forsaken, sorrowful princess." 

" Write, princess, write," cried Pollnitz, eager- 
ly ; " but no, have the goodness to give me the 
hundred louis d'or before Mademoiselle Marwitz 
returns. I promised them to Weingarten for his 
news ; you can add to them the ducats you were 
graciously pleased to bestow upon me." 

Amelia did not reply ; she stepped to the table 
and wrote a few lines, which she handed to Poll- 
nitz. 

" Take this," said she, almost contemptuously ; 
" it is a draft upon my banker, Orguelin. I thank 
you for allowing, your services to be paid for ; it 
relieves me from all call to gratitude. Serve me 
faithfiilly in future, and you shall ever find my 
hand open and my purse full. And now give me 
time to write to the duke, and — " 

" Princess, I hear Mademoiselle Marwitz return- 
ing!" 

Amelia left the writing-table hastily, and ad- 
vanced to the door through which Mademoiselle 
Marvdtz must enter. 

" Ah, you are come at last," said she, as the 
door opened. "I was about to seek you. I 
feared you could not find the paper." 

** It was very difficult to find amongst such a 
mass of letters ajid papers," said Mademoiselle 
Marwitz, whose suspicious glance was now wtCn- 
dering round the room. " I succeeded, however, 
at last ; here is the manuscript, your highness." 

The princess took it and examined it carefully. 
•* Ah, I thought so," she said. " A monologue 



which Voltaire wrote for me, is missing. I gave 
it to the king, and I see he has not returned it. 
I think my memory is the only faculty which re- 
tains its power. It is my misfortime that I can- 
not forget I I wiU test it to-day and try to write 
this monologue from memory. I must be alone, 
however. I pray you, maderodselle, to go into the 
saloon with Pollnitz ; he can entertain you with 
the Chronique JScandaleuae of our most virtu 
ous court, while I am writing. — ^And now," said 
she, when she found herself alone, " may God 
give me power to reach the heart of the duke, and 
win him to my purpose ! " 

With a firm hand she wrote : 

" Because you are happy, duke, you will have 
pity for the wretched. For a few days past, you 
have had your young and lovely wife at your side, 
and experienced the pure bliss of a happy union ; 
you will therefore comprehend the despair of those 
who love as fondly, and can never be united. And 
now, I would remind you of that day on which it 
was in my power to obtain for you a great favor 
from my brother the king. At that time you 
promised me to return this service tenfold, should 
it ever be in your power, and you made me prom- 
ise, if I should ever need assistance, to turn to you 
alone ! My hour has come ! I need your help ; 
not for myself! God and death alone can help 
me. I demand your aid for a man who is chained 
with me to the galleys. You know him — have 
mercy upon him ! Perhaps he will arrive at your 
court in the same hour with my letter. Duke, 
will you be the jailer of the wretched and the 
powerless, who is imprisoned only because I am 
the daughter of a king ? Are your officers consta- 
bles ? will you allow them to cast into an eternal 
prison him for whom I have wept night and day 
for many long years ? 

" Oh, my God ! my God ! you have given wings 
to the birds of the fdr; you have given to the 
horse his fiery speed ; you have declared that man 
is the king of creation ; you have marked upon 
his brow the seal of fireedom, and this is his 
holiest possession. Oh, friend, will you consent 
that a noble gentleman, who has nothing left but 
his fi*eedom, shall be unjustly deprived of it I 
Duke, I call upon you ! Be a providence for my 
unhappy friend, and set him at Uberty. And 
through my whole life long I will bless and honor 
you ! Amelia." 

"If he does not listen to this outcry of my 
soul," she whispered, as she folded and s^led the 
letter — " if he has the cruelty to let me plead in 
vtdn, then in my death-hour I will curse him, and 
charge him with being the murderer of my last 
hope!" 
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Tlie princess called PoUnitz, and, with an ex- 
pressive glance, she handed him the letter. 

" Truly, my memory has not failed me," she 
said to Mademoiselle Marwitz, who entered behind 
Piillnitz, and whose sharp eyes were fixed upon 
the letter in the baron's hands. " I have been 
able to write the whole monologue. Give this 
paper to my brother, Pollnitz ; I have added a 
few friendly lines, and excused myself for declin- 
mg the invitation. I cannot see this drama." 

" Well, it seems to me I have made a lucrative 
affair of this," said Pollnitz to himself, as he left 
the princess. " I promised Weuigarten only fifty 
louis d'or, so fifty remain over for myself, without 
counting the ducats which the princess intends 
for me. Besides, I shall be no such fool as to 
give my servant, who steals from me every day, 
the reward the princess has set apart for him ; 
and if I give hun outside work to do, it is my op- 
portunity ; he is my slave, and the reward is prop- 
erly mine." 

■ " Listen, John ! " said Pollnitz to his servant, 
as he entered his apartment Poor John was, at 
the same time, body-servant, jockey, and coach- 
man. " Listen ; do you know exactly how much 
you have loaned me ? " 

"To a copper, your excellency," said John, 
joyfijlly. Poor John thought that the hour of 
settlement had come. "Your excellency owes 
me fifty^hree thalers, four groschen, and five 
pennies." 

" Common soul," cried Pollnitz, shrugging his 
shoulders contemptuously, " to be able to keep in 
remembrance such pitiful things as groschen and 
coppers. Well, I have a most pressing and im- 
portant commission for you. You must saddle 
your horse immediately, and hasten to deliver this 
letter to the Duke of Wurtemberg. You must 
ride night and day and not rest till you arrive and 
deliver this packet into the duke's own hands. 
I will then allow you a day's rest for yourself and 
horse ; your return must be equally rapid. If you 
are here again in eight days, I will reward you 
royally." 

" That is to say, your excellency — " said John, 
in breathless expectation. 

*' That is to say, I will pay you half the sum I 
owe you, if you are here in eight days ; if you 
are absent longer, you will get only a third." 

" And if I return a day earlier ? " said John, 
sighing. 

" I will give you a few extra thalers as a re- 
ward," said Pollnitz. 

" '^xLi your excellency will, besides this, give me 
money for the journey," said John, timidly. 

" Miserable, shameless beggar ! " cried Pollnitz ; 



" always demanding more than one is willing tc 
accord you. Learn from your noble master that 
there is nothing more pitiful, more sordid than 
gold, and that those only are truly noble who 
serve others for honor's sake, and give no thought 
to reward." 

" But, your grace, I have already the honor to 
have lent you all my money. I have not even a 
groschen to buy food for myself and horse on my 
journey." 

" As for your money, sir, it is, under all circum- 
stances, much safer with me than with you. You 
would surely spend it foolishly, while I will keep 
it together. Besides this, there is no other way 
to make servants faithful and submissive but to 
bind them to you by the miserable bond of self- 
ishness. You would have left me a hundred 
times, if you had not been tied down by your own 
pitiful interests. You know well that if you leave 
me without my permission, the law allows me to 
punish you, by giving the money I owe you to the 
poor. But enough of foolish talking! Make 
rea,dy for the journey ; in half an hour you must 
leave Berlin behind you. I will give you a few 
thalers to buy food. Now, hasten! Remember, 
if you remain away longer than eight days, I will 
give you only a third of the money I am keeping 
for you." 

This terrible threat had its effect upon poor 
John. 

In eight days Pollnitz sought the princess, and 
with a triumphant glance, slipped a letter into her 
hand, which read thus : 

" I thank you, prmcess, that you have remem- 
bered me, and given me an opportunity to aid the 
unhappy. You are right God made man to be 
free. I am no jailer, and my oflScers are not con- 
stables. They have, indeed, the duty to conduct 
the unhappy man who has been for three days the 
guest of my house, further on toward the fortress, 
but his feet and his hands shall be free, and if he 
takes a lesson from the bird in velocity, and from 
the wild horse in speed, his present escape will 
cost him less than his flight from Glatz. My offi. 
cers cannot be always on the watch, and Grod'a 
world is large; it is impossible to guard every 
point My soldiers accompany him to the brook 
Coslin. I commend the oflacer who will be dis- 
charged for neglect of duty to your highness. 

" Ferdinand." 

"He will have my help and my eternal grati 
tude," whispered Amelia ; she then pressed the let- 
ter of the duke passionately to her lips. " Oh, my 
God! I feel to-day what I have never before 
thought possible, that one can be happy without 
happiness. If fate will be merciful, and not 
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thwart the noble purpose of Duke Ferdinand, from 
this time onward I will never murmur — ^never 
complain. I will demand nothing of the future ; 
never more to see him, never more to hear from 
him, only that he may be free and happy." 

In the joy of her heart she not only fulfilled her 
promise to give the messenger a gold piece for 
every hour of his journey, but she added a costly 
diamond pin for Pollnitz, which the experienced 
baron, even while receiving it from the trembling 
hand of the princess, valued at fifty louis d*or. 

The baron returned with a well-filled purse and 
a diamond pm to his dwelling, and with imposing 
solemnity he called John into his boudoir. 

"John," said he, "I am content with you. 
You have promptly fulfilled my commands. You 
returned the seventh day, and have earned the 
extra thalers. As for your money, how much do 
I owe you ? " 

"Fifty-three thalers, four groschen, and five 
pennies." 

" And the half of this is—" 

" Twenty-seven thalers, fourteen groschen, two 
and a half pennies," said John, with a loudly beat- 
ing heart and an expectant smile. He saw that 
the purse was well filled, and that his master was 
taking out the gold pieces." 

" I will give you, including your extra guldens, 
twenty-eight thalers, fourteen groschen, two and 
a half pennies," said Pollnitz, laying some gold 
pieces on the table. " Here are six louis d'or, or 
thirty-six thalers in gold to reckon up ; the frac- 
tions you claim are beneath my dignity. Take 
them, John, they are yours." 

John uttered a cry of rapture, and sprang for- 
ward with outstretched hands to seize his gold. 
He had succeeded in gathering up three louis d'or, , 
when the powerful hand of the baron seized him 
and held him back. 

" John," S£ud he, " I read in your wild, disor- 
dered countenance that you are a spendthrift, and 
this gold, which you have earned honestly, will 
soon be wasted in boundless follies. It is my 
duty, as your conscientious master and friend, to 
prevent this. I cannot allow you to take all of 
this money — only one-half; only three louis d'or. 
I will put the other three with the sum which I 
still hold, and take care of it for yon." 

With an appearance of firm principle and piety, 
ne grasped the three louis d'or upon which the 
sighing John fixed his tearful eyes. 

"And now, what is the amount" said Pollnitz, 
gravely, " which you have placed in my hands for 
safe-keeping?" 

" Thirty-two thalers, fourteen groschen, and five 
pennies," said John ; " and then the fractions from 



the three louis d'ors makes a thaler and eight 
groschen." 

" Pitiful miser I You dare to reckon fractiona 
against your master, who, in his magnanimity, has 
just presented you with gold ! This is a mean- 
ness which merits exemplary punishment." 



OHAPTEB II. 

TRENCK ON HIS WAT TO PRISON. 

Before the' palace of the Duke of Wurtembsrg, 
in Coslin, stood the light, open carriage in which 
the duke was accustomed to make excursions, 
when inclined to carry the reins himself, and enjoy 
freedom and the pure, fresh air, without etiquette 
and ceremony. 

To-day, however, the carriage was not intended 
for an ordinary excursion, but to transport a pris- 
oner. This prisoner was no other than the un- 
happy Frederick Trenck, whom the cowardly re- 
public of Dantzic, terrified at the menaces of the 
king, had delivered up to the Prussian police. 

The intelligence of his unhappy fate flew like a 
herald before him. He was guarded by twelve 
hussars, and the sad procession was received every- 
where throughout the journey with kindly sympa- 
thy. All exerted themselves to give undoubted 
proofs of pity and consideration. Even the offi- 
cers in command, who sat by him in the carriage, 
and who were changed at every station, treated 
him as a loved comrade in arms, and not as a 
state prisoner. 

But while all sighed and trembled for hira, 
Trenck alone was gay ; his countenance alone was 
calna and courageous. Not one moment, during 
the three days he passed in the palace of the duke,, 
was his youthful and handsome face clouded by a 
single shadow. Not one moment did that happy, 
cheerful manner, by which • he won all hearts, de- 
sert him. At the table, he was the brightest and 
wittiest; his amusing narratives, anecdotes, and 
droll ideas made not only the duke, but the 
duchess and her maids, laugh merrily. In the 
afternoons, in the saloon of the duchess, he aston- 
ished and enraptured the whole court circle by 
improvising upon any given theme, and by the 
tasteful and artistic manner hi which he sang the 
national ballads he had learned on his journeys 
through Italy, Germany, and Russia. At other 
times, he conversed with the duke upon philoso- 
phy and state policy ; and he was amazed at the 
varied information and wisdom of tl^is young man, 
who seemed an experienced soldier and an adroit 
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diplomat, a profound Btatesman, and a learned 
historian. By his dazzling talents, he not only 
interested but enchained his listeners. 

The duke felt sadlj that it was not possible to 
retun the prisoner longer in Coslin. Three days 
of rest was the utmost that could be granted 
Trenck, without exciting suspicion. He sighed, 
as he told Trenck that his duty required of him to 
send him forther on his dark journey. 

Trenck received this announcement with perfect 
composure^ with calm self-possession. He took 
leave of the duke and duchess, and thanked them 
gayly for their gracious rec^tion. 
• ** I hope that my imprisonment will be of short 
duration, and then your highness will, I trust, al- 
low me to return to you, and offer the thanks of a 
free man." 

*^May we soon meet again I" said the duke, and 
he looked searchingly upon Trenck, as if he wished 
to read his innermost thoughts. *^ As soon as you 
are free, come to me. I will not forsake you, no 
matter under what circumstances you obtain your 
freedom." 

Had Trenck observed the last emphatic words 
of the duke, and did he understand their meaning ? 
The duke did not know. No wink of the eyelid, 
not the slightest sign, gave evidence that Trenck 
had noticed their significance. He bowed smil- 
ingly, left the room with a firm step, and entered 
the carriage. 

The duke called back the ordnance officer who 
was to conduct him to the next station. 

" You have not forgotten my command ?" said he. 

" No, your highness, I have not forgotten ; and 
obedience is a joyful duty, which I will perform 
punctually." 

'^ You will repeat this command, in my name, 
to the officer at the next station, and commission 
him to have it repeated at every station where my 
regunents are quartered. Every one shall give 
Trenck an opportunity to escape, but silently; no 
word must be spoken to him on the subject. It 
must depend upon him to make use of the most 
favorable moment. My intentions toward him 
must be understood by him without explanations. 
He who is so unfortunate as to allow the prisoner 
to escape, can only be blamed for carelessness in 
duty. Upon me alone will rest the responsibility to 
the Kmg of Prussia. You shall proceed but five or 
six miles each day ; at this rate of travel it will 
take four days to reach the last barracks of my sol- 
diers, and almost the entire journey lies through 
dark, thick woods, and solitary highways. Now 
go, and may God be with you ! " 

The duke stepped to the window to see Trenck 
depart, and to give him a last greeting. 



" Well, if he is not at liberty in the ;jext few 
days, it will surely not be my fault," murmured 
Duke Ferdinand, *^ and Princess Amelia cannot re- 
proach me." 

As Trenck drove from the gate, Duke Ferdi- 
nand turned thoughtfully away. He was, against 
his will, oppressed by sad presentiments. For 
Trenck, this journey over the highways in tlie 
light, open carriage, was actual enjoyment. He 
inhaled joyfully the pure, warm, smnmer air — his 
eyes rested with rapture upon the waving corn- 
fields, and the blooming, fragrant meadows 
through which they passed. With gay shouts and 
songs he seemed to rival the lark as she winged 
her way hito the clouds above him. He was in- 
nocent, careless, and happy as a child. The world 
of Nature had been shut out from him in the dark, 
close, carriage which had brought him to Coslin ; 
she greeted him now with glad smiles and gay 
adorning. It seemed as if she were decorated for 
him with her most odorous blossoms and most 
glorious sunshine — as if she sent her softest 
breeze to kiss his cheek and whisper love-greetings 
in his ear. With upturned, dreamy glance, he fol- 
lowed the graceful movements of the pure, white 
clouds, and the rapid flight of the birds. Trenck 
was so happy in even this appearance of freedom, 
that he mistook it for liberty. 
. The carriage rolled slowly over the sandy high* 
ways, and now entered a wood. The sweet odor of 
the fir-trees drew from Trenck a cry of rapture. He 
had felt the heat of the sun to be oppressive, and 
he now laid his head back under the shadow of 
the thick trees with a feeling of gladness. 

'^It will take us some hours to get through this 
forest," said the ordnance officer. ** It is one of 
the thickest woods in this region, and the terror 
of the police. The escaped prisoner who succeeds 
in concealing himself here, may defy discovery. It 
is impossible to pursue him in these dark, tangled 
woods, and a few hours conduct him to the sea- 
shore, where there are ever small fishing-boats 
ready to receive the fugitive and place him safely 
upon some passing ship. But excuse me, sir ! the 
sun has been blazing down so hotly upon my head 
that I feel thoroughly wearied, and will follow the 
example of my coachman. Look I he is fast 
asleep, and the horses are moving on of their own 
good-will. Good-night, Baron Trenck." 

He closed his eyes, and in a short time his loud 
snores and the nodding of his head from side to 
side gave assurance that he, also, was locked in 
slumber. 

Profound stilhiess reigned around. Trenck gave 
himself wholly to the enjoyment of the moment* 
The peaceful stillness of the forest, interrupted 
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only at intervals by the snorting of the horses, 
the sleepy chatter of the birds among the dark 
green branches, and the soft rustling and whisper- 
ing of the trees, filled him with delight. 

"It is clear," he said to himself, "that this ar- 
rest hi Dantzic was only a manoeuvre to terrify me. 
I rejected the proposal of the Prussian ambassa- 
dor in Vienna, to return to Berlin and enter again 
the Prussian service, so the king wishes to punish 
and frighten me. This is a jest— a comedy I — 
which the king is carrying on at my expense. If 
I were really regarded as a desei-ter, as a prisoner 
for the crime of high treason, no officer would 
dare to guard me so carelessly. In the beginning, 
I was harshly treated, in order to alarm and de- 
ceive me, and truly those twelve silent hussars, 
continually surrounding the closed carriage, had 
rather a melancholy aspect, and I confess I was 
imposed upon. But the.mask has fallen, and I 
see behind the smiling, good-humored face of the 
king. He loved me truly once, and was as kind 
as a father. The old love has awakened and spo- 
ken in my favor. Frederick wishes t4 have me 
again in Berlin — that is all ; and he knows well 
that I can be of service to him. He who has his 
spies everywhere, knows that no one else can give 
him such definite information as to the intentions 
and plans of Russia as I can— that no one knows 
so certamly what the preparations for war, now 
going on throughout the whole of Russia, signify. 
Tes, yes ; so it is I Frederick will have me again 
in his service ; he knows of my intimacy with the 
all-powerful wife of Bestuchef — that I am in 
constant correspondence with her, and in this way 
informed of bXL the plans of the Russian govern- 
ment* Possibly, the king intends to send me as a 
secret ambassador to St Petersburg I That would, 
indeed, open a career to me, and bring me exalted 
honor, and perhaps make that event possible 
which has heretofore only floated before my daz- 
zled sight like a dream-picture. Oh, Amelia I no- 
blest, most constant of women ! could the dreams 
of our youth be realized ? If fate, softened by 
your tears and your heroic courage, would at last 
unite you with him you have so fondly and so truly 
loved I Misled by youtJi, presumption, and levity, I 
have sometimes trifled with my most holy remem- 
brances, sometimes seemed unfaithful ; but my 
love to you has never failed ; I have worn it as a 
tuligmftti about my heart I have ever worshipped 
you, I have ever hoped in you, and I will believe 
in you always, if I doubt and despair of all others. 
Oh, AmeUal protecting angel of my life ! perhaps 
I may now return to you. I shall see you again, 
look once more into your beauteous eyes, kneel 
* Frederick Trenck's ** Memoir^.** 



humbly before you, and receive absolution for mj 
sins. They were but sins of the flesh, m}' soul had 
no part in theoL I will return to you, and live 
free, honored, and happy by your side. I know 
this by the gracious reception of the duke ; I know 
it by the careless manner m which I am guarded. 
Before the officer went to sleep he told me how 
securely a furtive could hide himself in these 
woods. I, however, have no necessity to hide 
myself; no misfortune hovers over me, honor and 
gladness beckon me on. I will not be so foolish 
as to fly ; life opens to me new and flowery paths, 
greets me with laughing hopes.'' * 

Wholly occupied with these thoughts, Trenck 
leaned back in the carriage and gave himself up 
to bright dreams of the foture. Slowly the horses 
moved through the deep, white sand, which made 
the roll of the wheels noiseless, and effaced in- 
stantaneously the footprints of men. The officer 
still slept, the coachman had dropped the reins, 
and nodded here and there as if intoxicated. The 
wood was drear and empty ; no human dwelling, 
no human face was seen. Had Trenck wished to 
escape, one spring from the low, open carriage ; a 
hundred hasty steps would have brought l^m to a 
thicket where discovery was impossible; the car- 
riage would have rolled on quietly, and when the 
sleepers aroused themselves, they would have had 
no idea of the direction Trenck had taken. The 
loose and rolling sand would not have retained his 
footprints, and the whispering trees would not 
have betrayed him. 

Trenck would not fly ; he was full of romance, 
faith, and hope ; his sanguine temper painted his 
future in enchanting colors. No, he would not 
flee, he had faith in his star. Life's earnest tra- 
gedy had yet for him a smiling face, and life's bit- 
ter truths seemed alluring visions. No, the king 
only wished to try him ; he wished to see if he 
could frighten him into an effort to escape ; he 
gave him the opportunity for flight, but if he 
made use of it, he would be lost fqrevor in the 
eyes of Frederick, and his prospects utterly de- 
stroyed. If he bravely sufiTered the chance of es- 
cape to pass by, and arrived in Berlin, to all ap- 
pearance a prisoner, the king would have the 
agreeable task of undeceiving him, and Trenck 
would have shown conclusively that he had faith 
in the king's ma^cnanimity, and gave hunself up to 
him without fear. He would have proved also 
that his conscience was dear, and that, without 
flattering, he could yield himself to the judgment 
of the king. No, Trenck would not fly. In Ber- 
lin, liberty, love, and Amelia awaited him; he 
would lose all this by flight ; it would all remain 

* ** Frederick Tronok*8 Memoirs.'* 
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his if he did not allow himself to be enticed by the 
flattering goddess, opportunity, who now beck- 
oned and nodded smilingly from behind every tree 
and every thicket. Trenck withstood these entice- 
ments during three long days ; with careless indif- 
ference he passed slowly on through this lonely 
region; ui his arrogant blindness and self-confi- 
dence he did not observe the care-worn and anx- 
ious looks of the officers who conducted him ; he 
did not hear or understand the low, hesitating in- 
sinuations they dared to speak. 

"This is your last resting-point," said the offi- 
cer who had conducted hun from the last station. 
" You will remidn here this afternoon, and early 
to-morrow morning the cavalry officer Von Halber 
will conduct you to Berlin, where the last barracks 
of our re^ment are to be found ; from that point 
the infantry garrison will take charge of your fur- 
ther transportation." 

" I shall not make their duties difficult," said 
Trenck, gayly. " You see I am a good-natured 
prisoner ; no Argus eyes are necessary, as I have 
no intention to flee." 

The officer gazed into his calm, smiling face 
with amazement, and then stepped out with the 
officer Yon Halber, into whose house they had 
now entered, to make known his doubts and ap- 
prehensions, 

" Perhaps the opportunities which have been of- 
fered hun have not been sufficiently manifest," 
said Yon Halber. " Perhaps he has not regarded 
them as safe. Mid he fears a failure. In that he is 
right; a vain attempt at flight would be much 
more prejudicial to him than to yield himself 
without opposition. Well, I will see that he has 
now a sure chance to escape, and you may believe 
he will be cunning enough to take advantage of 
it. You may say this much to his highness the 
duke." 

"But do not forget that the duke commanded 
us not to betray his intention to prepare these 
opportunities by a single word. This course 
would compromise the duke and all of us." 

"I understand perfectly," said Yon Halber; 
" I will speak eloquently by deeds, and not with 
words." 

True to this intention. Yon Halber, after having 
partaken of a gay dinner with Trenck and several 
officers, left his house, accompanied by all his ser- 
vants. 

" The horses must be exercised," said he ; and, 
ds he wag unmarried, no one remained in tlie 
house but Trenck. 

" You will be my house-guard for several hours," 
said the officer to Trenck, who was standing at the 
door as he drove off. " I hope no one will come 



to disturb your solitude. Hy officers all accom 
pany me, and I have no acquaintance in this little 
village. You will be entirely alone, and if, on my 
return, I find that you have disappeared in mist 
and fog, I shall believe that ennui has extin- 
guished you — reduced you to a bodiless nothing." 

" Well, I think he must have understood that," 
said Yon Hidber, as he dashed down the street, 
followed by his staff. "He must be blind and 
deaf if he does not fiee from the fate before him." 

Trenck, alas ! had not understood. He belieTed 
in no danger, and did not, therefore, see the ne- 
cessity for flight. He found this quiet, lonely 
house inexpressibly wearisome. He wandered 
through the rooms, seeking some object of inter- 
est, or some book which would enable him to 
pass the tedious hours. The cavalry officer was a 
gallant and experienced soldier, but he was no 
scholar, and had nothing to do with books. 
Trenck's search was in vain. Discontented and 
restless, he wandered about, and at last entered 
the little court which led to the stable. A wel- 
come sound fell on his ears, and made his heart 
beat joyfully ; with rapid steps he entered the sta- 
ble. Two splendid horses stood in the stalls, 
snorting and stamping impatiently ; they were evi- 
dently riding-horses, for near them hung saddles 
and bridles. Their nostrils dilated proudly aa 
they threw their heads back to breathe the fresh 
air which rushed in at the open door. It appeared 
to Trenck that their flashing eyes were pleading to 
him for liberty and action. 

" Poor beasts," said he, stepping forward, and 
patting and caressing them — '*poor beasts, you 
also pine for liberty, and hope for my assistance ; 
but I cannot, I dare not aid you. Like you," I also 
am a prisoner, and like you also, a prisoner to my 
will. If you would use your strength, one move- 
ment of your powerful muscles would tear your 
bonds asunder, and your feet would bear you 
swiftly like wings through the air. If I would use 
the present opportunity, which beckons and 
smiles upon me, it would be only necessary to 
spring upon your back and dash off into God*s fair 
and lovely world. We would reach our goal, we 
would be free, but we would both be lost ; we 
would be recaptured, and would bitterly repent 
our short dream of self-acquired freedom. It is 
better for us both that we remain as we are ; 
bound, not with chains laid upon our bodies, but 
by wisdom and discretion." 

So saymg, he smoothed tenderly the glossy 
throat of the gallant steed, whose joyful neigh 
filled his heart with an inexplicable melancholy. 

" I must leave you," murmured he, shuddering- 
ly; "your lusty neighing intoxicates my senses, 
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and reminds me of green fields and fragrant mead- 
ows ; of the broad highways, and the glad feeling 
of liberty which one enjoys when flying through 
the world on the back of a gallant steed. No I 
no ! I dare no longer look upon you ; all my wis- 
dom and discretion might melt away, and I might 
be allured to seek for myself that freedom which 
I must receive alone at the harids of the king, in 
BerUn." 

With hasty steps Trenck left the stable and re- 
turned to the house, where he stretched himself 
upon the sofa, and gave himself up to dreamland. 

It was twilight when Halber returned from his 
long ride. 

** All is quiet and peaceful," swd he, as he en- 
tered the house. " The bird has flown, this time ; 
he found the opportunity favorable." 

With a contented smile, he entered his room, 
but his expression changed suddenly, and his 
trembling lips muttered a soldier's curse. There 
lay Trenck in peaceful slumber ; his handsome, 
youthful face was bright and free from care, and 
those must be sweet dreams which floated around 
him, for he smiled in his sleep. 

" Poor fellow I " said Von Halber, shaking his 
head ; "he must be mad, or struck with blmdness, 
and cannot see the yawning abyss at his feet" 

He awakened Trenck, and asked hun how he 
had amused himself, during the long hours of 
solitude. 

" I looked through all your house, and then en- 
tered the stables and gladdened my heart by the 
sight of your beautiful horses." 

" Thunder and lightning I You have theix seen 
my horses," cried Halber, thoroughly provoked. 
** Did no wish arise in your heart to mount one 
and seek your liberty ? " 

Frederick Trenck smiled. " The wish, indeed, 
arose in my heart, but I suppressed it manfully. 
Do you not see, dear Halber, that it would be un- 
thankful and imknightly to regard in this cow- 
ardly and contemptible way the magnanimous 
confidence you have shown me." 

" Truly, you are an honorable gentleman," cried 
Halber, greatly touched ; " I had not thought of 
that. It would not have been well to flee from 
my house." 

" To-morrow he will fly," thought the good-na- 
tured soldier, "when once more alone — ^to-mor- 
row, and the opportunity shall not be wanting." 

Yon Halber left his house early in the morning 
to conduct his prisoner to Berlin. No one accom- 
panied them ; no one but the coachman, who sat 
upon the box and never looked behind him. 

Their path led through a thick wood. Yon Hal- 
ber entertamed the prisoner as the lieutenant had 



done who conducted Trenck the day he left Coslin. 
He called his attention to the denseness of the 
forest, and spoke of the many fti^tives who had 
concealed themselves there till pursuit was aban- 
doned. He then invited Trenck to get down and 
walk with him, near the carriage. 

As Trenck accepted the invitation, and stroUed 
along by his side in careless indifference. Yon 
Halber suddenly observed that the ground was 
covered with mushrooms. 

" Let us gather a few," s^d he ; " the young 
wife of one of my friends understands how to 
make a glorious dish of them, and if I take her a 
large collection, she will consider it a kind atten- 
tion. Let us take our hats and handkerchief, and 
fill them. You will take the right path into the 
wood, and I the left. In one hour we wiU meet 
here again." 

Without waitmg for an answer, the good Halber 
turned to the left in the wood, and was lost in the 
thicket. In an hour he returned to the carriage, 
and found Trenck smilmgly awaiting him. 

He turned pale, and with an expression of ex- 
asperation, he exclaimed : 

" You have not then lost yourself in the woods ?" 

" I have not lost myself," said Trenck, quietly ; 
"and I have gathered a quantity of beautiful 
mushrooms." 

Trenck handed him his handkerchief, filled with 
small, round mushrooms. Halber threw them 
with a sort of despair mto the carriage, and then, 
without saying one word, he mounted and nodded 
to Trenck to follow him. 

"And now let us be off," said he, shortly. 
" Coachman, drive on ! " 

He leaned back ui the carriage, and with frown- 
ing brow he gazed up into the heavens. 

Slowly the carriage rolled through the sand, and 
it seemed as if the panting, creeping horses shrank 
back from reaching their goal, the boundary-line 
of the Wurtember^an dragoons. Trenck had fol- 
lowed his companion's example, and leaned back 
in the carriage. Halber was gloomy and filled 
with dark forebodings. Trenck was gay and un- 
embarrassed ; not the slightest trace of care or 
mistrust could be read in his features. 

They moved onward silently. The air was 
fresh and pure, the heavens clear; but a dark 
cloud was round about the path of this dazzled, 
blmded young officer. The birds sang of it on 
the green boughs, but Trenck would not under- 
stand them. They sang of liberty and gladness ; 
they caUed to hhn to follow their example, and 
fly far from the haunts of men ! The dark wood 
echoed Fly! fly I in powerful organ-tones, bul 
Trenck took them for the holy hymns of God*? 
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peaceful, sleeping world. He heard not the trees, 
as with wamiDg voices they bowed down and mur- 
mured, Flee I flee ! Come under our shadow, we 
will conceal you till the danger be oyerpast ! Flee I 
flee! Misfortune, like a cruel yulture, is floating 
over you — already her fangs are extended to grasp 
you. The desert winds, in wild haste rushed by 
and covering this poor child of sorrow with cloudi 
of dust, whispered in his ear. Fly I fly ! — ^follow my 
example and rush madly backward I Misfortune 
advances to meet you, and a river of tears flows 
down the path you are blindly following. Turn 
your head and flee, before this broad, deep stream 
overtakes you. The creaking wheels seemed to 
sob out, Fly ! fly ! we are rolling you onward to a 
dark and eternal prison ! Do you not hear the 
clashing of chains ? Do you not see the open 
grave at your feet ? These are your chains I — ^that 
is your grave, already prepared for the living, 
glowing heart ! Fly ! then, fly I You are yet free 
to choose. The clouds which swayed on over the 
heavens, traced in purple and gold the warning 
words. Fly ! fly ! or you look upon us for the last 
time I Upon the anxious face of Yon Halber was 
also to be seen. Fly now, it is high time I I see 
the end of the wood ! — ^I see the first houses of 
Boslin. Fly ! then, fly I— ^it is high tune ! Alas, 
Trenck^s eyes were blinded, and his ears were 
filled with dust. 

" Those whom demons will destroy, they first 
strike with blindness." Trenck's evil genius had 
blinded his eyes — his destruction was sure. There 
remained no hope of escape. The carriage had 
reached the end of the wood and rolled now over 
the chaussd to Boslin. 

But what means this great crowd before the 
stately hoase which is decorated with the Prus- 
sian arms ? What means this troop of soldiers 
who with stem, frowning brows, surround the dark 
coach with the closed windows? 

" We are in Boslin," said Von Halber, point- 
ing toward the group of soldiers. ** That is the 
post-house, and, as you see, we are expected." 

For the first time Trenck was pale, and horror 
was written in his face. *^ I am lost ! " stammered 
he, completely overcome, and smking back into the 
carriage he cast a wild, despairing glance around 
him, and seized the arm of Halber with a power- 
ful hand. 

" Be merciful, sir ! oh, be merciful I Let us 
move more slowly. Turn back, oh, turn back ! — 
just to the entrance of the wood— only to the en- 
trance of the street ! " 

" You see that is impossible," said Yon Halber, 
sadly. " We are recognized ; if we turn back 
ivow, they will welcome us with bullets." 



*^It were far better for me to die," murmur^ 
Trenck, '*than to enter that dark prison — tha 
open grave I" 

** Alas I you would not fly — you would not un- 
derstand me. I gave you many opportunities, 
but you would not avail yourself of them.*' 

"I was mad, mad!" cried Trenck. "I had 
confidence in myself— I had faith in my good 
star — ^but the curse of my evil genius has overta- 
ken me. Oh, my God ! I am lost, lost I All my 
hopes were deceptive— the kmg is my irreconcila- 
ble enemy, and he will revenge my past life on my 
future ! I have this knowledge too late. Oh, Hal- 
ber ! go slowly, slowly ; I must give you my last 
testament Mark well what I say — ^these are the 
last words of a man who is more to be pitied than 
the dying. It Is a small service which I ask of 
you, but my existence depends upon it : Go 
quickly to the Duke of Wurtemberg and say this 
to him : * Frederick von Trenck sends Duke Fer* 
dinand his last greeting I He is a prisoner, and 
in death's extremity. Will the duke take pity on 
him, and convey this news to her whom he knows 
to be Trench's friend? Tell her Trenck is a pris- 
oner, and hopes only in her !' Will you swear to 
me to do this ? " 

" I swear it," swd Yon Halber, deeply moved. 

The carriage stopped. Yon Halber sprang down 
and greeted the officer who was to take chai^ of 
Trenck. The soldiers placed themselves on both 
sides of the coach, and the door was opened. 
Trenck cast a last despairing, imploring glance to 
heaven, then, with a firm step, approached the 
open coach. In the act of entering, he turned 
once more to the officer Yon Halber, whose friend- 
ly eyes were darkened with tears. 

" You will not forget, sir ! " 

These simply, sadly-spoken words, breaking the 
solemn, imposmg silence, made an impression 
upon the hearts of even the stem soldiers around 
them. 

"I will not forget," said Yon Halber, solemnly. 

Trenck bowed and entered the coach. The of- 
ficer followed hun and closed the door. Slowly, 
like a funeral procession, the coach moved on. 
Yon Halber gazed after him sadly. 

" He is right, he is more to be pitied than the 
dying. I will hasten to fulfil his last testa- 
ment" 

Eight days later, the Princess Amelia received 
through the hands of Pollnitz a letter from Duke 
Ferdinand. As she read it, she uttered a cry of 
anguish, and sank insensible upon the floor. The 
duke's letter contained these words : 

" All my efforts were in vain ; he would not 
fly, would not believe in his danger. In the case- 
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mates of Magdeburg sits a poor prisoner, whose 
last words directed to me were these i * Say to her 
whom you know that I am a prisoner, and hope 
only in her.' " 



CHAPTER III. 

PRINCE HENRY AND HIS WIFE. 

Prince Henry walked restlessly backward and 
forward in his study ; his brow was stem, and a 
strange fire flamed in his eye. He felt greatly 
agitated and oppressed, and scarcely knew the 
cause himself. Nothing had happened to disturb 
his equanimity and give occasion for his wayward 
mood. The outside world wore its accustomed 
gay and'festal aspect To-day^ as indeed almost 
every day since the prince resided at Rheinsberg, 
preparations were being made for a gay enterttdn- 
ment. A country fete was to be given in the 
woods near the palace, and all the guests were to 
appear as shepherds and shepherdesses. 

Prince Henry had withdrawn to his own room 
to assume the tasteful costume which had been 
prepared for him ; but he seemed to. have entirely 
forgotten his purpose. The tailor and the /riscwr 
awaited him in vaui in his dressing-room ; he for- 
got their existence. He paced his room with 
rapid sjteps, and his tightly-compressed lips 
opened from time to time to utter a few broken, 
disconnected words. 

Of what was the prince thinking? He did not 
know, or he would not confess it to himself. 
Perhaps he dared not look down deep into his 
heart and comprehend the new feelings and new 
wishes which were struggling there. 

At tunes he stood still, and looked with a wild, 
rapt expression into the heavens, as if they alone 
could answer the mysterious questions his soul 
was whispering to him ; then passed on with his 
hand pressed on his brow to control or restrain 
the thoughts which agitated him. He did not 
hear a light tap upon the door, he did not see it 
open, and his most intimate and dearest friend, 
Count Kalkreuth enter, dressed in the Ml cos- 
tume of a shepherd. 

Count Kalkreuth stood still, and did nothing to 
call the attention of the prince to his presence. 
He remained at the door; his face was also dark 
and troubled, and the glance which he fixed upon 
Pmce Henry was almost one of hatred. 

The prince turned, and the count's expression 
changed instantly ; he stepped gayly forward and 
said: 

** Tour royal highness sees my astonishment at 



finding you lost in such deep thought, and your 
toilet not even commenced. I stand like Lot's 
blessed wife, turned to stone upon your thresh- 
old ! Have you forgotten, my prince, that you 
commanded us all to be ready punctually at four 
o'clock? The castle clock is at this moment 
striking four. The ladies and gentlemen will now 
assemble in the music-saloon, as you directed, and 
you, prince, are not yet in costume." 

** It is true," said Prince Henry, somewhat em- 
barrassed, " I had forgotten ; but I will hasten to 
make good my fault." 

He stepped slowly, and with head bowed down, 
toward his dressing-room ; at the door, he stood 
and looked back at the count. 

" You are already in costume, my friend," said 
he, noticmg for the first tune the fantastic dress 
of the count. "Truly, this style becomes you 
marvellously; your bright-colored satin jacket 
shows your fine proportions as advantageously aa 
your captain's uniform. But what means this 
scarf which you wear upon your shoulder ? " 

" These are the colors of my shepherdess," said 
the count, with a constrained smile. 

** Who is your shepherdess ? " 

" Your highness asks that, when you yourself 
selected her I " said Kalkreuth, astonished. 

"Yes, it is true; I forgot," said the prince. 
"The prmcess, my wife, is your shepherdess. 
Well, I sincerely hope you may find her highness 
more gay and gracious than she was to me this 
morning, and that you 'may see the rare beauty 
of .this fair rose, of which I only feel the thorns ! '* 

While the prince was speaking, the count be- 
came deathly pale, and looked at him with painful 
distrust 

"It is true," he replied, "the princess is cold 
and reserved toward her husband. Without 
doubt, this is the result of a determination to 
meet your wishes fully, and to remain clearly 
within the boundary which your highness at the 
time of your marriage, more than a year ago, 
plainly marked out for her. The princess knows, 
perhaps too well, that her husband is wholly mdif- 
ferent to her beauty aiid her expression, and 
therefore feels herself at liberty to yield to each 
changeful mood without ceremony in your pres- 
ence." 

"You are right," said Prince Henry, sadly, 
" she is wholly indifferent to me, and I have told 
her so. We will speak no more of it. What, in- 
deed, are the moods of the princess to me ? I 
will dress, go to the music-saloon, and ask for for- 
giveness in my name for my delay. I will soon 
be ready ; I will seek the princess in her apart* 
ments, and we will join you in a few moments." 
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The prince bowed and left the room. Ealkreuth 
gazed after him thoughtfully and anxiously. 

** His manner is unaccountably strange to-day/' 
whispered he. ** Has he, perhaps, any suspicion ; 
and these apparently artless questions and re- 
marks, this distraction and forgetfulness— But 
no, no I it is impossible ; he can know nothing — 
no one has betrayed me. It is the anguish of my 
conscience which makes me fearful; this suffering 
I must bear, it is the penalty I pay for my great 
happiness." The count sighed deeply and with- 
drew. 

The prince completed his toilet, and sought the 
princess in her apartment, in the other wing of 
the castle. With hasty steps he passed through 
the corridors ; his countenance was anxious and 
expectant, his eyes were glowing and impatient, 
haste marked every movement; he held in his 
hand a costly bouquet of white camelias. When 
he reached the anteroom of the princess he be- 
came pallid, and leaned for a moment, trembling 
and gasping for breath, against the wall ; he soon, 
however, by a strong effort, controlled himself, 
entered, and commanded the servant to announce 
him. 

The Princess Wilhelmina received her husband 
with a stiff, ceremonious courtesy, which, in its 
courtly etiquette, did not correspond with the 
costume she had assumed. The proud and stately 
princess was transformed into an enchanting, 
lovely shepherdess. It was, indeed, difficult to 
decide if the princess were more beautiful in her 
splendid court toilet, adorned with diamonds, and 
wearing on her high, clear brow a sparkling dia- 
dem, proud and conscious of her beauty and her 
triumphs; or now, in this artistic costume, in 
which she was less imposing, but more enchanting 
and more gracious. 

Wilhelmina wore an under-skirt of white satin, 
a red tunic, gayly embroidered and festooned with 
white roses; a white satin bodice, embroidered 
with silver, defined her full'but pliant form, and 
displayed her luxurious bust in its rare propor- 
tions ; a bouquet of red roses was fastened upon 
each shoulder, and held the silvery veil which 
half concealed the lovely throat and bosom. The 
long, black, unpowdered hair fell hi graceful ring- 
lets about her fan: neck, and formed a dark frame 
for the beautiful face, glowing with health, youth, 
and intellect In her hair she wore a wreath of 
red and white roses, and a bouquet of the same 
in her bosom. 

She was, indeed, dazzling m her beauty, and 
was, perhaps, conscious of her power; her eyes 
sparkled, and a ravishing smile played upon her 
lips as she looked up at the prince, who stood 



dumb and embarrassed before her, and could find 
nc words to express his admiration. 

" If it is agreeable to your highness, let as job 
your company," said the princess, at last, anx 
ious to put an end to this interview. She extendea 
her hand coolly to her husband; he grasped it, and 
held it fast, but still stood silently looking upon 
her. 

*^ Madame," said he, at last, in low and hesitating 
tones — " madame, I have a request to make of 
you." 

" Command me, my husband," said she, coldly ; 
« what shaU I do ? " 

" I do not wish to command, but to entreat," 
said the prince. 

"Well, then, Prince Henry, speak your re- 
quest." 

The prince gave the bouquet of white camelias 
to his wife, and said, ui a faltering, pleading voice 
" I beg you to accept this bouquet from me, and 
to wear it to-day in your bosom, although it ia 
not your shepherd who offers it ! " 

" No, not my shepherd, but my husband," said 
the princess, removing angrily the bouquet of 
roses from her bodice. " I must, of course, wear 
the flowers he gives me." 

Without giving one glance at the flowers, she 
fastened them in her bosom. 

" If you will not look upon them for my sake,'* 
stud the prince, earnestly, " I pray you, ^ve them 
one glance for the flowers' sake. You will at 
least feel assured that no other shepherdess is 
adorned with such a bouquet." 

" Yes," said Wilhelmina, " these are not white 
roses ; indeed, they seem to be artificial flowers ; 
their leaves are hard and thick like alabaster, and 
dazzlingly white like snow. What flowers are 
these, my prince ? " 

"They are camelias. I recently heard you 
speak of these rare flowers, which had just been 
imported to Europe. I hoped to please you by 
placing them in your hands." 

" Certainly ; but I did not know that these new 
exotics were bloomihg in our land." 

" And they are not," said Prince Henry. " This 
bouquet comes from Schwetzingen ; there, only, 
in Germany, in the celebrated green-houses of the 
Margravine of Baden can they be seen." 

" How, then, did you get them ? " said the prin- 
cess, astonished. 

"I sent a courier to Schwetzingen; the blos- 
soms were wrapped in moist, green moss, and are 
so well preserved, that they look as fresh as when 
they were gathered six days since." 

" And you sent for them for me ? " said Wil 
helmma. 
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" Did vou not express a wish to see them ? " 
replied the prince ; and his glance rested upon 
her with such ardent passion that, blushing, she 
cast her e7e9 to the ground, and stood still and 
ashamed before him. 

" And you have not one little word of thanks ? " 
said the prince, after a long pause. ** Will you 
not fasten these pure flowers on yonr bosom, and 
allow them to die a happy death there ? Alas I 
you are hard and cruel with me, princess ; it 
seems to me that your husband dare claim from 
you more of kindliness and friendship." 

" My husband ! " cried she, in a mocking tone. 
She turned her eyes, searchingly, in every direc- 
tion around the room. ** It appears to me that 
we are alone and wholly unobserved, and that it 
is here unnecessary for us to play this comedy 
and call ourselves by those names which we 
adopted to deceive the world, and which you 
taught me to regard as empty titles. It is, indeed, 
possible that a wife should be more friendly and 
affectionate to her husband ; but I do not believe 
that a lady dare give more encouragement to a 
cavalier than I manifest to your royal highness." 

** You are more friendly to all the world than 
to me, Wilhelmina," said the prince, angrily. 
^ You have a kindly word, a magic glance, a 
gracious reception for all others who approach 
you. To me alone are you cold and stem ; your 
countenance (^kens as soon as I draw near ; the 
smile vanishes from your lips; your brow is 
clouded, and your eyes are fixed upon me with 
almost an expression of contempt. I see, madame, 
that you hate me I Well, then, hate me ; but I 
do not deserve your contempt, and I will not 
endure it I It is enough that you martyr me to 
death with your cutting coldness, your crushing 
indifference. The world, at least, should not 
know that you hate me, and I will not be publicly 
humiliated by you. What did I do this morning, 
for example ? Why were you so cold and scorn- 
ful ? Wherefore did you check your gay laugh 
as I entered the room ? wherefore did you refuse 
me the little flower you held in your hand, and 
then throw it carelessly upon the floor ? " 

The princess looked at him with flashing eyes. 

** You ask many questions, sir, and on many 
points," said she, sharply. ** I do not think it 
necessary to reply to them. Let us join our com- 
pany." She bowed proudly and advanced, but 
the prince held her back. 

" Do not go," said he, entreatingly, " do not go. 
(Say first that you pardon me, that you are no 
»onger angry. Oh, Wilhelmina, you do not know 
what I suffer ; you can never know the anguish 
which tortures my soul." 



" I know it well ; on the day of our marriage 
your highness explained all. It was not necessary 
to return to this bitter subject. I have not for- 
gotten one word spoken on that festive occasion." 

*' What do you mean, Wilhelmma ? How could 
I, on our wedding-day, have made known to you 
the tortures which I now suffer; from which I 
was then wholly free, and in whose, possibility I 
did not believe ? " 

" It is possible that your sufferings have become 
more mtolerable," said the princess, coldly ; " but 
you confided them to me fully and frankly at that 
time. It was, indeed, the only time since our 
marriage we had any thmg to confide. Our only 
secret is, that we do not love and never can love 
each other; that only in the eyes of the world 
are we married. There is no union of hearts." 

" Oh, princess, your words are death ! " And 
completely overcome, he sank upon a chair. 

Wilhelmina looked at him coldly, without one 
trace of emotion. 

" Death ? " said she, " why should I slay you ? 
We murder only those whom we love or hate. I 
neither love nor- hate you." 

" You are only, then, entirely indifferent to me," 
asked the prince. 

"I think, your highness, this is what you asked 
of me, on our wedding-day. I have endeavored 
to meet your wishes, and thereby, at least, to 
prove to you that I had the virtue of obedience. 
Oh, I can never forget that hour," cried the prin- 
ces6. " I came a stranger, alone, ill from home- 
sickness and anguish of heart, to Berlin. I was be- 
trothed accordmg to the fate of princesses. I was 
not consulted ! I did not know — ^I had never seen 
the man to whom I must swear eternal love and 
faith. This was also your sad fate, my prince. 
We had never met. We saw each other for the 
first time as we stood before God's altar, and ex- 
changed our vows to the sound of merry wedding- 
bells, and the roar of cannon. I am always think- 
ing that the bells ring and the cannon thunders at 
royal marriages, to drown the timid, trembling 
yes, forced from pallid, unwilling lips, which rings 
in the ears of God and men like a discord — like 
the snap of a harp-string. The bells chimed 
melodiously. No man heard the yes at which our 
poor hearts rebelled ! We alone heard and un- 
derstood! You were noble, prince; you had 
been forced to swear a falsehood before the altar ; 
but in the evening, when we were alone in our 
apartment, you told me the frank and honest 
truth. State policy imited us; we did not and 
could never love each other! You were amiable 
enough to ask me to be your friend — ^your sister ; 
and to give me an immediate proof of a brother'fl 
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confidence, you confessed to me that, with all the 
ardor and ecstasy of your youthftil heart, you had 
loYed a woman who betrayed you, and thus ez- 
tmguished forever all power to love. I, my 
prince, oould not follow your frank example, and 
give a like confidenca I had nothing to relate. 
I had not loved I I loved you not ! I was there- 
fore grateful, when you asked no love from me. 
You only asked that, with calm uidifference, we 
should remain side by side, and greet each other, 
before the world, with the empty titles of wife and 
husband. I accepted this proposal joyfully, to 
remain an object of absolute indifference to you, 
and to regard you in the same light. I cannot, 
therefore, comprehend why you now reproach me." 
"Yes! yes I I said and did all that," said 
Prince Henry, pale and trembling with emotion. 
" I was a madman ! More than that, I was a 
blasphemer ! Love is as God — ^holy, invisible, and 
eternal ; and he who does not believe in her im- 
mortality, her omnipresence, is like the heathen, 
who has faith only in his gods of wood and stone, 
and whose dull eyes cannot behold the invisible 
glory of the Godhead. My heart had at that 
time received its first wound, and because it bled 
and pained me fearfully, I believed it to be dead, 
and I covered it up with bitter and cruel remem- 
brances, as in an iron coffin, from which all escape 
was impossible. An angel drew near, and laid 
her soft, fine hand upon my coffin ; my wounds 
were healed, my youth revived, and I dared hope 
in happiness and a future. At first, I would not 
confess this to myself. At first, I thought to 
smother this new burth of my heart in the mourn- 
ing veil of my past experience ; but my heart was 
like a giant in his first manhood, and cast off all 
restraint ; like Hurcules in his cradle, he strangled 
the serpents which were hissing around him. It 
was indeed a painful happiness to know that I 
bad again a heart ; that I was capable of feeling 
the rapture and the psun, the longing, the hopes 
and fears, the enthusiasm and exaltation, the 
doubt and the despair which make the passion of 
love, and I have to thank you, Wilhelmina — you 
alone, you, my wife, for this new birth. You turn 
away your head, Wilhelmina I You smile deri- 
sively ! It is true I have not the right to call you 
my wife. You are free to spurn me from you, to 
banish me forever into that cold, desert re^on to 
which I fled in the madness and blindness of my 
despair. But think well, princess ; if you do this, 
you cast a shadow over ray life. It is my whole 
future which I lay at your feet, a future for which 
fate perhaps intends great duties and greater 
deeds. I cannot fulfil these duties, I can perform 
no heroic deed, imless you, prmcess, grant me the 



blessing of happiness. I shall be' a silent, un- 
known, and useless prince, the sad and pitiiu] 
hanger-on of a throne, despised and unloved, a 
burden only to my people, unless you give firee- 
dom and strength to my sick soul, which lies a 
prisoner at your feet 'Wilhelmina, put an end to 
the tortures of the last few months, release me 
from the curse which buids my whole life in 
chains; speak but one word, and I shall have 
strength to govern the world, and prove to you 
that I am worthy of you. I will force the stars 
from heaven, and place them as a diadem upon 
your brow. Say only that you will try to love 
me, and I will thank you for happuiess and fame.** 

Prince Henry was so filled with his passion and 
enthusiasm, that he did not remark the deadly 
paUor of Wilhelmina*s face — ^that he did not see 
the look of anguish and horror with which her 
eyes rested for one moment upon him, then shrank 
blushingly and ashamed upon the floor. He seized 
her cold, nerveless hands, and pressed them to 
his heart; she submitted quietly. She seemed 
turned to stone. 

"Be merciful, Wilhelmina; say that you for- 
give me — that you will try to love me." 

The princess shuddered, and glanced up at him, 
" / must say that," murmured she, " and you haw 
not once said that you love me." 

The prince shouted with rapture, and, falling up- 
on his knees, he exclaimed, " I love you ! I adore 
you 1 I want nothing, will accept nothing, but 
you alone ; you are my love, my hope, my future. 
Wilhelmina, if you do not intend me to die at 
your feet, say that you do not spurn me— open 
your arms and clasp me to your heart." 

The princess stood immovable for a moment, 
trembling and swaying from side to side ; her lips 
opened as if to utter a wild, mad cry — ^pain was 
written on every feature. The prince saw nothing 
of this — ^his lips were pressed upon her hand, and 
he did not look up— he did not see his wife press 
her pale lips tightly together to force back her 
cries of despair — he did not see that her eyes 
were raised in unspeakable agony to heaven. 

The battle was over ; the princess bowed over 
her husband, and her hands softly raised him from 
his knees. " Stand up, prince— I dare not see 
you lying at my feet. You have a right to mj 
love — ^you are my husband." 

Prince Henry clasped her closely, passionateif 
in his arms. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY. 



59 



CHAPTER IV. 

IHS FETE IN THE WOODS. 

No^fe was ever brighter and gayer than that 
«f Rheinsberg. It is true, the courtly circle waited 
a long time before the beginning of their merry 
fiports. Hours passed before the princely pair 
joined their guests in the music-saloon. 

The sun of royalty came at last, shedding light 
and gladness. Never had the princess looked 
more beautiful — ^more rosy. She seemed, indeed, 
to blush at the consciousness of her own attrac- 
tions. Never had Prince Henry appeared so hap- 
py, so triumphant, as to-day. His flashing eyes 
seemed to challenge the whole world to compete 
with his happiness ; joy and hope danced in his 
eyes ; never had he given so gracious, so kindly a 
greeting to every guest, as to-day. 

The whole assembly was bright and animated, 
and gave themselves up heartily to the beautifid 
idyl for which they had met together under the 
shadow of the noble trees in the fragrant woods 
of Rheinsberg. No gayer, lovelier shepherds and 
•shepherdesses were ever seen in Arcadia, than 
those of Rheinsberg to-day. They laughed, and 
jested, and performed little comedies, and rejoiced 
in the innocent sports of the happy moment 
Here wandered a shepherd and his shepherdess, 
chattmg merrily ; there, under the shadow of a 
mighty oak, lay a forlorn shepherd singing, ac- 
companied by his zUter^ a love-lorn ditty to his 
cruel shepherdess, who was leading two white 
lambs decked with ribbons, in a meadow near by, 
and replied to his tender pleading with mocking 
irony. Upon the little lake, in the neighborhood of 
which they had assembled, the snow-white swans 
swam majestically to and fro. The lovely shep- 
herdesses stood upon the borders and enticed the 
swans around them, and laughed derisively at the 
shepherds who had embarked in the little boats, 
and were now .driven sportively back in every di- 
rection, and could find no place to land. 

Prince Henry loved this sort of fetey and often 
gave such at Rheinsberg, but never had he seem- 
ed to enjoy himself so thoroughly as to-day. His 
guests generally sympathized in his happiness, but 
there was one who looked upon his joyous face 
with bitterness. This was Louise du Trouffle, once 
Louise von Kleist, once the beloved of the prince. 

She was married, and her handsome, amiable, 
and intelligent husband was ever by her side; 
but the old wounds still burned, and her pride 
bled at the contempt of the prince. She knew he 
was ignorant of the great sacrifice she had been 
forced to make — ^that he despised, in place of ad- 
miring and pitying, her. 



The prince, in order to show his utter indiffer- 
ence, had invited her husband and herself to 
court. In the pride of his sick and wounded heart, 
he resolved to convince the world that the beauti- 
ful Louise von Eleist had not scorned and rejected 
his love. In her presence he resolved to show his 
young wife the most lover-Kke attentions, and 
prove to his false mistress that he neither sought 
nor fled from her — ^that he had utterly forgotten her. 

But Louise was not deceived by this acting. 
She understood him thoroughly, and knew better 
than the prince himself, that his indifference was 
assumed, and his contempt and scorn was a veil 
thrown over his betrayed and quivering heart to 
conceal his sufferings from her. Louise had the 
courage to accept Prince Henry's invitations, and 
to take part in all the festivities with which he 
ostentatiously celebrated his happiness. She had 
the courage to receive his cutting coldness, his 
cruel sarcasm, his contempt, with calm com- 
posure and sweet submission. With the smile of 
a stoic, she offered her defenceless breast to his 
poisoned arrows, and even the tortures she en- 
dured were precious in her sight. She was con- 
vinced that the prince had not relinquished or 
forgotten her — ^that his indifference and contempt 
was assumed to hide his living, breatlung love. 
For some time past the change in the manners 
and bearing of the prince had not escaped the 
sharp, searching glance of the experienced co- 
quette. For a long time he appeared not to see 
her — ^now she felt that he did not see her. He 
had been wont to say the most indifferent things 
to her in a fierce, excited tone — ^now he was self- 
possessed, and spoke to her softly and kmdly. 

" The woimd has healed," said Louise du Trouf- 
fle to herself. " He no longer scorns because he 
no longer loves me." But she did not know that 
he had not only ceased to love her, but loved an- 
other passionately. This suspicion was excited, 
however, for the first time to-day. In the flashing 
pye, the • glad smile, the proud glance which he 
fixed upon his fair young wife, Louise discovered 
that Henry had buried the old love and a new one 
had risen from its ashes. This knowledge tortured 
her heart in a wild storm of jealousy. She forgot 
all considerations of prudence, all fear, even of 
the king. She had been compelled to relinquish 
the hand of the prince, but she would not lose 
him wholly. Perhaps he would return to her 
when he knew what a fearful offering she had 
made to him. He would recognize her innocence, 
and mourn over the tortures he had inflicted dur- 
ing the last year. She would try this ! She would 
play her last trump, and dare all with the hope of 
winning. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



do 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY. 



There stood the prince under the shadow of a 
large tree, gazmg dreamUy at his wife, who, with 
other shepherdesses, and her shepherd. Count Eul- 
kreuth, was feeding the swans on the border of the 
lake. The prince was alone, and Louise rashly re- 
solved to approach him. He greeted her with a 
slight nod, and turning his eyes again upon his 
wife, he said, carelessly, ' Are you also here, 
Madame duTrouffle?" 

" Your royal highness did me the honor to in- 
vite me — ^I am accustomed to obey your wishes, 
and I am here." 

" That is kind," said the prince, abstractedly, 
still glancing at th^ princess. 

Louise sighed deeply, and stepping nearer, she 
said, " Are you still angry with me, my prince ? 
Have you never forgiven me ? " 

" What ? " said the prince, quietly ; " I do not 
remember that I have any thing to forgive." 

" Ah, I see ! you despise me still," said Louise, 
excitedly ; " but I will bear this no longer ! I will 
no longer creep about like a culprit, burdened 
with your curse and your scorn. You shall at least 
know what it cost me to earn your contempt — 
what a fearful sacrifice I was compelled to make 
to secure your supposed personal happiness. I 
gave up for you the happiness of my life, but I 
can and will no longer fill a place of shame in 
your memory. If, from time to time, your high- 
ness thinks of me, you shall do me justice I " 

** I think no longer of you in anger," said the 
prince, smiling. "That sorrow has long since 
passed away." 

" From your heart, prince, but not from mine ! 
My heart bleeds, and will bleed eternally ! You 
must not only forgive — ^you must do me justice. 
Listen, then ; and so truly as there is a God above 
us, I will speak the truth. I did not betray you 
— ^I was not faithless. My heart and my soul I 
laid gladly at your feet, and thanked God for the 
fulness of my happiness. My thoughts, my ex- 
istence, my future, was chained to you. I had no 
other will, no other wish, no other hope. I was 
your slave— I wanted nothing but your love." 

*' Ah, and then came this Monsieur du Trouffle, 
and broke your fetters — gave your heart liberty 
and wings for a new flight," said Pxince Henry. 

" No, then came the king and commanded me 
to give you up," murmured Louise ; ** then came 
the kfaig, and forced me to offer up myself and 
my great love to your future welfare. Oh, my 
prince I recall that terrible hour in which we sep- 
arated. I said to you that I had betrothed my- 
self to Captain du Trouffle — that of my own free 
choice, and inflnRnccd by love idone, I gave my- 
•elf to him." 



" I remember that hour." 

**■ Well, then, in that hour we were not alone. 
The king was concealed behind the portiere^ and 
listened to my words. He dictated theml^e 
threatened me with destruction if I betrayed his 
presence by look or word ; if I gave you reason 
to suspect that I did not, of my own choice and 
lovingly, give myself to this unloved, yes, this 
hated man I I yielded only after the most fearful 
contest with the king, to whom, upon my knees 
and bathed in tears, I pleaded for pity." 

" What means could the king use, what threats 
could he utter, which forced you to such a step?" 
said the prince, incredulously. *^ Did be threaten 
you with death if you did not obey ? When one 
truly loves, death has no terrors ! Did he say he 
would murder me if you did not release me ? Yoa 
knew I had a strong arm and a stronger will ; yon 
should have trusted both. You placed your fate 
in my hands ; you should have obeyed no otiier 
commands than mine. And now shall I speak 
the whole truth ? I do not believe in this sacri 
fice on your part ; it would have required more 
than mortal strength, and it would have been 
cruel in the extreme. You saw what I suffered. 
My heart was torn with anguish ! No, madame, 
no ; you did not make this sacrifice, or, if yon 
did, you loved me not. If you had loved me, yon 
could not have seen me suffer so cruelly; yoa 
would have told the truth, even in the presence 
of the king. No earthly power can control true 
love; she is self-sustained and makes her own 
laws. No I no ! I do not believe in this offering; 
you make this excuse either to heal my sick heart, 
or because your pride is mortified at my want of 
consideration; you wjsh to recover my good 
opinion." 

" Alas I alas ! he does not believe me," cried 
Louisa. 

" No, I do not believe you," said the prince, 
kindly ; and yet you must not thinjc that I am 
still angry. I not only forgive, but I thank you. 
It is to you, indeed, Louise, that I owe my pres- 
ent happiness, all those noble and pure joys which 
a true love bestows. I thank you for this— you 
and the king. It was wise in the king to den/ 
me that which I then thought essential to my 
happiness, but which would, at last, have brought 
us both to shame and to despair. The love, which 
must shun the light of day and hide itself in ob- 
scurity, pales, and withers, and dies. Happy love 
must have the simlight of heaven and (^od's 
blessing upon it t All this failed in our case, and 
it was a blessing for us both that you saw it 
clearly, and resigned a doubtful happiness at my 
side for surer peace with Monsieur du Trouffle. 
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From my soul I thank you, Louise. See what a 
costly treasure has bloomed for me from the 
• graye of my betrayed love. Look at that lovely 
young woman who, although disguised as a shep- 
herdess, stands out in the midst ot all other women, 
an imperial queen ! a queen of beauty, grace, and 
fascination ! This charming, innocent, and mod- 
est young woman belongs to me ; she is my wife ; 
and I have your inconstancy to thank for this rare 
gem. Oh, madame, I have indeed reason to for- 
give you for the past, to be grateful to you as long 
afl I live. But for you I should never have mai> 
ried the Princess Wilhelmma. What no menaces, 
no entreaties, no conmiands of the king could ac- 
complish, your faithlessness effected. I married I 
God, in his goodness, chose you to be a mediator 
between me and my fate ; it was His will that, 
from your hand, I should receive my life's bless- 
ing. You cured me of a wandering and unworthy 
passion, that I might feel the truth and enjoy the 
blessing of a pure love, and a love which now 
fills my heart and soul, my thoughts, my existence 
for my darling wife." 

** Ah, you are very cruel," said Louise, scarcely 
able to suppress her tears of rage. 

'* I am only true, madame," said the prince, 
smiling. " You wished to know of me if I were 
still angry with you, and I reply that I have not 
only forgiven, but I bless your inconstancy. And 
now, I pray you, let us end this conversation, 
which I will never renew. Let the past die and 
be buried ! We have both of us commenced a 
new life under the sunshine of a new love ; we 
will not allow any cloud of remembrances to cast 
a shadow upon it. Look, the beautiful shep- 
herdesses are seeking flowers in the meadows, and 
my wife stands idone upon the borders of the 
lake. Allow me to join her, if only to see if the 
clear waters of the lake reflect back her image as 
lovely and enchanting as the reality." 

The prince bowed, and with hasty steps took 
the path that led to the lake. 

Louise looked at him scornfully. ** He despises 
me and he loves her fondly ; but she — does the 
princess love him ? — ^not so ! — ^her glance is cold, 
icy, when she looks upon him ; and to-day I saw 
her turn pale as the prince approached her. No, 
she loves him not ; but who then — ^who ? she is 
young, ardent, and, it appears to me, impressi- 
ble; she cannot live without love. I will find 
out ; a day will come when I will take vengeance 
for this hour. I await, that day I " 

While Louise forced herself to appear gay, in 
order to meet her husband without embarrass- 
ment, and the prince walked hastily onward, the 
princess stood separated from her ladies, on the 
5 



borders of the lake, with the Count Ealkreuth u 
her side. The count had been appointed her 
cavalier for the day, by the prince her husband ; 
she seemed to give her undivided attention to the 
swans, who were floating before her, and stretch- 
ing out their graceful necks to receive food from 
her hands. As she bowed down to feed the swans, 
she whispered lightly, " Listen, count, to what I 
have to say to you. If possible, laugh merrily, 
that my ladies may hear ; let your countenance 
be gay, for I see the prince approaching. In ten 
minutes he will be with us ; do you understand 
my low tones ? " . 

*' I understand you, princess ; alas ! I fear I 
understand without words ; I have read my sen- 
tence in the eyes of your husband. The prince 
suspects me." 

"No," said she, sadly bowing down and pluck- 
ing a few violets, which she threw to the swans ; 
** he has no suspicion, but he loves me." 

The count sprang back as if wounded^ " He 
loves you I " he cried, in a loud, almost threatening 
tone. 

" For pity's sake speak low," said the princess. 
*' Look, the ladies turn toward us, and are listen- 
ing curiously, and you have frightened the swans 
from the shore. Laugh, I pray you ; speak a few 
loud and jesting words, coant, I implore you." 

" I cannot," said the count " Command me 
to throw myself into the lake and I will obey you 
joyfuUy, and in dying I will call your name and 
bless it ; but do not ask me to smile when you 
tell me that the prince loves you." 

" Yes, he loves me ; he confessed it to-day," 
said the princess, shuddering. Oh, it was a mo- 
ment of inexpressible horror ; a moment in which 
that became a sin which, until then, had been pure 
and innocent So long as my husband did not 
love me, or ask my love, I was free to bestow li 
where I would and when I would ; so soon as he 
loves me, and demands my love, I am a culprit if 
I refuse it" 

"And I false to my friend," murmured Kal- 
kreuth. 

" We must instantly separate," whispered she. 
" We must bury our love out of our sight, which 
until now has lived purely and modestly in our 
hearts, and this must be its funeral procession. 
You see I have already begun to deck the grave 
with flowers, and that tears are consecrating 
them." She pointed with her jewelled hand to 
the bouquet of white camelias which adorned her 
bosom. 

" It was cruel not to wear my flowers," said the 
count. " Was it not enough to crush me ? — ^must 
you also trample my poor flowers, consecrated 
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with my kissea and my whispers, under your 
feet?" 

" The red roses which you gave me," said she, 
lightly, "I will keep as a remembrance of the 
beautiful and glorious dream which the rude real- 
ity of life has dissipated. These camelias are su- 
perb, but without fragrance, and colorless as my 
sad features. I must wear them, for my husband 
gave them to me, and in so doing I decorate the 
grave of my love. Farewell! — ^hereafter I will 
live for my duties ; as I cannot accept your love, 
I will merit your highest respect. Farewell, and 
if from this time onward we are cold and strange, 
never forget that our souls belong to each other, 
and when I dare no longer think of the past, I will 
pray for you." 

"You never loved me," whispered the count, 
with pallid, trembling lips, " or you could not give 
me up so rashly ; you would not have the cruel 
courage to spurn me from you. You are weary 
of me, and since the prince loves you, you despise 
the poor humble heart which laid itself at your 
feet. ' Yes, yea, I cannot compete with this man, 
who is a prince and the brother of a king; 
who—" 

"Who is my husband," cried she, proudly, 
" and who, while he loves me, dares ask that I 
shall accept his love." 

" Ah, now you are angry with me," stammered 
the count ; " you — " 

"Hush!" whispered .she, "do you not see the 
prince? Do laugh! Bow do^^-n and give the 
swans these flowers ! " 

The count took the flowers, and as he gave 
them to the swans, he whispered: 

" Give me at least a sign that you are not an- 
gry, and that you do not love the prince. Throw 
this hated bouquet, which has taken the place of 
mine, into the water ; it is like a poisoned arrow 
in my heart." 

" Hush ! " whispered the princess. She turned 
and gave the prince a friendly welcome. 

Prince Henry was so happy in her presence, 
and so dazzled by her beauty, that he did not re- 
mark the melancholy of the count, and spoke with 
him gayly and jestingly, while the count mastered 
himself and replied in the same spirit. 

The princess bowed down to the swans, whom 
she enticed once more with caresses to the bor- 
ders of the lake. Suddenly she uttered a loud 
cry, and called to the two gentlemen for help. 
The great white swan had torn the camelias from 
the bosom of the princess, and sailed off proudly 
upon the clear waters of the lake. 



CHAPTER V. 

INTRIGUES. 

While Prince Henry celebrated Arcadian fHek 
at Rheinsberg, and gave himself up to love and 
joy, King Frederick lived in philosophic retire- 
ment at Sans-Souci. He came to Berlin only Xns 
visit the queen-mother, now dangerously ill, or to 
attend the meetings of his cabinet ministers. 
Never had the king lived so quietly, never had be 
received so few guests at Sans-Souci, and, above 
all, never had the world so little cause to speak 
of the King of Prussia. He appeared content 
with the laurels which the two Silesian wars had 
placed upon his heroic brow, and he only indulged 
the wish that Europe, exhausted by her long ant 
varied wars, would allow him that rest and peace 
which the world at large seemed to enjoy. 

Those who were honored with invitations to 
Sans-Souci, and had opportunities to see the king, 
could only speak of that earthly paradise ; of the 
peaceful stillness which reigned there, and which 
was reflected in every countenance ; of Frederick's 
calm cheerfuhiess and innocent enjoyment. 

" The king thinks no more of politics," said the 
frolicsome Berliners ; " he is absorbed in the arts 
and sciences, and, above all other things, he lives 
to promote the peaceful prosperity of his people." 

The balance of power and foreign relationa 
troubled him no longer ; he wished for no con- 
quests, and thought not of war. In the morning 
he was occupied with scientific works, wrote in 
his " Histoire de mon Temps," or to his friends, 
and took part in the daily-recurring duties of the 
government. The remainder of the day was 
passed in the garden of Sans-Souci, in pleasant 
walks and animated conversation, closing always 
with music. Concerts took place every evening 
in the apartments of the king, in which he took 
part, and he practised diflScult pieces of his own 
or Quantz's composition, under Quantz's direction. 
From time to time he was much occupied with his 
picture-gallery, and sent Gotzkowsky to Italy to 
purchase the paintings of the celebrated masters. 

King Frederick appeared to have reached his 
goal ; at least that which, during the storm of 
war, he had often called his ideal ; he could de- 
vote his life to philosophy and art in the enchant- 
ing retirement of his beloved Sans-Souci. The 
tumult and discord of the world did not trouble 
him ; in fact, the whole world seemed to be at 
peace, and all Europe was glad and happy. 

Maria Theresa was completely bound by the 
last peace contract at Dresden ; besides, the two 
Silesian wars had weakened and impoverished 
Austria, and time was necessary to heal her 
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woiindti before she dared make a new attempt to 
reconquer the noble jewel of Silesia, which Freder- 
ick had torn from her crown. Notwithstanding 
her pious and Christian pretensions, she hated 
Frederick with her whole heart. 

England had allied herself with Russia. France 
was at the moment too much occupied with the 
pageants which the lovely Marquise de Pompa- 
dour celebrated at Versailles, not to be in peace 
and harmony with all the world ; yes, even ^ith 
her natural enemy, Austria. Cbunt Kaunitz, her 
ambassador at Paris, had, by his wise and adroit 
conduct, banished the cloud of mistrust which had 
80 long lowered between these two powers. 

This was the state of things at the close of the 
year 1775. Then was the general quiet inter- 
rupted by the distant echo of a cannon. Europe 
was startled, and rose up from her comfortable 
$ie8ia to listen and inquire after the cause of this 
significant thunderbolt 

This roar of cannon, whose echo only had been 
heard, had its birth far, far away in America. 
The camion, however, had been fired by a Euro- 
pean power— by England, always distinguished for 
her calculating selfishness, which she wished the 
world to consider praiseworthy and honorable 
policy. England considered her mercantile in- 
terests in America endangered by France, and 
she thirsted with desire to have not only an East 
India but a West India company. The French 
colonies in America had long excited the envy 
and covetousness of England, and as a su^cient 
cause for war had utterly failed, she was bold 
enough to take the initiative without excuse ! 

In the midst of a general peace, and without 
any declaration of war, she seized upon a country 
lying on the borders of the Ohio River, and belong- 
ing to French Canada, made an attack upon some 
hundred merchant-ships, which were navigating 
tlie Ohio, under the protection of the ships-of- 
war, and took them as prizes.* 

That was the cannon-shot which roused all Eu- 
rope from her comfortable slumber and dreamy 
rest. 

The Empress of Austria began to make warlike 
preparations in Bohemia, and to assemble her 
troops on the borders of Saxony and Bohemia. 
The Empress of Russia discontinued instantaneous- 
ly her luxurious feasts and wild orgies, armed her 
soldiers, and placed them on the borders of Cour- 
land. She formed an immediate alliance with 
England, by which she bound herself to protect 
the territory of Geoi^e II. in Germany, if attacked 
by France, in retaliation for the French merchant- 

* "Characteristics of the Important Events of the 
Seven Years' War," by Eetson. 



ships taken by England on the Ohio River. Han 
over, however, was excepted, as Frederick of 
Prussia nught possibly give her his aid. For this 
promised aid, Russia received from England the 
sum of £150,000 sterling, which was truly wel- 
come to the powerful Bestuchef, from the ex- 
travagant and pomp-loving minister of the queen. 

Saxony also prepared for war, and placed her 
army on the borders of Prussia, for which she re- 
ceived a subsidy from Austria. This was as 
gladly welcomed by Count Briihl, the luxurious 
minister of King Augustus the Third of Poland 
and Saxony, as the EngUsh subsidy was by Bes 
tuchef. 

The King of France appeared to stand alone ; 
even as completely alone as Frederick of Prussia. 
Every eye therefore was naturally fixed upon 
these two powers, who seemed thus forced by 
fate to extend the hand of fellowship to each 
other, and form such an alliance as England had 
done with Russia, and Austria with Saxony. 

This contract between Prussia and France 
would have been the signal for a general war, for 
which all the powers of Europe were now arming 
themselves. But France did not extend her hand 
soon enough to obtain the friendship of Prussia. 
France distrusted Prussia, even as Austria, Eng- 
land, Russia, and Saxony distrusted and feared 
the adroit young adventurer, who in the last fifty 
years had placed himself firmly amongst the 
great powers of Europe, and was bold, brave, and 
wise enough to hold a powerful and self-sustained 
position in their circle. 

France — ^that is to say, Louis the Fifteenth- 
France — ^that is to say, the Marquise de Pompa- 
dour, hated the King of Prussia manfully. By his 
bold wit he had often brought the French court 
and its immoralities into ridicule and contempt. 

Austria and her minister Kaunitz and Maria 
Theresa hated Frederick of Prussia, because of his 
conquest of Silesia. 

Russia — ^that is to say, Elizabeth and Bestuchef — 
hated the King of Prussia for the same reason 
with France. Frederick's cutting wit had scourged 
the manners of the Russian court, as it had hu- 
miliated and exposed the court of France. 

Saxony — ^that is to say, Augustus the Third, and 
his minister. Count Briihl — hated Frederick from 
instinct, from envy, from resentment. This insig- 
nificant and small neighbor had spread her wings 
and made so bold a flight, that Saxony was com- 
pletely overshadowed. 

England hated no one, but she feared Pnissia 
and France, and this fear led her to master, the 
old-rooted national hatred to Russia, and form an 
alliance with her for mutual protection. But the 
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English people did not shore the fears of their 
king ; they murmured over this Russian ally, and 
this discontent, which found expression in Par- 
liament, rang so loudly, that Frederick might well 
have heard it, and formed his own conclusions as 
to the result. 

But did he hear it? Was the sound of his flute 
80 loud ? Was his study hermetically sealed, so 
that no echo from the outside world could reach 
his ears ? 

There was no interruption to his quiet, peace- 
ful life ; he hated nobody, made no warlike prep- 
arations; his soldiers exercised no more than 
formerly. Truly they exercised ; and at the first 
call to battle, 150,000 men would be under arms. 

But Frederick seemed not inclined to give this 
call ; not indmed to exchange the calm pleasures 
of Sans-Souci for the rude noises of tents and battle- 
fields. He seemed to be in peaceful harmony with 
all nations. He was particularly friendly and 
conciliating toward the Austrian , embassy ; and 
not only was the ambassador, CJount Peubla in- 
vited often to the royal table, but his secretary, 
Baron Weingarten, came also to Potsdam and 
Sans-Soucl The king appeared attached to him, 
and encouraged him to come often, to walk in the 
royal gardens. 

Frederick was gracious and kind toward the 
officials of all the German powers. On one occa- 
sion, when the wife of Councillor Reichart, attached 
to the Saxon embwsy, was confined, at Frederick's 
earnest wish, his private secretary, Eichel, stood 
as god-father to the child.* 

In order to promote good feeling in Saxony, the 
king sent Count Matstahn, one of the most elo- 
quent cavaliers of the day, to the Dresden court ; 
and so well supplied was he, that he dared com- 
pete in pomp and splendor with Count Bruhl. 

Frederick appeared to attach special importance 
to the friendship of Saxony, and with none of his 
foreign ambassadors was he engaged in so active 
a correspondence ad with Mattsahn. It was said 
that these letters were of a harmless and innocent 
nature, relating wholly to paintings, which the 
count was to purchase from the Saxon galleries, 
or to music, which Frederick wished to obtam 
from amongst the collection of the dead Hesse, or 
to an Italian singer Frederick wished to entice to 
Berlin. 

The world no longer favored Frederick's retire- 
ment. The less disposed he was to ming)e in 
politics, the more Maria Theresa, Elizabeth of 
Russia, Augustus of Saxony, and the Marquise 
de Pompadour agitated the subject. 



♦ ** Characterlatica of the Important Events of the Seven 
Years "Wv." 



France had not forgotten that the contract be 
tween herself and Prussia was about to expire. 
She knew also that the subsidy money between 
England and Russia had not yet been voted by 
Parliament It was therefore possible to reap 
some advantages from this point With this view, 
France sent the Duke de Nivemois as special am- 
bassador to Berlin, to treat with the king as to 
the renewal of the old alliance. 

The Duke de Nivemois came with a glittering 
suite to Berlin, and was received at the Prussian 
court with all the consideration which his rank 
and official character demanded. The grand mas- 
ter of ceremonies. Baron von Pollnitz, was sent 
forward to meet him, and to invite Mm, in the 
name of the king, to occupy one of the royal pal- 
aces in Berlin. 

Every room of the palace was splendidly deco- 
rated for the reception of the duke, and as sood 
as he arrived, two guards were placed before th« 
house — a mark of consideration which the king 
had only heretofore given to reigning princes. 

The duke accepted these distinguished att^ 
tions with lively gratitude, and pleaded for an imm€- 
diate audience, in order to present his credentials. 

PoUnitz was commissioned to make all neces- 
sary arrangements, and agree with the duke as to 
the day and hour of the ceremony. 

The king, who wished to give the French duke 
a proof of his consideration, intended that the 
presentation should be as imposing as possible, 
and all Berlin was to be witness of the friendship 
existing between the French and Prussian courts. 

Upon the appointed day, a dazzling assemblage 
of equipages stood before the palace of the Duke 
de Nivemois. These were the royal festal car- 
riages, intended for the members of the French 
embassy. Then followed a long Ime of carriagei, 
occupied by the distinguished members of the 
Prussian court Slowly and solemnly this pom- 
pous procession moved through the streets, and 
was received at the portal of the king's palace by 
the royal guard. Richly-dressed pages, in advance 
of whom stood the gnmd master of ceremonies 
with his golden staff, conducted the French am- 
bassador to the White saloon, where the king, in 
all his royal pomp, and surrounded by the prin- 
ces of his house,. received him. 

The solemn ceremony began ; the duke drew 
near the throne, and, bowing his knee, handed 
his credentials to the king, who received them ' 
with a gracious smile. 

The duke commenced his address ; it was filled 
with flowery phrases, suited to the great occasion. 
Frederick listened with the most earnest attention, 
and his reply was kind, but dignified and laconic 
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The public ceremony was over, and now came 
the important part of the audience, the confiden- 
tial conversation. To this point the duke had 
looked with lively impatience ; for this, indeed, 
had he been sent to Berlin. 

The king descended from the throne, and laying 
aside all the solemnity of court etiquette, he ap- 
proached the duke in the most gracious and genial 
manner, welcomed him heartily, and expressed 
his sincere delight at his arrival 

"Ah, sire," said the duke, with animation, 
" how happy will my king be to learn that his 
ambassador has been so graciously received by 
your majesty 4'* 

The king smiled. "I thought the ceremony 
was all over," said he, "and that I no longer 
spoke with the ambassador, but with the Duke de 
Nivemois, whom I know and love, and whose in- 
tellectual conversation will afifbrd me a rare pleas- 
ure. Let us, therefore, chat together innocently, 
and forget the stiflf ceremonies with which, I 
think, we have both been sufficiently burdened 
to-day. Tell me somethbg of Paris, monsieur, 
of that lovely, enchanting, but overbold coquette, 
Paris, whom the world adores whUe it ridicules, 
and imitates while it blames." 

" Ah, sire, if I must speak of Paris, I must first 
tell you of my king— of my king, who wishes 
nothing more ardently than the renewal of the 
bond of friendship between your majesty and him- 
self, and the assurance of its long continuance ; 
who—" 

" That is most kind of his majesty," said Fred- 
erick, interrupting him, " and I certainly share the 
friendly wishes of my exalted brother of France. 
But tell me now something of your learned men ; 
how goes it with the Academy ? do they still re- 
fuse Voltaire a seat, while so many unknown men 
have become academicians ? " 

" Yes, sire ; these academicians are obstinate 
in their conclusions ; and, as the Academy is a 
sort of republic, the king has no power to control 
them. If that were not so, my exalted master, 
King Louis, in order to be agreeable to your ma- 
jesty, would exert all his influence, and-—" 

" Ah, sir," interrupted the king, " it is just and 
beautiful that the Academy is a free republic, which 
will not yield to the power and influence of the 
king. Art and science need for thoir blossom 
and growth freedom of thought and speech. Fate 
Drdained that I should be bom a king ; but when 
alone in my study, alone with my books, I am 
fully content to be republican in the kingdom of 
letters. I confess the truth to you when, as a 
wise republican, I read thoughtfully in the pages 
of history, I sometimes come to the conclusion 



that kings and princes are unnecessary articles oj 
luxury, and I shrug my shoulders at them rather 
contemptuously." 

" And yet, sire, the arts need the protection of 
princes ; that the republic of letters blooms and 
flourishes in a monarchy is shown in Prussia, 
where a royal republican and a republican king 
governs his people, and at the same time gives 
freedom of thought and speech to science. 
France should be proud and happy that your 
majesty has adopted so many of her sons into 
your republic of letters ; we dare, therefore, come 
to the conclusion that your majesty will not con- 
fine your interest wholly to them, but that this 
alliance between France and Prussia, which my 
king so earnestly desires and^-" 

" Unhappily," said the king, interrupting him 
eagerly, " the distinguished Frenchmen who have 
become my allies, are exactly those whom their 
strong-minded, fanatical mother. La France^ has 
cast out from her bosom as dishonored sons. Vol- 
taire lives in Ferney. Jean Jacques Rousseau, 
whom I admire but do not love, lives in Geneva, 
where he has been obliged to take refuge. I 
have also been told that the pension which, in a 
favorable moment, was granted to D'Alembert, has 
been withdrawn. Have I been falsely informed ? 
has my friend D'Alembert not fajllenrnto disgrace? 
is not my friend, the encyclopaedian, regarded as a 
transgressor and a high traitor because he uses 
the undoubted right of free thought, does not 
blindly believe, but looks abroad with open eyes 
and a clear intellect ? " 

The duke replied by a few confused and discon- 
nected words, and a shadow fell upon his clear 
countenance ; three times had Frederick interrupt- 
ed him when he sought to speak of the King of 
France and his friendship for his brother of Prus- 
sia. The duke did not dare choose this theme for 
the fourth time, which was so evidently distasteful 
to the king ; he must, therefore, submit and follow 
the lead of his majesty, and in lieu of alliances and 
state questions discuss philosophy and the arts. 
So soon as the duke came to this conclusion, he 
smoothed hid brow, and, with all his amiability, 
animation, and intelligence, he replied to the 
questions of the kmg, and the conversation was 
carried on in an unbroken stream of wit and 
gayety. 

" At the next audience I will surely find an op- 
portunity to speak of politics," said the duke to 
himself. " The king cannot always be so immov- 
able as to-day." 

But the second and the third audience came, 
and the king was as inexplicable as the first time ; 
he conversed with the duke kindly and freely, 
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showed him the most marked attention and per- 
sonal confidence ; but so often as the duke sought 
to introduce the subject of politics and the public 
interests which had brought him to Berlin, the 
king interrupted him and led the conversation to 
indifferent subjects. This lasted two weeks, and 
the French court looked with painful anxiety for 
intelligence from the Duke de Nivemois that the old 
alliance was renewed and fully ratified, and she 
had, therefore, nothing to fear from Prussia. This 
uncertainty was no longer to be borne, and the 
duke determined to end it by a coup cTetat, 

He wrote, thei*efore, to the king, and asked for 
a private audience. To his great joy his request 
was granted ; the king invited him to come the 
next day to Sans-Souci. 

" At last ! at last ! " said the duke, drawing a 
long breath ; and with proud, French assurance, 
he added, " To-morrow, then, we will renew this 
contract which binds the hands of Prussia, and 
gives France liberty of action." 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE PRIVATE AUDIENCE. 

The king received the French ambassador 
without ceremony. There were no guards, no pages, 
no swarms of curious listening courtiers, only a 
few of his trusty friends, who welcomed the duke 
and conversed with him, while PoUnitz entered 
the adjoining room and informed the king of his 
arrival. 

" His majesty entreats the duke to enter," said 
PoUnitz, opening the door of the library. The 
king advanced. He was dressed simply ; even the 
golden star, which was seldom absent from his 
coat, was now missing. 

" Come, duke," said the king, pleasantly, " come 
into my tusculum,^^ He then entered the library, 
quickly followed by the duke. 

" Well, sir," said the king, " we are now in that 
room in which I lately told you I was but a repub- 
lican. You have crossed the threshold of the 
republic of letters ! " 

" But I see a king before me," said the duke, 
bowing reverentially ; " a king who has vanquish- 
ed this republic, and surpassed all the great spir- 
its that have gone before him." 

The king's glance rested upon the shelves 
filled with books, on whose backs glittered in 
golden letters the most distinguished names of all 
ages. 

"Homer, Tacitus, Livy, Petrarch! — ye great 



spirits of my republic I bear how this traitor slai^ 
ders you." 

"How I honor you, sire, for truly it is a great 
honor to be subdued and vanquished by such a 
king as Frederick the Second." 

The king looked at him fixedly. " You wish to 
bewilder me with flattery, duke," said he, •* well 
knowing that it is a sweet opiate, acceptable to 
princes, generally causing their ruin. But in 
this chamber, duke, I am safe from this danger, 
and here in my republic we will both enjoy the 
Spartan soup of truth. Believe me, sir, it is at 
times a wholesome dish, though to the pampereil 
stomach it is bitter and distasteful. I can digest 
it, and as you' have come to visit me, you will have 
to partake of it." 

"And I crave it, sire— crave it as a man who 
has fasted for two weeks." 

"For two weeks?" said the king, laughing. 

" Ah, it is true you have been here just that time." 

"For two long weeks has your majesty kept 

me fasting and longing for this precious soup," 

said the duke, reproachfully, 

" My broth was not ready," said the king, gay- 
ly ; " it was still bubbling in the pot It is now 
done, and we will consume it together. Let us be 
seated, duke." 

If Frederick had turned at this moment, he 
would have seen the grand chamberlain PoUnitz 
advancing on tiptoe to the open door, in order to 
listen to the conversation. But the king was 
looking earnestly at the ambassador. After a few 
moments of silence, he turned to the duke. 

" Is my soup still too hot for you ? " said he, 
laughingly. 

" No, sire," said the duke, bowing. " But I 
waited for your majesty to take the first spoon- 
ful. Would it not be better to close that door ? " 
" No," said the king, hastily ; " I left it open, 
intentionally, so that your eyes, when wearied 
with the gloom of my republic, could refresh 
themselves on the glittering costumes of my 
courtiers." 

" He left it open," thought the duke, " for these 
courtiers to hear aU that is said. He wishes the 
whole world to know how he rejected the friend- 
ship of France." 

" Well," said the king, " I will take my spoon- 
ful. We will commence without further delay. 
Duke de Nivemois, you are here because the con- 
tract made between France and Prussia is at an 
end, and because France wishes me to fancy that 
she is anxious for a renewal of this treaty, and for 
the friendship of Prussia." 

"France wishes to convince you of this, sire," 
said the duke. 
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" Convince me ? " said the king, ironically. "And 
how?" 

" King Louis of France not only proposes to re- 
new this contract, sire, but he wishes to draw the 
bonds of friendship much closer between France 
and Prussia." 

" And to what end ? " said the king. " For you 
well know, duke, that in politics personal inclina- 
tions must not be considered. Were it not so, I 
would, without further delay, grasp the friendly 
hand that my brother of France extends toward 
me, for the whole world knows that I love France, 
and am proud of the friendship of her great spir- 
its. But as, unfortunately, there is no talk here 
of personal inclmations but of politics, I repeat my 
question. To what end does France desire the 
friendship of Prussia ? What am I to pay for it ? 
You see, duke, I am a bad diplomatist — I make 
no digression, but go to the point at once." 

" And that, perhaps, is the nicest diplomacy,' 
said the duke, sighing. 

*' But, duke, do tell me. why is France so anxious 
for the friendship of Prussia ? " 

" To have an ally in you and be your ally. By 
the first, France will have a trusty and powerful 
friend in Germany when her lands are attacked by 
the King of England ; by the last, your majesty 
will have a trusty and powerful friend when Prus- 
sia is attacked by Russia or Austria." 

"We will now speak of the first," said the 
king, quietly. "France, then, thinks to trans- 
plant this war with England to German ground ? " 

" Everywhere, sire, that the English colors pre- 
dominate. England alone will be accountable for 
this war." 

" It is true England has been hard upon you, 
but still it seems to me you have revenged your- 
selves sufficiently. When England made herself 
supreme ruler of the Ohio, France, by the con- 
quest of the Isle of Minorca, obtained dominion 
over the Mediterranean Sea, thereby wounding 
England so deeply, that in her despair she 
turned, her weapons agamst herself. Admiral 
Byng, having been overcome by your admiral, 
Marquis de la Gallissionaire, paid for it with his 
life. I think France should be satisfied with this 
expiation." 

"France will wash off her insults in English 
blood, and Minorca is no compensation for Can- 
ada and Ohio. England owes us satisfaction, and 
we will obtain it in Hanover." 

" In Hanover ? " repeated the king, angrily. 

" Hanover will be ours, sire, though we had no 
luch ally as Germany; but it will be ours the 
sooner if we have that help which you can give 
us. Standing between two fires, England wiU 



have to succumb, there will be no escape for her. 
That is another advantage, sire, that France ex- 
pects from the treaty with Prussia. But I will 
now speak of the advantages which your majesty 
may expect from this alliance. You are aware 
that Prussia is surrounded by threatening ene- 
mies ; that Austria and Russia are approaching 
her borders with evil intentions, and that a day 
may soon come when Maria Theresa may wish to 
reconquer this Silesia which, in her heart, she 
still calls her own. When this time comes, your 
m^jesty will not be alone ; your ally, France, will 
be at your side ; she will i-epay with faithful, ac- 
tive assistance the services which your majesty 
rendered her in Hanover. She will not only ren- 
der her all the assistance in her power, but she 
will also allow her to partake of the advantages 
of this victory. Hanover is a rich land, not rich 
only in products, but in many other treasures. 
The Electors of Hanover have in their residences 
not only their chests filled with gold and precious 
jewels, but also the most magnificent paintings. 
It is but natural that we should pay ourselves in 
Hanover for the expenses of this war of which 
England is the cause. You, then, will share with 
us these treasures. And still this is not all. 
France is grateful ; she oflfers you, therefore, one 
of her colonies, the Isle of Tobago, as a pledge 
of friendship and love." 

" Where is this isle ? " said the king, quietly. 

" In the West Indies, sire." 

" And where is Hanover ? " 

The duke looked at the king in amazement, and 
remained silent 

The king repeated his question. 

" Well," said the duke, hesitatingly, " Hanover 
is in Germany." 

"And for this German land which, with my 
aid, France is to conquer, I am to recdve as a re- 
ward the little Isle of Tobago in the West Indies I 
Have you finished, duke, or have you other prop- 
ositions to make ? " 

"Sire, I have finished, and await your an- 
swer." 

" And this answer, duke, shall be clearer and 
franker than your questions. I will begm by an- 
swering the latter part of your speech. Small and 
insignificant as the King of Prussia may appear in 
your eyes, I would have you know he is no rob- 
ber, no highwayman; he leaves these brilliant 
amusements without envy to France. And now, 
my dear duke, I must inform you, that since this 
morning it has been placed out of my power tc 
accept this alliance ; for this morning % treaty 
was signed, by which I became the ally of Eng< 
land I" 
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" It is impossible, sire," cried the duke ; ** this 
cannot be I ** 

*^ Not possible, sir I '* said the king, ** and still it 
is true. I hare fonned a treaty with England — 
this matter is settled I I have been an ally of 
Louis XV. ; I have nothing to complain of in him. 
I love him ; well, am I now his tsumj ? I hope 
that there may be a time when I may again ap- 
proach the King of France. Pray tell him how 
anxiously I look forward to this time. Tell him I 
am much attached to him.** 

♦*Ah, sire," said the duke, sighing, "it is a 
great misfortune. I dare not go to my monarch 
with this sad, unexpected news ; my monarch who 
loves you so tenderly, whose most earnest wish it 
is for France to be allied to Prussia." 

" Ah, duke," said Frederick, laughing, " France 
wishes for ships as allies. I have none to offer — 
England has. With her help I shall keep the 
Russians from Prussia, and with my aid she will 
keep the French from Hanover." 

" We are to be enemies, then ? " sud the duke, 
sadly. 

" It is a necessary evil, for which there is no 
remedy. But Louis XV. can form other al- 
liances," said Frederick, ironically. " It may be 
for his interest to unite with the house of Aus- 
tria!" 

The duke was much embarrassed. 

"Your majesty is not in earnest," said he, 
anxiously. 

"Why not, duke?" said Frederick; "an al- 
liance between France and Austria — it sounds 
very natural. If I were in your place, I would 
propose this to my court." 

He now rose, which was a sign to the duke that 
the audience was at an end. 

"I must now send a courier at once to my 
court," said the duke, " and I will not fail to state 
ihat your majesty advises us to unite with Aus- 
tria." 

" You will do well ; that is," said the king, with 
a meaning smile — ^**that is, if you thmk your 
court is in need of such advice, and has not al- 
ready acted without it. When do you leave, 
duke?" 

"To-morrow morning, sire." 

" Farewell, duke, and do not forget that in my 
heart I am the friend of France, though we meet 
as enemies on the battle-field." 

The duke bowed reverentially, and, sighing 
deeply, left the royal library, " the republic of 
letters," to hasten to Berlin. 

The king looked after him thoughtfully. 

" The die is cast," swd he, softly. "There will 
be war! Our days of peace and quietude are 



over, and the days of danger are approftd 
higl" 



CHAPTER VII. 

THE TRAITOR. 

Thb sun had just risen, and was shedding iu 
golden rays over the garden of Sans-Souci^ deck- 
ing the awaking flowers with glittering dew-drops. 
All was quiet — ^Nature alone was up and doing ; 
no one was to be seen, no sound was to be heiuti, 
but the rustling of trees and the chirping of 
birds. All was still and peaceful; it seemed a« 
if the sound of human misery and passion could 
not reach this spot. There was something so 
holy in this garden, that yon could but believe it 
to be a part of paradise in which the serpent had 
not yet exercised his arts of seduction. Bat no, 
this is but a beautiful dream. Man is here, but he 
is sleeping ; he is still resting from the toils and 
sorrows of the past day. Man is here! — he is 
coming to destroy the peacefulness of Nature with 
his sorrows and complaints. 

The little gate at the farthest end of that shady 
walk is opened, and a man enters. The dream is 
at an end, and Sans-Souci is now but a beautiful 
garden, not a paradise, for it has been desecrated 
by the foot of man. He hastens up the path lead- 
ing to the palace ; he hurries forward, panting and 
gasping. His face is colorless, his long hair is 
fluttering in the mommg wind, his eyes are fixed 
and glaring ; his clothes are covered with dust, 
and his head is bare. 

There is something terrifying in the sudden ap- 
pearance of this man. Nature seems to smile no 
more since he came ; the trees have stopped their 
whispering, the birds cannot continue their melo- 
dious songs since they have seen his wild, anxious 
look. The peacefulness of Nature is broken. For 
man — ^that is to say, misery, misfortune; for 
man — ^that is to say, sin, guilt, and meanness — b 
there, pouring destroying drops of poison in the 
golden chalice of creation. 

Breathlessly he hurries on, looking ^neither to 
right nor left. He has now reached the terrace, 
and now he stops for a moment to recover breath. 
He sees not the glorious panorama lying at his 
feet ; he is blind to all but himself. He is alone 
in the world — alone with his misery, his pwn. 
Now he hastens on to the back of the palace. 
The sentinels walking before the back and the 
front of the castle know him, know where he is 
going, and they barely glance at him as he knockf 
long and loudly at that little side window. 
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It is opened, and a young giirl appears, who, 
when perceivmg this pale, anxious countenance, 
which is striving in vain to smile at h^r, cries out 
loudly, and folds her hands as if in prayer. 

" Hush ! " said he, roughly ; " hush ! let me m." 

**Some misfortune has happened I" said she, 
terrified. 

** Yes, Rosa, a great misfortune ; but let me in. 
If you do not wish to ruin me." 

The young girl disappears, and the man hastens 
to the side door of the castle. It is opened, and 
he Slips in. 

Perfect peace reigns once more in the garden 
of Samr-Soucl Nature is now smUmg, for she is 
alone with her innocence. Man is not there ! 
But now, in the castle, in the dwelling of the cas- 
tle warder, and m the room of his lovely daughter 
Rosa, all is alive. There is whispering, and weep- 
ing, and sighing, and praying ; there is Rosa, fear- 
ful and trembling, her face covered with tears, and 
oppo^te her, her pale, woe-begone lover. 

" I have been walking all night," said he, with 
a faint and hollow voice. ♦*! did not know that 
Berlin was so far from Potsdam, and had I known 
it, I would not have dared to take a wagon or a 
horse ; I had to slip away very quietly. While by 
Count Puebla's order my room was guarded, and 
I thought to be m it, I descended into the garden 
by the grape-vine, which reached up to my win- 
dow. The gardener had no suspicions of how I 
came there, when I required him to unlock the 
door, but laughed cunningly, thinking I was bound 
to some rendezvous. And so I wandered on in 
fear and pain, in despair and anger, and it seemed 
to me as if the road would never come to an end. 
At times I stopped, thinking I heard behind me 
wild cries and curses, the stamping of horses, and 
the rolling of wheels; but it was imagination. 
Ah ! it was a frightful road ; but it is past. But 
now I will be strong, for this concerns my name, 
my life, my honor. Why do you laugh, Rosa ? " 
saiif he, angrily; "do you dare to laugh, because 
I speak of my name — my honor ? " 

" I did not laugh," said Rosa, looking with terror 
at the disturbed countenance of her lover. 

"Yes, you laughed, and you were right to laugh, 
when I spoke of my honor ; I who have no honor ; 
£ who have shamed my name; I upon whose 
DTOw is the sign of murder : for I am guilty of the 
ruin of a man, and the chains on Ids hands are 
cursing my name." 

" My God ! he is mad," murmured Rosa. 

" No, I am not mad," said he, with a heart- 
breaking smile. " I know all, aU ! Were I mad, 
M. would not be so unhappy. Were I unconscious, 
I would suffer kss. But, no, I remember all I 



know how this evil commenced, how it grew and 
poisoned my heart. The evil was my poverty, my 
covetousness, and perhaps also my ambition. I 
was not content to bear forever the chains of 
bondage ; I wished to be free from want. I de- 
termined it should.no more be said that the sisters 
of Count Weingarten had to earn theb bread by 
their needlework, while he feasted sumptuously at 
the royal table. This it was that caused my ruin. 
These frightful words buzzed in my ears so long, 
that in my despair I determined to stop them at 
any price ; and so I committed my first crime, and 
received a golden reward for my treason. My 
sisters did not work now ; I bought a small house 
for them, and gave them all that I rec^ved. I 
shuddered at the sight of this money ; I would 
keep none of it. I was again the poor secretary 
Weingarten, but my family was not helpless ; they 
had nothing to fear." 

To whom was he telling all this? Certainly 
not to that young girl standing before him, pale 
and trembling. He had forgotten himself; he 
had forgotten her whom in other days he had 
called his heart's darling. 

As she sank at his feet and covered his hands 
with her tears, he rose hastily from his seat ; he 
now remembered that he was not alone. 

§ What have I said ? " cried he, wildly. " Why 
do you weep ? " 

** I weep because you have forgotten me," said 
she, softly ; " I weep because, in accusing your- 
self you make no excuse for your crime ; not even 
your love for your poor Rosa." 

" It is true," said he, sadly, " I had forgotten 
our love. And still it is the only excuse that I have 
for my second crime. I had determined to be a 
good man, and to expiate my one crime through- 
out my whole life.- But when I saw you, your 
beauty fascinated me, and you drew me on. I 
went with open eyes into the net which you pre- 
pared for me, Rosa. I allowed myself to be al- 
lured by your beauty, knowing well that it would 
draw me into a frightful abyss." 

" Ah," said Rosa, groaning, " how cruelly you 
sp6ak of our love I " 

" Of our love ! " repeated he, shruggmg his 
shoulders. " Child, in this hour we will be true 
to each other. Ours was no true love. You were 
in love with my noble name and position — I with 
your youth, your beauty, your coquettish ways. 
Our souls were not in unison. You gave yourself 
to me, not because you loved me, but because you 
wished to deceive me. I allowed myself to be de- 
ceived because of your loveliness and because I 
saw the golden reward which your deceitful lovt 
would bring me." 
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" You are cruel and unjuflt," said Rosa, sadly. 
"It may be true that you never loved me, 
but I loved you truly. I gave you my whole 
heart." 

" Yes, and in giving it,*' siud he, harshly — " in 
giving it you had the presence of mind to keep 
the aim of your tenderness always in view. While 
your arms were around me, your little hand which 
seemed to rest upon my heart, sought for the key 
which I always kept in my vest-pocket, and which 
I had lately told you belonged to the desk in 
which the important papers of the embassy were 
placed. You found this key, Rosa, and I knew 
it, but I only laughed, and pressed you closer to 
my heart" 

"Terrible! terrible!" said Rosa, trembling. 
" He knew all, and still he let me do it ! " 

" Yes I allowed you to do it — ^I did not wish to 
be better than the girl I loved ; and, as she desi- 
red to deceive me, I let myself be deceived. I al- 
lowed it, because the demon of gold had taken 
possession of me. I took the important papers 
out of my desk, to which you had stolen the key, 
and hid them. Then the tempters came and whis- 
pered of golden rewards, of eternal gratitude, of 
fortune, honor ; and these fiendish whispers mis- 
led my souL I sold my honor and became a trai- 
tor, and all this for the sake of gold I So l^e- 
came what I now am. I do not reproach you, 
Rosa, for most likely it would have happened 
without you." 

" But what danger threatens you now ? " asked 
Rosa. 

" The just punishment for a traitor,^ said he, 
hoarsely. " Give me some wine, Rosa, so that I 
can gain strength to go to the king at once." 

" To the king at this early hour ? " 

" And why not ? Have I not been with him 
often at this hour, when I had important news or 
dispatches to give him ? So give me the wine, 
Rosa." 

Rosa left the room, but returned almost instant- 
ly. He took the bottle from her and filled a glass 
hastily. 

"Now," said he, breathing deeply, " I feel that 
I live again. My blood flows freely through my 
veins, and my heart is beating loudly. Now to 
the king ! " 

He stood before a glass for a moment to arrange 
his hair; then pressed a cold kiss upon Rosa's 
pale, trembling lips, and left the room. With a 
firm, sure/tread, he hurried through the halls and 
chambers. No one stopped him, for no one was 
there to see him. In the king's antechamber sat 
Peesen taking his breakfast 

" Is the king up ? " asked Weingirten. 



"The sun has been up for hours, and soof coursi 
the king is up," said Deesen, proudly. 

" Announce mo to his nu^'esty ; I have soma 
important news for him." 

He entered the king's chamber, and returned in 
a few moments for Wemgarten. 

The king was sitting in an arm-chair by a win- 
dow, which he had opened to breathe the fresh 
summer air. His white greyhound, Amalthea, lay 
at his feet, looking up at him with his soft black 
eyes. In his right hand the king held his flute. 

" You are early, sir," said he, turning to W^- 
garten. " You must have very important news." 

" Yes, sbe, very important," said Weingarten, 
approaching nearer. 

The kmg reached out his hand. " Give them 
to me," said he. 

"Su-e, I have no dispatches." 

" A verbal message, then. Speak." 

" Sire, all is loat ; Count Puebla suspects me." 

The king was startled for a moment, but col- 
lected himself immediately, " He suspects, but he 
is certain of nothing ? " 

" No, sire ; but bis suspicion amounts almost to 
certainty. Yesterday I was copying a dispatch 
which was to go that evening, and which was of 
the highest importance to your majesty, when I 
suddenly perceived Count Puebla standing beside 
me at my desk. He had entered my room very 
quietly, which showed that he had his suspicions, 
and was watching me. He snatched mj copy 
from the desk and read it *For whom is this? ' 
said he, in a threatening tone. I stammered 
forth some excuses; said that I intended writ- 
mg a history, and that I took a copy of all dis- 
patches for my work. He would not listen to 
me. * You are a traitor ! ' said he, in a thundering 
voice. * I have suspected you for some time ; I 
am now convinced of your treachery. You shall 
have an examination to-morrow ; for to-night you 
will remain a prisoner in your room.' He then 
locked my desk, put the key in his pocket, ftnd, 
taking with him the dispatch and my copy, left 
the room. I heard Mm lock it and bolt my door. 
I was a prisoner." 

" How did you get out ? " said the king. 

"By the window, sire. And I flew here to 
throw myself at your miyesty's feet, and to beg 
for mercy and protection." 

" I promised you protection and help in case of 
your detection — ^I will fulfil my promise. What 
are your wishes. Let us see if they can be real- 



" Will your majesty ^ve me some sure place 
of refiige where Count Puebla's threats camiot 
harm me ? " 
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** You will remain here in the dwelliog of the 
castle-warder until a suitable residence can be 
found for you. What next ? What plans have 
you made for the future ? " 

" I would humbly beseech your mi^jesty to give 
me some position in your land worthy of my sta- 
tion, such as your highness promised me." 

" You remember too many of my promises," 
said the king, shrugging his shoulders. 

" Your majesty will not grant me the promised 
position ? " said Count Weingarten, tremblingly. 

" I remember no such promise," said Frederick. 

" Men of your stamp are piud, but not rewarded. 

I have made use of your treachery ; but you are, 

• nevertheless, in my eyes a traitor, and I will have 

none such in my service." 

"Then I am lost!" said Wdngarten. "My 
honor, my good name, my future are annihilated." 

" Your honor has been weighed with gold," stud 
the king, sternly, " and I thmk I have already paid 
more for it than it was worth. Your good naiiie, 
it is true, will be from now changed into a bad 
one ; and your mother will have to blush when 
she uses it. Therefore I advise you to let it go ; 
to take another name ; to begin a new existence, 
and to found a new future." 

" A future without honor, without name, with- 
out position I " sighed Weingarten, despairingly. 

" So are men I " said the king, softly ; " inso- 
lent and stubborn when they think themselves 
secure ; cowardly and uncertain when they are in 
danger. So you were rash enough to think that 
your treacherous deeds would always remain a 
secret ? You did not think of a possible detec- 
tion, or prepare yourself for it. In treading the 
road which you have trodden, every step should 
be considered. This, it seems to me, you have 
not done. You wish to eiyoy the fruits of your 
treachery in perfect security ; but you have not 
the courage to stand before the world as a trai- 
tor. Do away with this name, which will cause 
you many dangers and insults. Fly from this 
place, where you and your deeds are known. Un- 
der a different name look for an asylum in an- 
other part of my land. Money shall not fail you ; 
and if what you have earned from me is not suf- 
ficient, turn to me, and I will lend you still more. 
I wUl not forget that to me your treachery has 
been of great use, and therefore I will not desert 
you, though I shall despise the traitor. And now, 
farewell I This is our last meeting. Call this 
afternoon upon my treasurer ; he will pay you two 
hundred louis d*or. And now go." And with a 
scornful look at Weingarten^s pale countenance, 
ne turned to the window. 



Weingarten hurried past the halls and chamber^ 
and entered Rosa's room. She read in his pale, 
sad face that he had no good news to tell her. 

" Has it all been in vain ? " said she, breatb 



"In vain?" cried he, with a scornful smile. 
"No, not in vain. The king rewarded me well ; 
much better than Judas Iscariot was rewarded. 
I have earned a large sum of money, and am still 
to receive a thousand crowns. Quiet yourself, 
Rosa ; we will be very happy, for we will have 
money. Only I must ask if the proud daughter 
of the royal castle-warder will give her hand to a 
man who can offer her no name, no position.. 
Rosa, I warn you, thmk well of what you do. 
You loved me because I was a count, and had po- 
sition to offer you. From to-day, I have no posi- 
tion, no name, no honor, no family. Like Ahas- 
uerus, I will wander wearily through the world, 
happy and thanking God if I can find a quiet spot 
where I am not known, and my name was never 
heard. There I will rest, and trust to chance for 
a name. Rosa, will you share with me this ex- 
istence, without sunshine, without honor, without 
a name ? " 

She was trembling so, that she could barely speak. 

"I have no choice," stammered she, at last ; " I 
must follow you, for my honor demands that I 
should be your wife. I must go with you ; fate 
wills it." 

With a loud shriek she fainted by his side. 
Wemgarten did not raise her ; he glanced wildly 
at the pale, lifeless woman at his feet. 

" We are both condemned," murmured he, " we 
have both lost our honor, ^d with this Cain's 
mark upon our foreheads we will wander wearily 
through the world," * 

The king, in the mean while, after Weingarten 
had left him, walked thoughtfully up and down 
his room. At times he raised his head and gazed 
with a proud, questioning glance at the sky. 
Great thoughts were at work within him. Now 
Frederick throws back his head proudly, and hia 
eyes sparkle. 

" The tune has come," said he, in a loud, full 
voice. "The hour for delay is past; now the 
sword must decide between me and my enemies." 
He rang a bell hastily, and ordered a valet to send 
a courier at once to Berlin, to call General Winter- 
feldt. General Retzow,and also Marshal Schwerm, 
to Sans-Souci. 

* Count Weingarten escaped firom all Ms troubles 
happily. He mimried his sweetheart, the daughter of 
the castie-warder, and went to Altmark, where, undet 
the name ofVels, he lived happily for many years. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

DECLARATION OV WAR. 

A FEW hours after the departure of the courier, 
the heavy moTement of wheels in the court below 
announced to the king, who was standing impa- 
tiently at his window, the arrival of the expected 
generals. In the same moment, his chamberiaiD, 
opening wide the library door, ushered them into 
his presence. 

** Ah ! '' said the king, welcoming them pleas- 
antly, "I see I am not so entirely without fnends 
as my enemies think. I have but to call, and 
Marshal Schwerin, that is, wisdom and victory, is 
at my side ; and Generals Winterfeldt and Retzow, 
that is, youth and courage, boldness and bravery, 
are ready to give me all the assistance in th^ 
power. Sirs, I thank you for coming to me at once. 
Let us be seated ; listen to what I have to say, 
and upon what earnest, important subjects I wish 
your advice.^ 

And in a few words the king first showed them 
the situation of Europe and of his own states, so 
as to prepare them for the more important sub- 
jects he had to introduce before them. 

" You will now understand,^ said he, " why I was 
so willing to make this contract with England. I 
hoped thereby to gain Russia, who is allied to 
England, to my side. But these hopes have been 
destroyed. Russia, angry with Britain for having 
allied herself to Prussia, has broken her contract. 
Bestuchef, it is true, wavered for a moment be- 
tween his love of English guineas and his hatred 
of me, but hate carried the day." 

**But, sire," said Retzow, hastily, "if your 
majesty can succeed in making a reconciliation be- 
tween France and England, you may become the 
ally of these two powerful nations. Then let Aus- 
tria, Russia, and Saxony come upon us all at 
once, we can confront them." 

"We can do that, I hope, even without the as- 
sistance of France," said the king, impetuously. 
" We must renounce all idea of help from France ; 
she is allied to Austria. What Kaunitz com- 
menced with his wisdom, Maria Theresa carried 
out with her flattery. All my enemies have de- 
termined to attack me at once. But I am ready 
for them, weapons in hand. I have been hard at 
work ; all is arranged, every preparation for the 
march of our army is nnished. And now I have 
called you together to counsel me as to where we 
can commence our attack advantageously." 

Frederick stopped speaking, and gazed earnest- 
ly at his generals, endeavoring to divine their 
thoughts* Marshal Schwerin was looking silently 



before him; a dark doud rested upon Genera. 
Retzow's brow ; but the young, handsome face oi 
Winterfeldt was sparkling with delight at tik' 
thought of war. 

"Well, marshal," siud the king, iropatieutlr, 
" what is your advice ? " 

" My advice, sire," said the old marshal, sigh- 
ing; "I see my king surrounded by threatening 
and powerful foes ; I see him alone in the midst 
of all these allied enemie?. For England may, 
perchance, send us money, but she has no soldiers 
for us, and moreover, we must assist her to de- 
fend Hanover. I cannot counsel this war^ for 
mighty enemies are around us, and Prussia stands 
alone." 

" No," said Frederick, solemnly, " Prussia stands 
not alone ! — a good cause and a good sword are 
her allies, and with them she wUl conquer. And 
now. General Retzow, let us have your opinion." 

"I agree entirely with Marshal Schwerin," s^d 
Retzow. " Like him, I think Prusda should not 
venture into this strife, because she is too weak to 
withstand such powerful adversaries." 

" You speak prudently," said Frederick, scorn- 
fully. " And now, Winterfeldt, are you also against 
this war ? " 

" No, sire," cried Wmterfeldt, " I am for the at- 
tack, and never were circumstances more favor- 
able than at present. Austria has as yet made no 
preparations for war; her armies are scattered, 
and her finances are in disorder ; and now it will 
be an easy task to attack her and subdue her sur- 
prised army." 

The king looked at him pleasantly, and turning 
to the other generals, said quietly : 

" We must not be carried away by the brave 
daring of this youth ; he is the youngest among 
us, and is, perhaps, misled by enthusiasm* But 
we old ones must reflect ; and I wished to convince 
you that I had not failed to do this. But all has 
been in vain." 

"Now is the time," said Wmterfeldt, with 
sparkling eyes, "to convince the crippled, un- 
wieldy Austrian eagle that the young eagle of 
Prussia has spread her wings, and that her claws 
are strong enough to grasp all her enemies and 
hurl them into an abyss." 

" And if the young eagle, in spite of his daring, 
should have to succumb to the superiority of nun^ 
bers," said Marshal Schwerin, sadly. "If the 
balls of his enemies should break his winga, 
thereby preventmg his flight for the future? 
Were it not better to avoid this possibility, and 
not to allow the whole world to say that Prussia, 
out of love of conquest, began a fearful war, 
which she could have avoided ? " 
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'* There is no reason in this war," swd General 
Retzow ; " for, though Austria, Saxony, and Rus- 
eia are not our friends, thej have not shown as 
yet by any open act that they are our enemies ; 
and though Austria's alliance with France sur- 
prised the world, so also did Prussia's alliance 
with England. Our soldiers will hardly know why 
they are going to battle, and they will be wanting 
in that inspiration which is necessary to excite an 
army to heroic deeds." 

"Inspkation shaL not be wanting, and my army 
OS well as yourselves shall know the many causes 
we have for this war. The reasons I have given 
you as yet have not satisfied you ? Well, then, I 
will give you others ; and, by Heaven, you will be 
content with them! You thmk Austria's unkmdly 
feelmgs to Prussia have not been shown by any 
overt act I will now prove to you that she is on 
the point of acting." And Frederick, lifting up 
some papers from his desk, continued : ** These 
papers will prove to you, what you seem deter- 
mined not to believe, namely, that Saxony, Russia, 
and France are prepared to attack Prussia with 
their combined forces, and to turn the kingdom 
of Prussia into a margraviate once more. These 
papers are authentic proofs of the dangers which 
hover over us. I will now inform you how I came 
by them, so that you may be convinced of their 
genuineness. For some time I have suspected 
that there was, amongst my enemies, an alliance 
agunst me, and that they had formed a contract 
in which they had sworn to do all in their power 
to destroy Prussia. I only needed to have my 
suspicions confirmed, and to have the proofs of 
this contract in my hands. These proofs were in 
the Saxon archives, and m the dispatches of the 
Austrian embassy. It was therefore necessary to 
get the key of these archives, and to have copies 
of these dispatches. I succeeded in doing both. 
Chance, or if you prefer it, a kind Providence, 
came to my aid. The Saxon chancellor, Reinitz, 
a former servant of General Winterfeldt, came 
from Dresden to Pottsdam to look for Winterfeldt 
and to confide to him that a friend of his, Chaur 
cellor Minzel of Dresden, had mformed him that- 
the state papers mterehanged between the court, 
of Vienna and Dresden, were kept in the Dresden 
archives, of which he had the key. Winterfeldt 
brought me this important message. Reinitz con- 
ducted the first n^otiations with Menzel, which I 
then delivered into the hands of my ambassador 
in Dresden, Count Mattzahn. Menzel was poor 
and covetous. He was therefore easily to be 
bribed. For three years Mattzahn has recdved 
copies of every dispatch that passed between the 
three courts. I am quite as well informed of all 



negotiations between Austria and France, for the 
secretary of the Austrian legation of this place, a 
Count Weingarten, gave me, for promises and 
gold, copies of all dispatches that came from Vi- 
enna and were forwarded to France. You see the 
corruption of man has borne me good fruit, and 
that gold is a magic wand which reveals all se- 
crets. And now, let us cast a hasty glance over 
these papers which I have obtained by the aid of 
treachery and bribery." 

He took one of the papers and spread it before 
the astonished generals. " You see here," he con- 
tinued, " a sample of all other negotiations. It is 
a copy of a share contract which the courts of 
Vienna and Dresden formed in 1746. They then 
regarded the decline of Prussia as so sure an oc- 
currence that they had already divided amongst 
themselves the different parts of my land. Rus- 
sia soon affixed her name also to this contract, 
and here in this document you will see that these 
three powers have sworn to attack Prussia at the 
same moment, and that for this conquest, each 
one of the named courts was to furnish sixty 
thousand men." 

While the generals were engaged in reading 
these papers, the king leaned back in his arm- 
chair, gazing keenly at Retzow and Schwerin. He 
smiled gayly as he saw Schwerin pressing his lips 
tightly together, and trying in vain to suppress a cry 
of rage, and Retzow clinching his fists vehemently. 

When the papers had been read, and Schwerin 
was preparing to speak, the king, with his head 
threwn proudly back, and gazing earnestly at his 
listeners, interrupted him, saying : 

"Now, su«, perhaps you see the dangers by 
which we are surrounded. Under the circum- 
stances, I owe it to myself, to my honor, and to 
the security of my land, to attack Austria and 
Saxony, and so to nip their abominable designs 
in the bud, before theu: allies are ready to give 
them any assistance. I am prepared, and the on- 
ly question to be answered before setUng our 
army in motion, is where to commence the attack 
to our advantage ? For the deciding of this ques* 
tion, I have called you together. I have finished, 
and now. Marshal Schwerin, it is your turn." 

The old gray warrior arose. It may be that he 
was convinced by the powerful proofs and words 
of the king, or that knowing that his will was 
law it were vain to oppose him, but he was now 
as strongly for war as the king or Winterfeldt 

" If there is to be war," sidd he, enthusiasti- 
cally, *' let us start to-morrow, take Saxony, and, 
in that land of corn, build magasdnes for the hold« 
ing of our provisions, so as to secure a way for 
our futiu-e operations in Bohemia." 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



74 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY 



" Ah ! now I recognize my old Schwerin," said 
the king, gajlj pressing the marshaPs hand. 
" No more delay I * To anticipate * is my motto, 
and shall, God willing, be Prussia's in future." 

" And our army," said Winterfeldt, with spark- 
ling eyes, " has been accustomed, for hundreds 
of years, not only to defend themselves, but also 
to attack. Ah, at last it is to be granted us to 
fight our arch-enemies in open field, mischief- 
making Austria, intriguing Saxony, barbarous 
Russia, and finally lying, luxurious France, and to 
conyince them that, though we do not fear their 
anger, we share their hatred with our whole 
hearts." 

"And you, Retzow," said the king, sternly, 
turning to the general, who was sitting silently 
with downcast head; "do your views coincide 
with Schwerin's ? Or do you still think it were 
better to wait?" 

" Yes, sire," said Retzow, sadly ; " I think de- 
lay, under the present threatening circumstances, 
would be the wisest course ; I — ^^ 

He was interrupted by the entrance of a valet, 
who approached the king, and whispered a few 
words to him. 

Frederick turned smilingly to the generals. 
" The princes, my brothers, have arrived," said 
he ; " they were to be here at this hour to hear 
the result of our consultation. And, it strikes me, 
they arrive at the right moment. The princes 
may enter." 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE KINO AND HIS BROTHERS. 

The door was thrown open and the princes en- 
tered. First came the Prince of Prussia, whose 
pale, dejected countenance was to-day paler and 
sadder than usual. Then Prince Henry, whose 
quick, bright eyes were fixed inquiringly on Gen- 
eral Retzow. The general shrugged his shoulders, 
and shook his head. Prince Henry must have 
understood these movements, for his brow became 
clouded, and a deep red suffhsed his countenance. 
The king, who had seen this, laughed mockingly, 
and let the princes approach very close to him, 
before addressing them. 

" Sirs," said he, " I have called you here, be- 
cause I have some important news to communi- 
cate. The days of peace are over, and war is at 
hand!" 

" War ! and with whom ? " said the Prince of 
Prussia, earnestly. 

" War with our enemies ! " cried the king. 



"War with those who have sworn Prussia's de 
struction. War with Austria, France, Saxony 
and Russia I" 

"That is impossible, my brother," cried the 
prince, angrily. " You cannot dream of waning 
against such powerM nations. You cannot be- 
lieve in the possibility of victory. Powerful and 
mighty as your spirit is, it will have to succranb 
before the tremendous force opposed to it. Oh ! 
my brother! my king ! be merdful to yonrself, 
to us, to our country. Do not desire the impossi- 
ble ! Do not venture into the stormy sea of war, 
to fight with your firail barks agtunst the powerful 
men of war that your enemies will direct against 
you. We cannot be victorious! Preserve to 
your coimtry your own precious life, and that of 
her brave sons." 

The king's eyes burned with anger ; they were 
fixed with an expression of deep hatred upon the 
prince. 

" Truly, my brother," said he, in a cold, cutting 
tone, " fear has made you eloquent. You speak 
as if inspired." 

A groan escaped the prince, and he laid his 
hand unwittingly upon his sword. He was deadly 
pale, and his lips trembled so violently, that he 
could scarcely speak. 

" Fear ! " said he, slowly. " That is an accusa- 
tion which none but the king would dare to bring 
against me, and of which I will clear myself, if it 
comes to this unhappy war which your majesty 
proposes, and which I now protest against, in the 
name of my rights, my children, and my country." 

"And I," said Prince Henry, earnestly — ^**I 
also protest against this war ! Have pity on us, 
my king. Much as I thirst for renown and glory, 
often as I have prayed to (jod to grant me an oc- 
casion to distinguish myself, I now swear to sub- 
due forever this craving for renown, if it can only 
be obtained at the price of this frightful, useless 
war. You stand alone ! Without allies, it is im- 
possible to conquer. Why, then, brave certain 
ruin and destruction ? " 

The king's countenance was frightful to look 
at; his eyes were flashing with rage, and his 
voice was like thunder, it was so loud and threat- 
ening. 

" Enough of this ! " said he ; " you were called 
here, not to advise, but to receive my commands. 
The brother has heard you patiently, but now the 
King of Prussia stands before you, and demands 
of you obedience and submission. We are going 
to battle; this is settled; and your complaints 
and fears will not alter my determination. But 
all those who fear to follow me on the battle-field, 
have my permission to remain at home, and pass 
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their time in love idyls. Who, amongst tou all, 
prefers this ? Let him speak, and he shall follow 
his own inclinations." 

" None of us could do that," said Prince Henry, 
passionately. ** If the King of Prussia calls his 
soldiers, they will all come and follow their chief- 
tain joyfully, though they are marching to certwn 
death. I have already given you my personal 
opinion; it now rests with me to obey you, as a 
soldier, as a subject. This I will do joyfully, with- 
out complaining." 

" I also," said Prince Augustus "William, ear- 
nestly. " Like my brother, I will know how to sub- 
due my own opinions and fears, and to follow in 
silent obedience my king and my chieftain." 

The king threw a glance of hatred upon the 
pale, disturbed countenance of the prince. 

" You will go where I command you," said he, 
sharply ; and not giving the prince time to an- 
swer, he turned abruptly to Marshal Schwerin. 

" Well, marshal, do you wish for a furlough, 
during this war ? You heard me say I would re- 
fuse it to no one." 

"I demand nothing of your majesty, but to 
take part in the first battle against your enemies. 
I do not ask who they are. llie hour for consul- 
tation is past ; it is now time to act. Let us to 
work, and that right quickly." 

" Yes, to battle, sire," cried Retzow, earnestly. 
" As soon as your majesty has said that this war 
is irrevocable, your soldiers must have no further 
doubts, and they will follow you jojrfujly, to con- 
quer or to die." 

, "And you, Winterfeldt," said the king, taking 
his favorite's hand tenderly; "have you nothing 
to say? Or have the Prince of Prussia's fears 
infected you, and made of you a coward ? " 

" Ah, no ! sire," said Winterfeldt, pressing the 
king's hand to his breast ; " how could my courage 
fail, when it is Prussia's hero king that leads to 
battle ? How can I be otherwise than joyous and 
confident of victory, when Frederick calls us to 
fight against his wicked and arrogant enemies ? 
No ! I have no fears ; God and the true cause is 
on our side." 

Prince Henry approached nearer to the king, 
and looking at him proudly, he said : 

"Sire, you asked General Winterfeldt if he 
shared the Prince of Prussia's fears. He says no ; 
but I will beg your majesty to remember, that I 
share entirely the sentiments of my dear and noble 
brother." 

As he finished, he threw an angry look at Gen- 
eral Winterfeldt. The latter commenced a fierce 
rejoinder, but was stopped by the kmg. 

"Be still, Wmterfeldt," he said; "war has as 



yet not been declared, and till then, let there at 
least be peace in my own house." Then ap- 
proaching Prince Henry, and laying his hand on 
his shoulder, he said kindly : " We will not exas- 
perate each other, my brother. You have a noble, 
generous soul, and no one would diire to doubt 
your courage. It grieves me that you do not 
share my views as to the necessity of this war, 
but I know that you will be a firm, helpful friend, 
and share with me my dangers, my burdens, and 
if God wills it, also my victory." 

" Not I alone will do this," cried Prince Henry, 
"but also my brother, Augustus William, the 
Prince of Prussia, whose heart is not less brave, 
whose courage — ^" 

" Hush, Henry ! I pray you," said the Prince of 
Prussia, sadly ; " speak not of my courage. By 
defending it, it would seem that it had been 
doubted, and that is a humiliation which I would 
stand from no one." 

The king appeared not to have heard these 
words. He took some papers from the table by 
which he was standing, and said : 

" All that remains to be told you now, is that I 
agree with Marshal Schwerin. We will commence 
the attack in Saxony. To Saxony, then, gentle- 
men I But, until the day before the attack, let us 
keep even the question of war a secret." 

Then, with the paper under his arm, he passed 
through the saloon and entered his library. 

There was a long pause after he left. The 
Prince of Prussia, exhausted by the storm which 
had swept over his soul, had withdrawn to one of 
the windows, where he was hid from view by the 
heavy satin damask curtains. 

Prince Henry, standing alone in the middle of 
the room, gazed after his brother, and a deep sigh 
escaped him. Then turning to Retzow, he said : 

" You would not, then, fulfil my brother's and 
my own wishes ? " 

" I did all that was in my power, prince," said 
the general, sighing. "Your highness did not 
wish this war to take place ; you desired me, if 
the king asked for my advice, to tell him that we 
were too weak, and should therefore keep the 
peace. Well, I said this, not only because you de- 
sired it, but because it was also my own opinion. 
But the king's will was unalterable. He has med- 
itated this war for years. Years ago, with Win- 
terfeldt's aid, he drew all the plans and made 
every other arrangement" 

" Winterfeldt ! " murmured the prince to him- 
self, " yes, Wmterfeldt is the fiend whose whispers 
have misled the king. We suspected this long 
ago, but we had to bear it' in silence, for we could 
not prevent it" 
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And giving his passionate nature full plaj, he 
Approached General Winterfeldt, who was whis- 
pering to Marshal Schwerin. 

"You can rejoice, general," said the prince, 
" for now you can take your private revenge on 
the Empress of Russia." 

Wimterfeldt encountered the princess angry 
glance with a quiet, cheerful loolc 

"Your highness does me too much honor in 
thinking that a poor soldier, such as I am, could 
be at enmity with a royal empress. What could 
this Russian empress have done to me, that could 
call for revenge on my part ? " 

"What has she done to you ? " said the prince, 
with a mocking smile. " Two things, which man 
finds hardest to forgive ! She outwitted you, and 
took your riches from you. Ah I general, I fear 
this war will be in vain, and that you will not be 
able to take your wife*s jewels from St. Petersburg, 
where the empress retains them." 

Wlnterfeldt subdued his anger, and replied: 
" You have related us a beautiful fairy tale, prince, 
a tale from the Arabian Nights, in which there is 
a talk of jewels and glorious treasures, only that 
in this tale» instead of the usual dragon, an em- 
press guards them. I acknowledge that I do not 
understand your highness." 

"But I understand you perfectly, general. I 
know your ambitious and proud plans. You wish 
to make your name renowned. General, I con- 
sider you are much in fault as to thb war. You 
were the king's confidant — ^you had your spies 
everywhere, who, for heavy rewards, imparted to 
you the news by which you stimulated the king." 

"If in your eyes," said Winterfeldt, proudly, 
" it is wrong to spend your gold to find out the in- 
trigues of your own, your king's, and your coun- 
try's enemies, I acknowledge that I am in fault, 
and deserve to be punished. Yes, everywhere I 
have had my spies, and thanks to them, the king 
knows Saxony's, Austria's,, and Russia's inten- 
tions. I pidd these spies with my own gold. Your 
highness may thus percdve that I am not entire- 
ly dependent on those jewels of my wife which 
are said to be in the Empress of Russia's posses- 
sion." 

At this moment the Trince of Prussia, who had 
been a silent witness to this scene, approached 
General Winterfeldt. 

"General," said he, in a loud, solemn voice, 
** you are the cause of this unfortunate war which 
will soon devastate our poor land. The respon- 
sibility falls upon your head, and woe to you if 
this war, caused by your ambition, should be the 
ruin of our beloved country I I would, if there 
were no punishment for you on earth, accuse you 



before the throne of God, and the blood of toe 
slaughtered sons of my country, the blood of my 
future -subjects, would cry to Heaven for revenge ! 
Woe to you if this war should be the rain of 
Prussia I " repeated Prince Henry. " I could nev- 
er for^ve that; I would hold your ambition re 
sponsible for it, for you have access to the king's 
heart, and instead of dissipating his distrost against 
these foreign nations, you have endeavored to 
nourish it — instead of softening the king's anger, 
you have given it fresh food." 

" What I have done," cried Winterfeldt, sol- 
emnly raising his right hand heavenward — ** what 
I have done was done firom a feeling of duty, 
from love of my country, and from a firm, un- 
shaken trust in my king's star, which cannot fade, 
but must become erw more and more resplendent ! 
May God punish me if I have acted from other and 
less noble motives I " 

" Yes, may God punish you — ^may He not re- 
venge your crime upon our poor country I *' said 
Prince Augustus William. " I have said my last 
upon this sad subject From now on, my private 
opinions are subdued — ^I but obey the king's com- 
mands. What he requires of me shaU be done— 
where he sends me I will go, without questioning 
or considering, but quietly and obediently, as it 
becomes a true soldier. I hope that you, my 
brother. Marshal Schwerin, and General Betzow, 
will follow my example. The king has command- 
ed — we have but to obey cheerfully." 

Then, arm in arm, the princes left the audience- 
room and returned to Berlin. 



CHAPTER X. 

THE LAUREL-BRANCH. 

While this last scene was passing in the audi- 
ence-room, the king had retired to his study, and 
was walking up and down in deep thought. His 
countenance was stem and sorrowful — a dark 
cloud was upon his brow — ^his lips were dghtly 
pressed together — ^powerful emotions were dis- 
turbing bis whole being. He stopped suddenly, 
and raising his head proudly, seemed to be listen- 
ing to the thoughts and suggestions of his souL 

" Yes," sa^d he, " these were his very words : 
* I protest against this war in the name of my 
rights, my children, and my country ! ' Ah, it is a 
pleasant thought to him that he is to be hdr tc 
my throne. He imagines that he has rights be* 
yond those that I grant him, and that he can pro- 
test against an acti<Hi of mine ! He is a rebel, a 
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traitor He dares to think of the time when I 
will be gone— of the time when he or his children 
will wear this crown I I feel that I hate him as 
mj father hated me because I was bis heir, and 
because the sight of me always reminded hun of 
his death I Yes, I hate hun ! This effeminate 
boy will disturb the great work which I am en- 
deavoring to perform. Under his weak hands, 
this Prussia, which I would make great and power- 
ful, will fall to pieces, and all my battles and con- 
quests will be in vain. He will not know how to 
make use of them. I will make of my Prussia a 
mighty and much-feared nation. And if I suc- 
ceed, by giving up my every thought to this one 
object, then my brother will come and destroy 
this work which has cost me such pain and trou- 
ble. Prussia needs a strong, active king, not an 
efifeminate boy who passes his life in sighing for 
his lost love and in grumbling at fate for making 
him the son of a king. Yes, I feel that I hate 
him, for I foresee that he will be the destroyer of 
my great work. But no, no — ^I do him wrong," 
said the king, " and my suspicious heart sees, per- 
haps, things that are not. Ah, has it gone so far? 
Must I, also, pay the tribute which princes give 
for their pitiful splendor? I suspect the heir 
to my throne, and see in him a secret enemy ! 
Mistrust has already thrown hejr shadow upon 
my soul, and made it dark and troubled. Ah, 
there will come a cold and dreary night for me, 
when I shall stand alone in the midst of all my 
glory!" 

His head fell upon his breast, and he remained 
silent and immovable. 

" And am I not alone, now ? " said he, and in 
his voice there was a soft and sorrowful sound. 
" My brothers are against me, because they do 
not understand me ; my sisters fear me, and, be- 
cause this war will disturb their peace and com- 
fort, will hate me. My mother's heart has cooled 
toward me, because I will not be influenced by 
her; and Elizabeth Christine, whom the world 
calls my wife, weeps in solitude over the heavy 
chains which bind her. Not one of them loves 
me! — ^not one believes in me, and in my fu- 
ture ! " 

The king, given up to these melancholy thoughts, 
did not hear a knock at his door ; it was now re- 
peated, and so loudly, that he could not but hear it. 
He hastened to the door and opened it Winter- 
feldt was there, with a sealed paper in his hand, 
which he gave to the king, begging him at the 
game time to excuse this interruption. 

" It is the best thing you could have done," 
said the king, entering his room, and signing to 
Ihe general to follow him. " I was in bad com- 1 
6 



pany, with my own sorrov^ful thoughts, and it ia 
good that you came to dissipate them." 

" This letter will know well how to do that," 
said Winterfeldt, handing him the packet; ^*a 
courier brought it to me from Berlin." 

"Letters from my sister Wilhelmina, from 
Italy," said the king, joyfully breaking the seal, 
and unfolding the papers. 

There were several sheets of paper closely writ- 
ten, and between them lay a small, white packet. 
The king kept the latter in his hand, and com- 
menced reading eagerly. As he read, the dark, 
stem expression gradually left his countenance. 
His brow was smooth and calm, and a soft, beau- 
tiful smile ;-layed about his lips. He finished the 
letter, and throwing it hastily aside, tore open the 
package. In it was a laurel-branch, covered with 
beautiful leaves, which looked as bright and green 
as if they had just been cut. The king . raised it, 
and looked at it tenderly. 

" Ah, my friend," said he, with a beaming smile, 
"see how kind Providence is to me! On this 
pamful day she sends me a glorious token, a lau- 
rel-branch. My sister gathered it for me on my 
birthday. Do you know where, my friend ? Bow 
your head, be all attention ; for know that it Is a 
branch from the laurel-tree that grows upon Vir- 
gil's grave ! Ah, my friend, it seems to me as if 
the great and glorious spirits of the olden ages 
were greeting me with this laurel which ' came 
from the grave of one of their greatest poets. My 
sister sends it to me, accompanied by some beau- 
tiful verses of her own. An old fable says thai, 
these laurels grew spontaneously upon Virgil's 
grave, and that they are indestructible. May this 
be a blessed omen for me t I greet you, Virgil's 
holy shadow ! I bow down before you, and kiss 
in all humility your ashes, which have been turned 
into laurels!" 

Thus speakmg, the king bowed his head, and 
pressed a fervent kiss upon the laurel He then 
handed it to Wmterfeldt. 

" Do likewise, my fHend,'* said he ; " your lips 
are worthy to touch this holy branch, to inhale 
the odor of these leaves which grew upon Virgil's 
grave. Kiss this branch — and now let us swear 
to become worthy of this kiss ; swear that in this 
war, which will soon begin, laurels shall either 
rest upon our brows or upon our graves I " 

Winterfeldt havmg sworn, repeated these words 
afler him. 

" Amen ! " said the king ; " God and Virgil havfl 
heard us." 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE BALL AT COUNT BRUHL'S. 

Count Bruhl, first minister to the King of 
Saxonj) gave to-day a magnificent file in his pal- 
ace, in honor of his wife, whose birthday it was. 
The feast was to be honored by the presence of 
the King of Poland, the Prince Elector of Saxony, 
Augustus III, and Maria Josephine, his wife. 
This was a fiiror which the proud queen granted 
to her favorite for the first time. For she who 
had instituted there the stem Spanish etiquette to 
which she had been accustomed at the court of 
her father, Joseph I., had never taken a meal at 
the table of one of her subjects ; so holy did she 
consider her royal person, that the ambassadors 
of foreign powers were not permitted to sit at the 
same table with her. Therefore, at every feast at 
the court of Dresden, there was a small table set 
apart for the royal family, and only the prime 
minister, Count Briihl, was deserving of the honor 
to eat with the king and queen. This was a cus- 
tom which pleased no one so well as the count 
himself, for it insured him from the danger that 
some one might approach the royal pair, and in- 
form them of some occurrence of which the count 
wished them to Vemain in ignorance. 

There were many slanderers in this wretched 
kingdom — ^many who were envious of the count's 
high position — ^many who dared to believe that 
the minister employed the king's favor for his 
own good, and not for that of bis country. They 
said that be alone lived luxuriously in this miser- 
able land, while the people hungered; that he 
spent every year over a million of thalers. They 
declared that he bad not less than five millions 
now lyhig in the banks of Rotterdam, Venice, and 
Marseilles ; others said that he bad funds to the 
amount of seven millions. One of these calum- 
niators might possibly approach the king's table 
and whisper into the royal ear his wicked slan- 
ders ; one of these evil-doers might even have the 
audacity to make his unrighteous compliunts to 
the queen. This it was that caused Count Bruhl 
to tremble ; this it was that robbed him of sleep 
at night, of peace by day, this fear of a possible 



He was well acquainted with the history of 
Count Lerma, minister to King Philip IV. of 
Spain. Lerma was also the ruler of a king, and 
reigned over Spain, as Bruhl over Saxony. All 
had succumbed to his power and influence, even 
the royal family trembled when he firowned, and 
felt themselves honored by his smile. What was 
it that caused the ruin of this all-powerful, irre- 



proachable favorite f A little note which King 
Philip found between his napkin one daj, upon 
which was this address: *' To Philip FV., once 
Kmg of Spafai, and Master of both the Indies, but 
now in the service of Count Lerma ! " Thid it 
was that caused the count's ruin ; Philip was en- 
raged by this note, and the powerful fiLYorite M 
into disgrace. 

Count Br&hl knew this history, and was on his 
guard. He knew that even the air which he 
breathed was pdsooed by the malice of his ene- 
mies; that those who paused in the streets to 
greet him reverentially when he passed in his 
gilded carriage, cursed him in their inmost hearts; 
that those friends who pressed his hanid and aung 
songs in his praise, would become his bitterest 
enanies so soon as he ceased paying for thdr 
friendship with position, with pensions, with Inm- 
ors, and with orders. He sp^it hundreds of thou- 
sands yeariy to gain firiends and admirers, but still 
he Tvas in constant fear that some aiemj would 
undermine him. This had indeed once hap- 
pened. During the thne that the king's fiivor 
was shared equally with Count Briih], Coont Sul- 
kovsky, and Count Hennicke, whilst playing 
cards, a piece of gold was given to the king, upcm 
which was represented the crown of Poland, rest- 
ing upon the shoulders of three men, with the fol- 
lowing inscription : ** There are three of us, twe 
pages and one lackey I " The King of Poland was 
as much enraged by this satirical piece of gold as 
was the King of Spain by his satirical note. Bat 
Count BrUhl succeeded in turning the king's an- 
ger upon the two other shoulder-bearers of his 
crown. Counts Sulkovsky and Hennicke fdl into 
disgrace, and were banished from the court; 
Count Briihl remained, and reigned as absduto 
master over Poland and Saxony ! 

But reigning, he still trembled, and therefore he 
favored the queen's fancy for the strictest eti- 
quette; therefore, no one but Count Briihl was 
to eat at tbe royal table ; he hunself took their 
napkins fix)m their plates and handed them to the 
royal couple ; no one was to approach the sorer- 
eigns who was not hitroduced by the prune minis- 
ter, who was at once master of ceremonies, fidd- 
marshal, and grand chamberlain, and. received for 
each of these difi'erent posts a truly royal salary. 
Etiquette and the fears of the powerful favorite 
kept the royal pahr almost prisoners. 

But for to-day etiquette was to be done away 
with ; the crowned heads were to be gradous, so 
as to lend a new glory to their favorite's house. 
To-day the count was fearless, for there was no 
danger of a traitor behig among his guests. Hii 
wife and himself had drawn up the list of invita 
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dons. But still, as there might pbssibly be 
those among them who hated the comit, and 
would very gladly injure him, he had ordered 
some of the best paid of his friends to watoh all 
suspicious characters, not to leave them alone for 
a moment, and not to overlook a single word of 
theirs. Of course, it was understood that the 
count and his wife must remain continually at the 
side of the king and queen, that all who wished to 
speak to them must first be introduced by the 
host or hostess. 

The count was perfectly secure to-day, and 
therefore gay and happy. H^e had been looking 
at the different arrangements for this feast, and he 
saw with delight that they were Such as to do 
honor to his house. It was to be a summer festi- 
val; the ^itire palace hfid been turned into a 
greenhouse, that served pnly for an entrance to 
the actual scene of festivities^ This was the im- 
mense garden. Jn the midst of the rarest and 
most beautiful groups of flowers, immense tents 
were raised ; they were of rich, heavy silk, and 
were festooned at the sides with golden cords and 
tassels. Apart &om these was a smaller one, 
which outshone them all in magnificence. The 
roof of this fent rested upon eight pillars of gold ; 
it was composed of a dark-red velvet, over which a 
slight gauze, worked with gold and silver stars, 
was gracefully arranged. Upon the table below 
this. canopy, which rested upon a rich Turkish 
carpet, there was a heavy service of gold, and the 
most exquisite Venetian glass ; the immense pyr^ 
amid in the middle of the taMewas a master-work 
of Benevenuto GeUini, for which the count had 
paid in Rome one hundred thousand thalers. 
There were but seven seats, for no one was to eat 
at this table but the royal paar, the prince-elector 
and his wife, the Prince Xavier, and the Count 
and Countess BriihL This was^ a new triumph 
that the count had prepared for himself; he wished 
his guests to see the exclusive royal poiation he 
occupied. And no one eould remain in ignorance 
of this triumph, for from every part of the garden 
the royal tent could bo seen, being erected upon 
a slight emmence. It was like a scene from fidry- 
land. There were rushing cascades, beautiAil 
marble statues, arbors and bowers, in which were 
birds of every color from every clime. Behind a 
group of trees was a lofty structure of the purest 
marble, a shell, borne aloft by gigantic Tritons and 
mermaids, in which there was room for fifty mur 
■icians, who were to fill the air with sweet sounds, 
and never to become so loud' as to weary the ear 
or disturb conversation. 

If the tents, the rushing cascades, the rare 
fiowers, the many-eolored bbds, were a beautiful 



sight by daylight, how much more entrancing it 
would be at night, when iliununated by thousands 
of brilliant lamps ! 

The count, having taken a last look at the a^ 
rangements and seen that they were perfect, now 
retired to his rooms, and there, with the aid of his 
twelve valets, he commenced his toilet The 
countess had alredy been in the hands of her 
Parisian eoifftur for some hours. 

The count wore a mat of blue velvet. The 
price of embroidery in silver and pearls on his 
coat would have furnished hundreds of wretched^ 
starving failles with bread. His diamond shoe- 
buckles would ahnosi haTe Sufficed to pay the 
army, which had gone unpjud for months. When 
his toilet was finished, he entered his study to de 
vote a few moments, at least, to his public duties, 
and to read those letters wluch to-day's post had 
brought him from aU parts of the world, and 
which his secretary was accustomed to place in 
his study at this hour. He took a letter, broke 
the seal hastily, and skimming over it quickly, 
threw it aside and opened another, to read anew 
the complaints, the prayers, the flatteries, the as- 
surances of love, of his corr^pondents. But none 
of them were calculated to compel the minister's 
attention. He had long ago hardened his heart 
against prayers and complaints ; as for flattery, he 
well knew that he had to pay for it with pen- 
sions, with position, with titles, with orders, etc., 
etc. But it seemed as if the letters were not all 
of the usual sort, for the expression of indiffer^ 
ence which had rested upon his comrt^ance 
while reading the others, had vanished and given 
I^ace to one of a very diflferent character. This 
letter was from Elemming, the Saxon ambassa- 
dor in Berlin, and contamed strange, wild rumors. 
The King of Prussia, it seemed, had left Berlin 
the day before, with all the princes and his staff 
officers, and no one knew exactly where he was 
going I Rumor said, though, that he and bis army 
were marching toward Saxony I After reading 
this. Count Briihl broke into a loud laugh. 

" Well," said he, " it must be granted that this 
little poet-king, Frederick, has the art of telling 
the most delightful fairy-tales to his subjects, and 
of investing every action of his with the greatest 
importance. Ali, Margrave of Brandenburg! we 
will soon be in a condition to take your usurped 
crown fix)m your head. Parade as much as you 
like — make the world believe in you and your ab- 
surd manoeuvres — the day will soon come when 
she will but see in you a poor kn^ht with naught 
but his title of marquis." With a triumphant 
smile he threw down the letter and grasped the 
next 
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" Another from Flemming ? " said he. " Why, 
truly, the good count is becomiug fond of writing. 
Ah," said he, after reading it carelessly, " more 
warnings I He declares that the Emg of Prussia 
intends attacking Saxony — that he is now already 
at our borders. He then adds, that the king is 
aware of the contract which we and our friends 
have signed, swearing to attack Prussia simultane- 
ously. Well, my good Flemming, there is not much 
wisdom needed to tell me that if the king knows 
of our contract, he will be all the more on his 
guard, and will make preparations to defend him- 
self; for he would not be so foolhardy as to at- 
tempt to attack our three united armies. No, no. 
Our regiments can remdn quietiy in Poland — ^the 
seventeen thousand men here will answer all pur- 
poses. 

" There is but one more of these begging let- 
ters," said he, opening it, but throwing it aside 
without reading it. Out of it fell a folded piece 
of paper. " Why," said the count, taking it up, 
^Hhese are verses. Has Flemming^s fear of the 
Prussian khag made a poet of him ? " He opened 
it and read aloud : 

" * A piece of poetry which a friend, Baron Poll- 
nitz, gave me yesterday. The author is the King 
of Prussia.' 

" Well," said the count, laughing, " a piece of 
poetry about me— the king does me great honor. 
Let us see ; perhaps these verses can be read at 
the table to-day, and cause some . amusement. 
* Ode to Count Briihl,' with this inscription : *7? ne 
faut pas 8*inquieter de VavmirJ That is a wise 
philosophical sentence, which nevertheless did 
not spring from the brain of his Prussian mcges- 
ty. And now for the verses." And straightening 
the paper before him, he commenced : 

** Esclave inalheTirenx de la haute fortune, 
D'un rol trop indolent sonveraln absoln. 
Surcharge de travaox dont le sotn rimportone, 
Bruhl, qnitte des grandeors Tembarras superflu. 

An Bein de ton opulence 

Je vols le Dlen des onnnls, 

Et dans ta magniflcence 

Le repos fitlt tes nuits. 

** Descend de ce palals dont le snpcrbe falte 
Domlne sur la Saxe, s'^ldvent anx cieuz. 
Woii ton esprit craintif coi^nre la tempcte 
Qne Bonldve Ma conr nn peuple d^envienx; 

Vols cette grondenr fragile 

Et cesse enfin d'admirer 

L'^clat pompenx d^nne ville 

Oil tout feint de t'adorer." • 

The count's voice had at first been loud, pa- 
thetic, and slightly ironical, but it became gradu- 
ally lower, and sank at last almost to a whisper. 
A deep, angry red sufEused his face, as he read 
* See note, page 800. 



on. Again his voice became louder as he read Um 
last two verses : 

** Connaiasez U Fortune inconstante et 16gdre; 
La perflde se plait anx pins cmelB revers. 
On la volt abuser le aage, le vulgalre, 
Joner Innolemment tout oe fiiible uni vers ; 

Aujonrdliui o^est sur ma t^te 

Qn*elle r6pand des foveura, 

D^ demaln elle s^apprdte 

A les emporter aiUeurs. 

'*Fixe-t-elle sur moi sa bizarre inconstance, 
Mon coeur lui saura gr6 du bien qu^elle me Cait 
Veut-elle en d^autres lieux marquer sabienveiUance. 
Je lui remets ses dons sans cbagrin, sans regret 

Plein d'une vertu plus forte 

J'^pouse la pauvreto 

Si pour dot eUe m'apporte 

Uhonneur et la probity.** 

The paper fell from the count's hand and he 
looked at it thoughtfully. An expression of deep 
emotion rested upon his countenance, which, in 
spite of his fifty years, could still be called hand- 
some — as he repeated m a low, trembUng voice: 

•* «r^pouse la pauvreto, 
Si pour dot elle m^apportd 
L'honneur et la probit6.** 

The sun coming through the window rested up- 
on his tall form, causing the many jewels upon 
his garments to sparkle like stars on the blue 
background, enveloping him in a sort of glory. He 
had repeated for the third time, " J'*epou9e la pen*- 
vretSy^ when the door leading to his wife's apart- 
ments was opened, and the countess entered in 
the full splendor of her queenly toilet, sparkling 
with jewels. The count was startied by her en- 
trance, but he now broke out into a loud, mock- 
ing laugh. 

"Truly, countess,'* said he, "you could not 
have found a better moment to interrupt me. For 
the last half hour my thoughts have been given 
up to sentiment Wonderful dreams have been 
chasing each other through my brain. But you 
have again shown yourself my good angel, Anto- 
nia, by dissipating these painful thoughts." He 
pressed a fervent kiss upon her hand, then look- 
ing at her with a beanong countenance, he said : 

"How beautiful you are, Antonia; you must 
have found that mysterious river which, if bathed 
in, insures perpetual youth and beauty.*' 

"Ah I" said the countess, smilmg, "all know 
that no one can flatter so exquisitely as Count 
BriihL" 

" But I am not always paid with the same coin, 
Antonia," said the count, earnestly. "Look at 
this poem, that the King of Prussia has written 
of me. Truly, there is no flattery in it.** 

While reading, the countess's countenance was 
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oerfectly clear ; not the sL'ghtest cloud was to be 
seen upon her brow. 

" Do you not think it a good poem ? " said she, 
tndiflferently, 

"Well," said he, "I must acknowledge that 
there was a certain fire in it that touched my 
heart." 

" I find it stupid," said she, sternly, " There is 
but one thing in it that pleases me, and that is 
the title— *7Z ne faui pas sHnquieter de Vavenir.^ 
The little King of Prussia has done well to choose 
this for his motto, for without it, it strikes me, 
his peace would be forever gone, for his future 
will surely be a humiliating one.*' 

The count laughed. 

" How true that is ! " said he ; " and a just an- 
swer to his stupid poem. Speak of something 
else." 

He tore the paper into small pieces, which, with 
a graceful bow, he laid at the feet of the countess. 

" A small sacrifice," said he, " which I bring to 
my goddess. Tread upon it, and destroy the 
king's words with your fairy foot." 

The countess obeyed him, laughingly. 

" But now, count," said she, " we will, for a 
moment, speak of graver things. I have received 
letters from London — from our son. Poor Henry 
is in despair, and he has requested me to inter- 
cede for him. You were always very stem with 
him, my friend, therefore he fears your anger, now 
that he has been a little imprudent." 
^ "Well, what is it?" said the count; "I hope 
it is no duel, for that would make me extremely 
angry." 

" It is nothing of that kind. His imprudence 
is of another sort. He is in want of money." 

"Money!" said the count, in amazement; 
" Why, barely a month ago, I sent him six hun- 
dred thousand thalers. That, and what he took 
with him, three months ago, is quite a large sum, 
for it amounts to more than a million of thalers." 

"But, my dear husband, in England every thing 
is so dear I and there, to move amongst and im- 
press those rich lords, he must really have more. 
It seems that our Charles Joseph has fallen in 
love with a lady whom all London worships for 
her surpassmg beauty. But she, having a cold 
heart, will listen to no one. She laughs at those 
who flatter her, and will receive no presents. She 
seemed an invincible fortress, but our son, thanks 
to stratagem, has taken it." 

"I am curious to know how," said the count, 
laughing. 

"He played a game of ^carte with her. He 
played for notes to the amoimt of ten pounds, 
and, at first, Charles won, much to the displeasure 



of the proud lady, who did not relish being beaten, 
even in a game of cards. Charles, perceiving this, 
played badly. The lady won from him eighty 
thousand pounds." 

"Eighty thousand pounds," cried the count, 
** why, that is a half a million of thalers ! " 

"And do you mean to say," said the countess, 
angrily, " that that is too much to gain the favor 
of a beautiful lady?" 

" No ! it is not too much ; but it is certainly 
enough. I hope, at least, it was not in vain." 

"No, no! and London is now raving about 
the intellectual, genial, and generous son of Count 
Briihl. I trust, count, that you instantly sent 
him a check." . 

" Yes," said the coutit, shrugging his shoulders. 
" But, countess, if the king were to hear this story, 
it would cause much evil ; for you know that he 
believes in economy ; luckily for me, he believes 
me to be an economical man. Those enemies who 
would not dare to accuse us, would have no fears 
of saying evil of our son ; he will certainly hear 
this eighty-thousand-pound story." 

" We will tell hun omrselves, but say that the 
story is much exaggerated." 

" What a wonderful woman you are, Antonia ! " 
said her husband ; "your counsel is wise ; we win 
follow it" 

At this moment a slight knocking wds heard at 
the door, and the secretary entered with a sealed 
letter. 

" A courier from Torgau just arrived with this 
from the conmiandant." 

The count's brow became clouded. 

" Business ! forever business 1 " said he. " How 
dared you annoy me with this, upon the birthday 
of my wife?" 

" Pardon, your excellency ; but the courier 
brought with this packet such strange news, that 
I ventured to disturb you, to communicate—" 

The beating of drums and the thunder of can- 
non interrupted him. 

" The king and queen are now entering their 
carriage," cried the count. "No more busmess 
to-day, my friend. It will keep till to-morrow. 
Come, Antonia, we must welcome their majesties." 
And taking his wife's hand, he passed out of the 
study. 



CHAPTER XII. 

THE INTERRUPTED FEAST. 

As the Count Briihl and his wife entered th« 
saloon, it almost seemed as if they were the royal 
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eouple for whom all this company was waiting. 
Every one of any rank or position in Dresden was 
present There were to be seen tbe gold and sil- 
ver embroidered uniforms of generals and ambas- 
sadors ; jewelled stars were sparkling upon many 
breasts; the proudest, loveliest women of the 
court, bearing the noblest SaxOn names, were 
there, accompanied by princes, counts, dukes, and 
barons, and one and all were bowing reverentially 
to the count and his wife. And now, at a sign 
from the grand chamberlain, the pages of the 
countess, clothed in garments embroidered with 
silver and pearls, approached to carry her tram ; 
beside them were the count^s officers, followed by 
all the noble guests. Thus they passed through 
tbe third room, where the scrvsmts of the house, 
numbering upward of two hundred, were placed 
in military order, and then on until they came to 
the grand entrance, which had been turned into a 
floral temple. 

The royal equipage was at the gate ; the host 
and hostess advanced to welcome the king and 
queen, whose arrival bad been announced by the 
roar of cannon. 

The king passed through the beautiful avenue, 
and greeted the company placed on either side of 
lum, gayly. Tbe queen, sparkling with diam<mds, 
fordng herself also to smile, was at his side ; and 
as their miy'esties passed on, saying here and there 
a kmd, merry word, it seemed as if the sun had 
just risen over all these noble, rich, and powerful 
guests. This was reflected upon every countenance. 

The gods had demanded from Olympus to &vor 
these mortals with th^ presence, and to enjoy 
themselves among them. And truly, even a king 
might spend some happy hours in this delightful 
garden. 

The air was so soft and mild, so sweet from the 
odor of many flowers ; the rustling of the trees 
was accompanied by soft whispers of music that 
seemed floating like angels' wings upon the air. 
Every countenance was sparkling with happiness 
and content, and the king could but take the flat- 
tering unction to his soul that all his subjects were 
equally as happy as the SlUe by which he was sur- 
rounded. 

Pleased with this thought and delighted with all 
the arrangements for the y^, the king gave him- 
B&f up to an ei\joyment which, though somewhat 
clouding his character as a deity, was immensely 
gratifying to him. 

He abandoned himself to the delights of the ta- 
ble ! He devoured with a sort of amiable aston- 
ishment the rare and choice dishes which, even to 
his experienced and pampered palate, appeared 
unfathomable mysteries ; luxuries had been pro- 



cured, not only from London and Paris, but from 
every part of the world. He delighted himsdf 
with the gold and purple wines, whose vintage was 
unknown to him, and whose odor intoxicated him 
more than the perfume of flowers. He requested 
the count to give the name and history of all tbeas 
wines. 

The count obeyed in that shy, reverential man- 
ner in which he was accustomed to speak. He 
charmed him by relating the many difficulties he 
had overcome to obtain this wine from the Cape 
of Good Hope, which had to cross the line twice 
to arrive at its highest perfection. He said that 
for two years be had been thinking of this glo- 
riously happy day, and had had a ship upon the 
sea for the purpose <^ perfecting this wine. He 
bade the king notice the strangely formed fish, 
which could only be obtained from the Chinese 
sea. Then, following up the subject, he spoke of 
the peculiar and laughable customs and habits of 
the Chinese, thus causing even the proud queen 
to laugh at his humorous descriptions. 

Count Briihl was suddenly mterrupted in an un- 
usual manner. 

His secretary, Willmar, approached tbe royal 
table, and without a word of excuse, without greet- 
ing the king, handed the count a sealed package ! 

This was such a crime against courtly etiquette 
that the couiit, from sheer amazement, made no 
excuses to the king ; he only cast a threatening 
look at the secretary. But as he encountered 
Willmar's pale, terrified countenance, a tr^nor 
seized bun, and he cast an eager glance upon the 
papers in his hand, which, no doubt, contained the 
key to all this mystery. 

** They are from the commandant at Leipsic,'' 
whispered the secretary; "I entreat your excel- 
lency to read them." 

Before the count had time, however, to open 
the dispatch, a still stranger event took place. 

The Prussian ambassador, who, upon tbe plea 
of illness, had declined Count Briihl^s invitation, 
suddenly appeared in the garden, accompam'ed by 
the four secretaries of his legation, and approached 
the royal table. Upon his countenance there was 
no sign of sickness, but rather an expression of 
great joy. 

As he neared the tent, the gay song and merry 
jest ceased. Every eye was fixed inquiringly 
upon the individual who had dared to disturb this 
fete by his presence. The music, which had bo- 
fore filled the wr with joyous sounds, was now 
playing a heart-breaking air. 

Count Briihl now arose and advanced. He 
greeted the Prussian ambassador in a few cold, 
ceremonious words. 
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- But Count Mattzahn^s only answer to this greet- 
ing was a silent bow. He then sud, in a Toice 
loud enough to be heard by the king and queen : 

^* Count Briihl, as ambassador of the King of 
Prussia, I request you to demand an audience for 
me at once from the King of Saxony. I have an 
important dispatch from my king/' 

Count Briihl, struck with terror, could only gaze 
at him, he had not the strength to answer. 

But King Augustus, rising from his seat, said : 

** The ambassador of my royal brother can ap- 
proach; I consent to grant hun this audience; 
it is demanded in so strange a manner, it must 
surely have some important object.*' 

The count entered the royal tent 

" Is it your majesty's wish," said Mattzahn, sol- 
emnly, ** that all these noble guests shall be wit- 
nesses ? I am commanded by my royal master to 
demand a private audience." 

** Draw the curtain I " said the king. 

Count Briihl, with trembling fingers, drew the 
golden cord, and the heavy curtains fell to the 
ground. They were now completely separated 
from the guests. 

" And now, count," said the king, laking his 
seat by his proud, silent queen, ** speak." 

Bowing profoundly. Count Mattzahn drew a dis- 
patch from his pocket, and read in a loud, earnest 
voice. 

It was a manifesto from the King of Prussia, 
written by himself^ and addressed to all the Eu- 
ropean courts. In it, Frederick denied being ac- 
tuated by any desire of conquest or gain, but de- 
clared that he was compelled to commence this 
war to which Austria had provoked him by her 
many and prolonged insults. 

There was a pause when the count finished read- 
ing. Upon the gentle, amiable count^ance of 
the king there was now an angry look. The 
queen was indifferent, cold, and haughty; she 
seemed to have paid no attention whatever to 
Count Mattzahn, but, turning to the princess at 
hee side^ she asked a perfectly irrelevant ques- 
tion, which was answered in a wlusper. 

Countess Briihl dared not raise her eyes ; she 
did not wish her faithless lover, Count Mattzahn, 
whose cunning political intrigues she now perfectly 
understood, to see her pain and confusion. The 
prince-elector, well aware of the importance of 
this hour, stood at the king's side ; behind him 
was Count Briihl, whose handsome, sparkling 
countenance was now deadly pale. 

Opposite to this agitated group, stood the Prus- 
sian ambassador, whose haughty, quiet appear^ 
ance presented a marked contrast. His clear, 
pierdng ^ance fested upon each one of them, 



and seemed to fathom every thought of their 
souls. His tall, imposing form was raised proud • 
ly, and there was an expression of the noblest sat- 
isfaction upon his countenance. After waiting 
some time in vain for an answer, he placed the 
manifesto before the king. 

** With your mtyesty's permission, I will now 
add a few words," said he. 

" Speak ! " ssud the king, laconically. 

"His majesty, my royal master/' continued 
Count Mattzahn, in a loud voice, " has commis- 
sioned me to give your majesty the most quiet- 
ing assurances, and to convince you that his 
>march through Saxony has no purpose inimi- 
cal to you, but that he only uses it as a passway 
to Bohemia." 

The king's countenance now became dark and 
stem, even the queen lost some of her haughty 
indifference. 

" How ? " said the king ; "Frederick of Prussia 
does us the honor to pass through our land with- 
out permission? He intends coming to Sax- 
ony?" 

"Sire," said Mattzahn, with a slight smile, "his 
majesty is already there I Yesterday his army, 
divided into three columns, passed the Saxon bor- 
ders!" 

The king rose hastily from his seat. The queen 
was deadly pale, her lips trembled, but she re- 
mained sUent, and cast a look of bitter hatred 
upon the ambassador of her enemy. 

Count Briihl was leaning against his chair, 
trembling with terror, when the king turned to him. 

" I ask my prime minister if he knows how far 
the King of Prussia has advanced into Saxony ? " 

" Sire, I was in perfect ignorance of this un- 
heard-of event. The King of Prussia wishes to 
surprise us in a manner worthy of the most skilful 
magician. Perhaps it is one of those April jests 
which Frederick II. is so fond of practismg." 

" Your excellency can judge for yourself," said 
Count Mattzahn, eamestiy, " whether the taking 
of towns and fortresses is to be considered a jest 
For, if I am rightly informed, you have this day 
received two dispatches, informing you of my 
royal master's line of march." 

"How?" said the king, hastily; "you were 
aware of this, count, and I was not informed? 
You received important dispatches, and I was not 
notified of it?" 

" It is true," said the count, much embarrassed. 
"I received two couriers. The dispatches of the 
first were handed to me the same moment your 
mi^esties entered my house ; I received the other 
just as Count Mattzahn arrived. I have, there- 
fore, read nether.'* 
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" With your mjy esty*B pennission," said Count 
Mattzabn, ** I will iDfonn you of their contents.*' 

" You will be doing me a great service," said 
the king, earnestly. 

** The first dispatch, sire, contained the news 
that his majesty the King of Prussia had taken 
without resistance the fortresses of Torgau and 
Wittenberg!" 

A hollow groan escaped the king as he sank in 
his chair. The queen became paler than before. 

" What more ?" said the king, gloomily. 

" The second dispatch," continued Count Matt- 
zabn, smilingly, "informed his excellency Count 
Briihl that the King of Prussia, my noble and vic- 
torious master was pressing forward, and had also 
taken Ldpsic without the slightest resistance ! " 

"How I " said the. king, " he is in Leipsic ? " 

"Sire, I think he was there," sdd Count Matt- 
zabn, laughing ; " for it seems that the Prussians, 
led by their king, have taken the wings of the 
morning. Frederick was in Leipsic when the 
courier left — ^he must now be on his way to Dres- 
den. But he has conmiissioned me to say that his 
motive for passing through Saxony is to see and 
request your majesty to take a neutral part m this 
war between Austria and Prussia." 

"A neutral part!" said the king, angrily, 
•• when my land is invaded without question or 
permission, and peace broken in this inexplicable 
manner. Have you any other message, count ? " 

" I have finished, sire, and humbly ask if you 
have any answer for my sovereign ? " 

" Tell the king, your master, that I will raise 
my voice throughout the land of Germany to com- 
plain of this unheard-of and arbitrary infringe- 
ment of the peace. At the throne of the German 
emperor I will demand by what right the King 
of Prussia dares to enter Saxony with his army 
and take possession of my cities. You can de- 
part, sir ; I have no further answer for his majes- 
ty!" 

The count, bowing reverentially to the king and 
queen, left the royal tent. 

Every eye was fixed upon the prime minister. 
From him alone, who was considered the soul of 
the kingdom of Saxony, help and counsel.was ex- 
pected. All important questions were referred to 
him, and all were now eagerly looking for his de- 
cision. But the powerful favorite was in despair. 
He knew how utterly impossible it was to with- 
stand the Kftig of Prussia's army. Every arrange- 
ment for this war had been made on paper, but m 
reality little had been accomplished. The army 
was not in readiness ! The prime minister had 
been in want of a few luxuries of late, and had, 
therefore, as he believed there would be no war 



untn the following spring, reduced it He knew 
how little Saxony was prepared to battle against 
the King of Prussia's disciplined troops, and the 
ambassador's friendly assurances did not deceive 
him. 

"Well, count," siud the king, after a long 
pause, "how is this strange request of Frederick 
II., that we should remain neutral, to be an- 
swered?" 

Before the count was able to answer, the que^i 
said, in a loud voice : 

" By a declaration of war, my husband ! This 
is due to your honor. We have been insulted ; it 
therefore becomes you to throw down the gauntlet 
to your presumptuous adversary." 

"We will continue this conversation in my 
apartments," said the kii.g, rising ; '' this is no 
place for it. Our beautiful feast has been dis- 
turbed in a most brutal manner. Count Briihl, 
notify the different ambassadors that, in an hour, 
I will receive them at my palace." 

" This hour is mine ! " thought the queen, as 
she arose ; " in it I will stimulate my husband's 
soft and gentle heart to a brave, warlike decision ; 
he will yield to my prayers and tears." She took 
the king's arm with a gay smile, and left the 
tent, followed by the princes, and the host and 
hostess. 

Silently they passed the festive tables, from 
which the guests had risen to greet them. The 
courtiers sought to read in their countenances the 
solution of that riddle which had occupied them 
since the arrival of the Prussian ambassador, and 
about which they had been anxiously debating. 

But, upon the queen's countenance there was 
now her general look of indifference. It is true, 
the king was not smiling as was his wont when 
amongst his subjects, but his pleasant countenance 
betrayed no fear or sorrow. The queen main- 
tained her exalted bearing ; nothing had passed to 
bow her proud head. 

After the royal guests had left. Count Briihl re- 
turned. He also had regained his usual serenity. 
With ingenious friendliness he turned to his 
guests, and while requesting them, in a flattering 
manner, to continue to grace his wife*s fete by 
their presence, demanded for himself leave of ab- 
sence. Then passing on, he whispered here and 
there a few words to the different ambassadors. 
They and the count then disappeared. 

The/<?fe continued quietly; the music recom- 
menced its gay, melodious sounds, the birds car- 
olled their songs, and the flowers were as beauti- 
ful and as sweet as before. The jewels of the 
courtiers sparkled as brilliantly. Their eyes alone 
were not so bright, and the hapf y smile had left 
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tbeir lips. They were all weighed down by a pre- 
sentiment that danger was hovering aronnd them. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

' THE ARCHIVES AT DRESDEN. 

Count Mattzahn*s prophecy came true. The 
King of Prussia came to Dresden, and there, as in 
every other part of Saxony, found no resistance. 
Fear and terror had gone before him, disarming 
all opposition. The king and prince-elector were 
not accustomed to have a will of their own ; and 
Count Briihl, the favorite of fortune, showed him- 
self weak and helpless in the hour of adversity. 
It needed the queen's powerful energy, and the 
forcible representations of the French ambassador, 
Count Broglio, to arouse them from their lethargy ; 
and what Coimt Broglio*s representations, and the 
queen-8 prayers and tears commenced, hatred fin- 
ished. Count BriihPs sinking courage rose at the 
thought of the possibility of still undermining the 
King of Prussia, and putting an end to his victo- 
rious march. It was only necessary to detain him, 
to prevent him from reaching the Bohemian bor- 
ders, until the Austrian army came to their assist- 
ance, until the French troops had entered and 
taken possession of Prussia. Therefore, Count 
Briihl sent courier after courier to Saxony's allies, 
to spread her cry for help to every friendly court. 
He then collected the army, ordered them to camp 
at Pima, which was very near the boundary of 
Bohsmia, and, as it was guarded on one side by 
the Elbe, and on the other by high rocks, ap- 
peared perfectly secure. When these prepara- 
tions were commenced, the count's courage rose 
considerably, and he determined to prove himself 
a hero, and to give the Saxon army the inspiring 
consciousness that, in the hour of danger, their 
king would be in their midst. 

The king therefore left for the fortress of K6- 
nigstein, accompanied by Count Briihl, leaving the 
army, consisting of about seventeen thousand men, 
to follow under the command of General Rutrosky, 
and to encamp at the foot of Konigstein. Arrived 
at Konigstein, where they thought themselves 
perfectly secure, they gave themselves up to the 
free and careless life of former days. They had ' 
only changed their residence, not their character ; 
their dreama were of future victories, of the many 
provinces they would take from the King of Prus- 
sia ; and with this delightful prospect the old gay, 
luxurious, and wanton life was continued. What 
difference did it ma'ie to Count Briihl that the 



army was only provided with commissary stores 
for fourteen days, and that this time was almost 
past, ana no way had been found to furnish them 
with additional supplies. The King of Prussia 
had garrisoned every outlet, and only the King 
of Saxony's forage-wagon was allowed to pass. 

Frederick knew better than the Saxon generals 
the fearful, invincible enemy that was marching 
to the camp of Pima. What were the barricades, 
the palisades, and ambushes, by which the camp 
was surrounded, to this enemy ? This foe was in 
the camp, not outside of it — ^he had no need to 
climb the barricades— he came hither flying 
through the air, breathing, like a gloomy bird of 
death, his horrible cries of woe. This enemy was 
hunger— enervating, discouraging, demoralizing 
hunger ! 

The fourteen days had expired, and in the camp 
of Pima languished seventeen thousand men! 
The bread rations became smaller and smaller; 
but the third part of the usual meat ration was 
given; the horses' food also was considerably 
shortened. Sorrow and starvation reigned in the 
camp. Why should this distress Count Bruhl ? 
He lived in his usual luxurious splendor, with 
the king. Leoking out from his handsome 
apartments upon the valley lying at his feet, he 
saw on a little meadow by which the Elbe was 
flowing, herds of cows and calves, sheep and 
beeves, which were there to die, like the Saxon 
soldiers, for their king. These herds were for the 
royal table ; there was, therefore, no danger that 
the enemy visiting the army should find its way 
to the fortress. It was also forbidden, upon pain 
of death, to force one of these animals intended 
for the royal table, from their noble calling, and 
to satisfy therewith the hungry soldiers. Count 
Briihl could therefore wait patiently the arrival of 
the Austrian army, which was already in motion, 
under the command of General Brown. 

While the King of Poland was living gay and 
joyous in the fortress of Konigstein, the queen 
with the princes of the royal house had remained 
in Dresden ; and though she knew her husband's 
irresolute character, and knew that the King of 
Prussia, counting upon this, was corresponding 
with him, endeavoring to persuade him to neutrali- 
ty, still she had no fears of her husband succumb- 
ing to his entreaties. For was not Count Briihl, 
the bitter, irreconcilable enemy of Prussia, at his 
side ? — and had not the king said to her, in a 
solemn manner, before leaving : " Better that every 
misfortune come upon us than to take the part of 
our enemies ! " The queen, therefore, felt per- 
fectly safe upon this pomt. She remained in Dres- 
den for two reasons : first, to watch the King of 
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Prussia, and then to guard the archives — those 
archives which contained the most precious treas- 
ures of Saxon diplomacy *— the most ftnportant 
secrets of their allies. These papers were prized 
more highly by the queen than all the crown- 
jewels BOW lying in their silver casket ; and though 
the keeping of the latter was given over to some 
one else, no one seemed brave enough to shield the 
former. No one but herself should guard these rich 
treasures. The state archives were placed in those 
rooms of the palace which had but one outlet, and 
that leading into one of the queen's apartments. 
In this room she remained— 4he took her meals, 
worked, and slept there— there she received the 
{Hfinoes and the foreign ambassadors — always 
guarding the secret door, of which she carried the 
key fastened to a gold chain around her neck. 
But still the queen was continually in fear her 
treasure would be torn from her, and the Emg of 
Prussians seeming friendliness was not calculated 
to drive away this anxiety. It is true the king had 
sent h^ his compliments by Marshal Keith, with 
the most friendly assurances of his affection, but 
notwithstanding this, the chancery, the colleges, 
and the mint department had been closed; all the 
artillery and ammunition had bee^i taken from the 
Dresden arsenal and carried to Magdeburg ; some 
of the oldest and worthiest officers of the crown 
had been dismissed; and the Swiss guard, in- 
tended for service in the palace, had been dis- 
armed. All this agreed but badly with the king's 
quieting assurances, and was calculated to in- 
crease the hatred of his proud enemy. She had, 
nevertheless, stifled her anger so far as to invite 
the King of Prussia, who was staying in the pal- 
ace of the Countess Morizmska, not far from his 
army, to her table. 

Frederick had declined this invitaticm. He re- 
mained quietly in the palace, whose doors were 
open to all, giving audience to all who desired it, 
listening to their prayers and grantmg their 
wishes. 

The Queen of Poland heard this with bitter an- 
ger; and the more gracious the King of Prussia 
showed himself to the Saxons, the more furious 
and enraged became the heart of this princess. 

"He will turn our people from their true ruler," 
said she to Countess Ogliva, her first maid of 
honor, who was sitting at her side upon a divan 
placed before the princess's door. "This hypo- 
critical affability will only serve to gain the 
favor of our subjects, and turn them from their 
duty." 

" It has succeeded pretty well," said the count- 
ess, sighing. " The Saxon nobility are continu- 
ally in the antechamber of this heretical king ; 



and yesterday several of the city authorities, ao 
companied by the foreign ambassadors, waited 
upon him, and he received them." 

" Yes, he receives every one ; he gives gay balls 
every evening, at which he laughs and Jokes met- 
rily. He keeps open house, and the poor people 
assemble there in crowds to see him eat." Maria 
Josephine sighed deeply. " I hate this miserable, 
changeable pe(^le I " murmured she. 

" And your nuyesty does well," said the count 
ess, whose wrinkled, yeUow countenance vraa now 
illaminated by a strange fire. "The anger of 
Qod will rest upon this heretical nation that has 
turned from her salvation, and left the holy 
mother church in haughty defiance. The King 
of Poland cannot even appoint true Catholic- 
Christians as his officers— every position of any 
importance is occupied by heretics. But the del- 
uge will surely come agam upon this sinful peo- 
ple and des^y them." 

The queen crossed herself^ and prayed in a low 
voice. 

The countess continued : "This Frederick stim- 
ulates these heretical Saxons in their wicked un- 
belief. He, who it is well known, laughs and 
mocks at every religion, even his own — attended, 
yesterday, the Protestant church, to show our peo- 
ple that he is a protector of that church.'* 
" Woe, woe to him ! " said the queen. 
" With listening ear he attended to his so-called 
preacher's sermon, and then loudly expressed his 
approval of it, well knowing that this preacher is 
a favorite of heretics in Dresden. This cunning 
king wished to give them another proof of his fa- 
vor. Does your m^'esty wish to know of the 
present he made this preacher ? " 

"What?" said the queen, with a mocking 
laugh. " Perhaps a Bible, with the marginal ob- 
servations of his profligate friends, Yoltalre and 
LaMettrie?" 

"No, your miyesty; the king sent this learned 
preacher a dozen botties of champagne ! " 

" He is a blasphemous scoffer, even with that 
which he declares holy. But punishment will 
overtake him. Already the voice of my exalted 
nephew, the Emperor of Germany, is to be heard 
throughout the entire land, commanding the King 
of Prussia to return at once to his own kingdom, 
and to make apologies to the Kmg of Poland for 
his late insults. It is possible that, in his haughty 
pride, Frederick will take no notice of this com- 
mand. But it will be otherwise with the generals 
and commandants of this usurper. They have 
been commanded by the emperor to leave their 
impious master, and not to be the sharers of his 
frightful crime." 
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" I fear," said Countess Ogliva, sighing, and 
raising her eyes heavenward — "I fear they will 
not listen to the voice of our good emperor." 

"But they will hear the voice of his cannon," 
cried the queen, impetuously; "the thunder of 
our artillery and the anger of God will annihi- 
late them, and they will fall to the ground as if 
struck by lightning before the swords blessed by 
our holy priests." 

The door of the antechamber was at this mo- 
ment opened violently, and the queen's chamber- 
lain appeared upon its threshold. 

" Your majesty, a messenger from the King of 
Prussia requests an audience," said he. 

The queen's brow became clouded, and she 
blushed with anger. " Tdl this messenger that I 
am not in a condition to receive his visit, and 
that he must therefore impart to you his mes- 
sage." 

" It is, no doubt, another of his hypocritical, 
friendly assurances," said the queen, as the cham- 
berlain left. " He has, no doubt, some evil de- 
sign, and wishes to soothe us before he strikes." 

The chamberlain returned, but his countenance 
was now white with terror. 

"Well!" said the qtieen, "what is this mes- 
sage?" 

"Ah, your majesty," stammered the trembling 
courtier, " my lips would not dare to repeat it ; 
and I could never find the courage to tell you 
what he demands." 

" What he demands ! " repeated the queen ; 
" has it come to that, that a foreign prince com- 
mands in our land ? Go, countess, and in my 
name, fully Empowered by me, receive this Bling 
of Prussia's message ; then return, and dare not 
keep the truth from me." 

Countess Ogliva and the chamberlain left the 
royal apartment, and Maria Josephine was alone. 
And now, there was no necessity of guarding this 
mask of proud quietude and security. Alone, 
with her own heart, the queen's woman nature 
conquered. She did not now force back the 
tears which streamed from her eyes, nor did she 
r^ress the sighs that oppressed her heart. She 
wept, and groaned, and trembled. But hearing a 
step in the antechamber, she dried her eyes, and 
again put on the proud mask of her royalty. It was 
the countess returning. Slowly and silently she 
passed through the apartment Upon her color- 
less coip^tenance there was a dark, angry expres- 
sion, and a scofi^ smile played about her thin, 
pale lips. 

"The Kmg of Prussia," said she, in a low, 
whispering voice, as she reached the queen, " de- 

ands that the key to the state archives be deliv- 



ered at once to his messenger, Msg'or von Yan^ 



The queen raised herself proudly from her seat 

" Say to this Major von Vangenheim, that he 
will never rec^ve this key I " said she, command 
ingly. 

The countess bowed, and left the room. 

" He has left," said she, when she returned to 
the queen ; " though he said that he or another 
would return." 

" Let us now consult as to what is to be done," 
said the queen. "Send for Father Guarmi, so 
that we may receive his advice." 

Thanks to the queen's consultation with her 
confessor and her maid of honor, the King of 
Prussia's messenger, when he returned, was not 
denied an audience. This time, it was not Major 
von Vangenheim, but G}eneral von Wylich, the 
Prussian commandant at Dresden, whom Freder- 
ick sent. 

Maria Josephine received him in the room next 
to the archives, sitting upon a divan, near to the 
momentous door. She listened with a careless 
indifference, as he agun demanded, in the king's 
name, the key to the state archives. 

The queen turned to her maid of honor. 

" How is it that you are so negligent, countess ? " 
said she ; " did I not tell you to answer to the 
messenger of the king, that I would give this key, 
which is the property of the Prince-Elector of 
Saxony, and which he intrusted to me, to no one 
but my husband ? " 

" I had the honor to fulfil your majesty's com- 
mand," said the countess, respectfully. 

" How is it, theti," said she, turning to General 
von Wylich, " that you dare to come agjun with 
this request, which I have already answered ? " 

" Oh, may your mty esty graciously pardon me," 
cried the general, deeply moved ; " but his majes- 
ty, my king and master, has glv^ me the sternest 
commands to get the key, and bring him the 
papers. I am therefore under the sad necessity to 
beseedi your msyesty to agree to my master's wiU." 

" Never I " said the queen, proudly. " That door 
shall never be opened ; you shall never enter it" 

" Be merciful. I dare not leave here without 
fulfilling my master's commands. Have pity on 
my despair, your majesty, and give me the k^ to 
that door." 

" Listen ! I shall not give you the key," said 
the queen, white and trembling with anger ; "and 
if you open the door by force, I will cover it with 
my body ; and now, sir, if you wish to murder the 
Queen of Poland, open the door." And raising 
her proud, imposing form, the queen placed her- 
self before the door. 
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" Mercy I mercy ! queen," cried the general ; " do 
not force me to do something terrible; do not 
make me guilty of a crime ag^nst your sacred 
royalty. I dare not return to my king without 
these papers. I therefore implore your majesty 
humbly, upon my knees, to deliver this key to 
me." 

He fell upon his knees before the queen, hum- 
bly supplicating her to repent her decision. 

" I will not give it to you," said she, with a 
triumphant smile. "I do not move from this 
door ; it shall not be opened." 

General Wylich rose from his lowly position. 
He was pale, but there was a resolute expression 
upon his countenance. Looking upon it, you 
could not but see that he was about to do some- 
thing extremely painful to his feelings. 

" Queen of Poland," said he, in a loud, firm 
voice, "I am commanded by my king to bring 
to him the state archives. Below, at the castle 
gate, wagons are in attendance to receive them ; 
they are accompanied by a detachment of Prus- 
sian soldiers. I have only to open that window, 
sign to them, and they are here. In the ante- 
chamber are the four oflScers who came with me ; 
by opening the door, they vrill be at my side." 

" What do you mean by this ? " said the queen, 
in a faltering voice, moving slightly from the door. 

" I mean, that at any price, I must enter that 
room. If the key is not given to me, I will call 
upon my soldiers to break down the door; as 
they have learned to tear down the walls of a for- 
tress, it wiU be an easy task ; that if the Queen 
of Poland does not value her high position suffi- 
ciently to guard herself against any attack, I will 
be compelled to lay hands upon a royal princess, 
and lead her by force from that door, which my 
soldiers must open ! But, once more, I bend my 
knee, and implore yo"r majesty to preserve me 
from this crime, and to have mercy on me." 

And again he fell upon his knees supplicating 
for pity. 

" Be merciful ! be merciful ! " cried the queen's 
confessor and the Countess Ogliva, who both knew 
that General Wylich would do all that he had said, 
and had both fallen on their knees, adding their 
entreaties to his. "Your majesty has done all 
that human power can do. It is now tune to 
guard your holy form from insult. Have mercy 
on your threatened royalty." 

"No, no!" murmured the queen, "I cannot! 
I cannot ! Death would be sweet in comparison 
to this humiliating defeat." 

The queen's confessor, Father Guarini, now rose 
from his knees, and, approaching the queen, he 
said, in a solemn, commanding voice : 



" My daughter, by virtue of my profession, as s 
servant of the holy mother church, to whom v 
due obedience and trust, I command 70a to dr 
liver up to this man the key of this door." 

. The queen's head fell upon her breast, and hol- 
low, convulsive groans escaped her. Then, with 
a hasty movement, she severed the key from her 
chain. 

" I obey you, my father," said she. '* There ii 
the key, general ; this room can now be entered." 

General Wylich took the key, kissing reveren- 
tially the hand that gave it to him. He then said 
to her, in a voice Ml of emotion : 

" I have but this last favor to ask of your ma- 
jesty, that you will now leave this room, so that 
my soldiers may enter it." 

Without answering, the queen, accompanied by 
her confessor and maid of honor, left the apart- 
ment. 

"And now," said the queen to Countess Ogliva, 
as she entered her reception-room, " send messen- 
gers at once to all the foreign ambassadors, and 
tell them I command their presence." 



CHAPTER Xiy. 



SAXONT HUMILIATED. 



A HALF an hour later the ambassadors of France, 
Austria, Holland, Russia, and Sweden, were as- 
sembled in the queen's reception-room. The 
queen was there, pale, and trembling with anger. 
With the proud pathos of misfortune, and hu- 
miliated royalty, she apprised them of the re- 
peated insults she had endured, and commanded 
them to write at once to their different courts, im- 
ploring their rulers to send aid to her sorely 
threatened kingdom. 

" And if these princes," said she, impetuously, 
" help us to battle against this usurper, in defend- 
ing us they will be defending their own rights and 
honor. For my cause is now the cause of all 
kings ; for if my crown falls, the foundation of 
their thrones will also give way. For this little 
Margrave of Brandenburg, who calls himself King 
of Prussia, will anmhilate us all if we do not ruin 
him in advance. I, for my part, swear him a per- 
petual resistance, a perpetual enmity ! I will per- 
ish willingly in this fight if only my insults are re- 
venged and my honor remains imtamished. -Hast- 
en, therefore, to ^ acquaint your courts with all 
that has occurred here." 

" I will be the first to obey your majesty," said 
the French ambassador, Count Broglio, approach- 
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mg the queen. " I will repeat your words to my 
exalted master ; I will portray to your majesty's 
lovely daughter, the Dauphine of France, the suf- 
ferings her royal mother has endured, and I know 
ehe will strain every nerve to send you aid. With 
your gracious permission, I will now take my 
leave, for to-day I start for Paris." 

"To Paris I" cried the queen; "would you 
leave my court in the hour of misfortune ? '* 

" I would be the last to do this, unless forced by 
necessity," said the count; "but the King of 
Prussia has just dismissed me, and sent me my 
passport r* 

" Your passport ! dismissed you ! " repeated the 
queen. " Have I heard aright ? Do' you speak 
of the King of Prussia ? Has he then made him- 
self King of Saxony ? " 

Before any one had time to answer the queen's 
pahiful questions, the door was opened, and the 
king's ministers entered ; beside them was to be 
seen the pale, terrified countenance of Count 
liCuke, the king's chamberlain. 

Slowly and silently these gentlemen passed 
through the room and approached the queen. 

" We have come," said Count Hoymb, bowing 
lowly, " to take leave of your majesty." 

The queen fell slightly back, and gazed in ter- 
ror at the four ministers standing before her with 
bowed heads. 

" Has the king, my husband, sent for you ? 
Are you come to take leave of me before starting 
to Konigstein ? " 

" No, your majesty ; we come because we have 
been dismissed from our offices by the King of 
Prussia." 

The queen did not answer, but gazed wildly at 
the sad countenances about her ; and now she fixed 
a searchmg glance upon the royal chamberlam. 

"Well, and you?" said she. "Have you a 
message for me from my husband ? Are you from 
Konigstein ? " 

" Yes, your, majesty, I come from Konigstein. 
But I am not a bearer of pleasant news. I am 
sent to Dresden by the King of Poland to request 
of the King of Prussia passports for himself and 
Count BriihL The king wishes to visit Warsaw, 
and is therefore desirous of obtaining these 
passports." 

" Ah I " 8£dd the queen, sighing, " to think that 
my husband requires permission to travel in his 
own kingdom, and that he must receive it from 
our enemy ! Well, have you obeyed the king's 
command, Count Leuke ? Have you been to the 
King of Prussia and received the passports ? " 

"I was wit4 the King of Prussia," said the 
count, in a faltering voice. 



"Well, what more?" 

" He refused me t He does not give his consent 
to this visit." 

"Listen, listen!" said the queen, wildly ; "hear 
the fresh insult thrown at our crown I Can God 
hear this and not send His lightning to destroy this 
heretical tyrant ? Ah, I will raise my voice ; it 
shall be a cry of woe and lamentation, and shall 
resound throughout all Europe; it shall reach 
every throne, and every one shall hear my voice 
calling out: *Woel woe I woe to us all; our 
thrones are tottering, they will surely fall if we do 
not ruin this evil-doer who threatens us all I ' " 

With a fearful groan, the queen fell fainting into 
the arms of Countess Ogliva. But the sorrows 
and humiliations of this day were not the only 
ones experienced by Maria Josephine from her 
victorious enemy. 

It is true her cry for help resounded throughout 
Europe. Preparations for war were made in many 
places, but her allies were not able to prevent the 
fearful blow that was to be the ruin of Saxony. 
Though the Dauphine of France, daughter of the 
wretched Maria Josephine, and the mother of the 
unfortunate Eling of France, Louis XVI., threw 
herself at the feet of Louis XV., imploring for help 
for her mother's tottering kingdom, the French 
troops came too late to prevent this disaster. Even 
though Maria Theresa, Empress of Austria, and 
niece to the Queen of Saxony, as her army were in 
want of horses, gave up all her own to carry the 
cannon. The Austrian cannon was of as little 
help to Saxony as the French troops. 

Starvation was a more powerful ally to Prussia 
than Austria, France, Russia, and Sweden were to 
Saxony, for in the Saxon camp also a cry of woe 
resounded. 

It was hunger that compelled the brave Saxon 
General Rutrosky to capitulate. It was the same 
cause that forced the King of Saxony to bind him- 
self to the fearful stipulations which the victorious 
King of Prussia, after having tried in vain for 
many years to gwn an ally in Saxony, made. 

In the valley of Lilienstein the first of that 
great drama, whose scenes are engraved in blood 
in the book of history, was performed, and for 
whose further developments many sad, long years 
were necessary. 

In the valley of Lilienstein the Saxon army, 
compelled to it by actual starvation, gave up their 
arms ; and as these true, brave soldiers, weeping 
over their humiliation, with one hand laid down 
their weapons, the other was extended toward 
their enemies for bread I 

Lamentation and despair reigned in the camp at 
Lilienstein, and there, at a window of the castia 
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of Eonigstein, stood the Prince-Elector of Saxony, 
with his fiivorite CJount Briihl, witnesses to their 
misery. 

After these fearful humiliations, by which Fred- 
erick punished the Saxons for their many in- 
trigues, by which he revenged himself for their 
obsthiate enmity, their proud superiority — after 
these humiliations, after their complete defeat, the 
King of Prussia was no longer opposed to the 
King of Saxony^s journey. He sent him the dedred 
passports; he even extended their number, and 
not only sent one to the king and to Count Briihl, 
but also to the Countess Briihl, with the express 
command to accompany her husband. He also 
sent a pass to Countess Ogliva, compelling this 
bigoted woman to leave her mistress. 

And when the queen again raised her cry of 
woe, to call her allies to her aid, the King of 



Prussia answered her with the victorions thnnder 
of the battle of Losovitz, the first battle fon^t in 
this war, and in which the Prussiaiis, led by their 
king, performed wonders of bravery, and defeated 
for the third time the tremendous Aostrian^army, 
under the command of G^eral Brown. 

"Never," says Frederick, "since I have had 
the honor to command the Prussian troops, have 
they performed such deeds of daring as to-day." 

The Austrians, in viewing these deeds, cried 
out: 
" We have found again the old Prussians ! ** 
And still they fought so bravely, that the Prus- 
sians remarked in amazement : 
** These cannot be the same Austrians ! " 
This was the first act of that great drama 
enacted by the European nations, and <^ which 
Kmg Frederick U. was the hero. 
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CHAPTER I. 



THE MAIDEN OF BRUNSN. 



ToB sun was just settings throwing its crimaon 
glow upon the waters of the Rhine, which ap- 
peared to flow like a rirer of blood between the 
green meadows on either side of it 

From the fitUe Tillage of Briinen, whose red 
chimneys were visible above a group of oak and 
beech trees, the sound of the evening bell was 
hoard, remindmg the pious peasants, engaged in 
cutting and garnering their golden com, of the 
hour Ibr deyotion. 

With the sweet sounds of the bell 'mingled the 
joyous mountain yodel of the cowherd, who had 
just descended the little hill yonder, with Us herd 
straying here and there in picturesque concision. 
Upon the green meadow in the foreground, the 
flocks of the village were pasturing, strictly guard- 
ed by a large white dog, whose stem, martial 
glance not the sli^test movement among his azmy 
con^nry to discipline, escaped. As soon as one of 
the sheep committed to his care left the fold and 
approached the Add where the reapers were mow- 
ing the com, which was bound at once in sheaves 
by busy maidens, the stem Fhylax barkhn^ growl- 
ing, and snarling, rushed after the audacious wan- 
derer who sought to appease the anger of his in- 
exorable dverseer by a speeAj return. 

The old shepherd, sitting not far off upon a lit- 
tle woodffli stool, with his long, silver hair falling 
about him, was engaged in weaving a graceftil 
basket of some meadow roots ; at every bark of 
his Phylax he looked up and smiled his approval 
at his faithful steward; occasionally he gazed 
across the meadow at the reapers and busy maid- 
ens, then there came upon his venerable old coun- 
tenance an expression of great interest 

And well he might be pleased with what he saw 



there; for that tall, sturdy youth, standing in the 
wagon, wiJthig with outstretched acms to catch 
the sheaves which are skiUhlly thrown him ; that 
youth with the bright rosy face, the ^arklingey« 
the full red Up, upon which there is always a 
merry smile, the ivory white teeth— 4;hat youth is 
his beloved son, Charles Henry. And yonder 
maiden, not &r from the wagon, binding up the 
com, in whose tall, proud form, in spite of her 
plain peasant^wn, there is something imposing ; 
that maiden with the youthfhl, blooming, lovely 
face, is his son's betrothed ; whom all in the village 
called the beautiful Anna Sophia, and for whose 
love Charles Henry was envied by all the village 
boys. It is true she was a penniless orphan, but 
in her busy, industnous hands there was a better 
and surer treasure than in a purse of gold, and her 
abiUty and goodness would be a much better dow- 
ry to her husband ; for Anna Sophia Detzloff could 
do almost every thing, and the villagers knew not 
whether to respect her more for her great knowl- 
edge, or love her more for her kind, good heart 
Anna could read and write Hke a sohool'teacher. 
She wrote every let^ which the women of the 
village sent to thdr sons and husbands, now far 
away with the King of Prussia's army, and read 
to them the answers ; and in so beautifhl and win- 
ning a manner ctid she read them, that to the happy 
womm it almost seemed as if they were hearing 
the voices of th^ loved ones. But, notwithstand- 
ing her learning, she was well versed in every sort 
of work that beseemed a woman. None m tiie 
village could prepare more delightfhl dishes than 
she ; no one eould equal her beautiful, rapid sew- 
ing and knitting. Anna Sophia learned all these 
things from her mother, who had Uved and 
worked for many long years in Briinen. Her 
fiither had been the village school-teacher, and it 
was owing to his diligence and activity that the 
women could now receive betters from thehr sons 
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and husbands. He had taught the boys to read 
and write ; and though the girls did not learn, the 
example of his daughter showed that it was not 
owing to inability, but for a want of time and de- 
sire. From her mother, Anna had learned all her 
womanly duties. She had taught her to be amia- 
ble, ready with help for all, kind and sympathet- 
ic, and to strive by her good deeds to gain the 
love of her fellow-creatures. 

A joyous fanuly had lived in the little village 
school-house ; though they had poverty and want 
to fight against, these three happy human be- 
ings did not consider this a misfortune, but a 
necessary evil of life. They loved each other, 
and when the parents looked upon the lovely, rosy 
countenance of their only child, they did not per- 
ceive that their bread was hard and heavy, they 
did not miss the butter and cheese without which 
the rich villagers seldom took a meal. And when, 
on Sundays, Anna went with her parents to church, 
in the faded red skirt, neat white body, and black 
bodice, which had been her mother's wedding- 
dress, she heard the boys whisper amongst them- 
selves about her beauty and sweetness, and cast- 
ing her eyes down with timid blushes she did not 
perceive the jeering smiles of the other girls who, 
though not as pretty, were proud that they were 
richer and better dressed than the school-teacher's 
daughter. 

But Death, in his inexorable manner, had dis- 
turbed this modest happiness. In a year he took 
the schoolmaster Detzloff and his wife from the 
little house which, to any one else, would have ap- 
peared a pitiful hut, but which, to them, seemed a 
paradise. In one year Anna became an orphan ; 
she was entirely alone in the world, and, after she 
had given to her dear departed ones the tribute 
of her sorrows and tears, she had to arouse her- 
self and create a new future. After death only, 
the villagers became aware, of the great worth 
of the departed, they now admitted to the full 
the school-teacher's merits, and "were anxious to 
pay to the daughter the debt owing to the 
father. As he had died partly from starvation, 
sorrow, and work, they wished to prove them- 
selves generous to his daughter, and preserve her 
from the want and misery which had caused the 
death of her parents. 

But Anna Sophia would be dependent on no one. 
To those who came in the name of the villagers 
to notify her that she would receive from them a 
monthly allowance, she showed her able hands, 
her brown, muscular arms, and, raising her spark- 
ling eyes proudly to the new school-teacher, she 
said : 

"From these alone will I receive help; they 



shall give me food and clothing ; on them alone 
will I be dependent.'* She then went to seek 
work. The rich burgher of the village would 
gladly have taken so smart and industrious a g^H 
into his house and paid her handsomely for her 
services. But Anna Sophia declared proudly 
that, though she was willing to work, she would 
be no slave ; that she would sell her hands, but 
not her fireedom. 

Another house had been built and furnished for 
the school-teacher, because there was danger of 
the old one, in which the Detzloflf family had lived, 
falling to pieces. 

Anna Sophia, by the sale of some of the furni- 
ture, had bought the old, dilapidated hut for he^ 
self. And there, in her hours of leisure, she lived 
over the happy past There she felt that she was 
still with her parents, and not alone and orphaned. 
In the morning, before leaving her home to go at 
her diuly work, she entered the little gardoi at 
the back of the hut, where in the arbor, laden with 
dark-red blossoms, were the three chairs her father 
had woven in his idle moments, and the roughly- 
hewn deal table made by his axe. She took her 
seat for a moment upon the chair standing in the 
centre, and laid one hand upon the one to either 
side of her. Thus she had sat in the past, with 
her hands clasped in those of her parents. The 
Rhine flowed on as melodiously as before in the 
dim distance, the trees were as green, the flowers 
and blossoms as sweet, the sky as blue. There 
was no change ; all around her was as in former 
days, except these empty chairs. But Anna had 
only to close her eyes to see the beloved forms of 
her departed parents, to feel the pressure of their 
hands, and to hear them addressing her, in ton» 
which love alone could have uttered, love alone 
understood. Then saymg aloud, " (Jood-mommg, 
mother I Good-morning, father ! " she rose, with 
closed eyes, from her seat, and hastened from 
the arbor with the pleasant thought that she was 
followed by the loving gaze of her parents. She 
did not turn once, for then she would hare seen 
that the arbor was empty, and she wished to pre- 
serve the sweet delusion to be the brighter and 
happier at her day's work. When, during the 
day, she saw the burgher's wife surrounded by her 
blooming daughters, she would say to herself: ^1 
also have a father and mother at home, and they 
await me ! " Then, when her day's work was fin- 
ished, she hastened with a flying step to her home, 
whose solenm stillness resounded for her with the 
dear-loved voices of the past Opening the bed- 
room of her parents, she cried: "Good-night, 
mother ! Good-night, father I " Then she climbed 
up to her little attic, which had been her father's 
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favorite room, and which, when she was with him, 
he had called, a little spot of Eden. There stood 
his writing-table, and above it the book-case, which 
held her most precious treasures, her father's li- 
brary. From the window the* Rhine could be 
seen meandering along the smooth green meadows, 
finally losing itself between the distant hills. 

Her father had left her this blessed little spot, 
and hither she fled when her heavy day's work 
was over. There of an evening she stood, gazing 
thoughtfully out into the darkening twilight, and 
there daily she greeted the rising sun, repeating 
aloud her morning prayer. Then with eager 
hands she took from the book-case one of the large 
folios. From these books Anna Sophia drew all 
ber knowledge. And when, during the long win- 
ter evenings, the village girls were busy spinning, 
she would tell them the stories she had read, no 
hand was idle, no eye drooping. She was looked 
upon as the guardian angel of the village ; she 
knew some remedy, some alleviation for every ill- 
ness, every pain. In a sick-room, she was all 
that a nurse should be, kind, loving, patient, and 
gentle. She was beloved by all, and all the vil- 
lage boys sought to gain her hand. For a long 
tirne she would listen to none of them, and flew in 
terror from those who broached the subject. 

How the youngest son of the old shepherd Busch- 
man had finally won her heart, she did not her- 
self know. It is true, he was the handsomest, 
best-made boy in the village, but it was not for 
this that she loved him ; for she had known him 
long ago, and had been perfectly indifferent to 
him, until within the last few weeks. Why wa? 
it ? Because he loved her so dearly, and had told 
her he would die if she did not listen to him. 
Many others had done and said the same thing, 
but it had never moved her sensibilities, nor had 
their threats terrified her. What, then, had won 
her cold, proud heart ? 

The old shepherd had been the occasion of 
theur frequently meeting each other. For some 
weeks she had been in the habit, when her day's 
work was over, of reading to hhn the daily paper, 
which the good-hearted burgher always sent to the 
old man, who had six sons m the king's army ; 
he had given his country six soldiers. Kneeling 
by his side upon the meadow, Anna Sophia would 
first read to him, and then talk over the events of 
the war, and prophesy many a glorious victory. 
And then, Charles Henry, who worked on the 
same farm with Anna, joined them, speaking en- 
thusiastically of the great, heroic king. Jn their 
inspired love for their great sovereign, their hearts 
bad first met ; he seemed to her a hero, because 
oe had six brothers in Frederick's army ; she saw 
Y 



laurels upon his brow, won by his brothers upon 
the battle-field. She loved hun for his brothers 
sake, and she wds proud of bemg the bride of him 
of whom it was said, when he passed : " It is the 
old man's dearest child — God preserve him to hia 
father, whose only prop he is I " The old shepherd 
was thinking of all this, as he sat in the midst of 
his flock upon the green meadow, gazing toward 
the corn-field in which Anna Sophia and his son 
were at work. 

" God be praised ! " murmured the old man ; 
"that is the last sheaf; Anna will soon be with 
me." 

At last, the happy moment had come. The old 
shepherd folded his hands, and a silent prayer 
arose from his heart for his absent sons. He 
then rose from his lowly seat, and whistled to his 
faithful Phylax to follow. The flock arrived at 
the village, and were driven by the dog into the 
sheep-pen, from which was heard the tremulous . 
bleating of th« lambs, who were rejoicing over 
their dams' arrival. Father Buschman waited 
impatiently until the last sheep had entered, and 
then hastened toward the large farm-house to the 
left of the pen. 

Anna Sophia was just leaving the house, paper 
in hand, and advanced, with a cheerful smile, to 
meet him. 

"Father," said she, " I have the paper, and we 
are the first to read it. The good burgher and his 
wife are in the country, and the overseer allowed 
me to take it. But, hear, father, he says he 
glanced over it hastily, and saw something about 
a Prussian victory." 

The old shepherd's face sparkled with joy, and 
he sought to draw Anna away with him. 

" Come, come, my child," said he, " to my house, 
where it is still and quiet ; there we will read of 
our kmg's victories." 

But Anna shook her beautiful head. 

" No, father," said she, " it would not be right 
to read the paper alone to-day. The king's vic- 
tories belong to his people — to each one of his 
subjects ; and every heart will beat more proudly 
when it hears of them, and thank God that H« 
has blessed the weapons of their king. It is not 
for us to keep this joy from our men and women. 
Charles Henry, with the overseer's permission, 
has already assembled the villagers upon the open 
space under the beech-trees. See! all are hast- 
ening with their work. Come, father, we must 
read to our neighbors and friends our king's vic- 
tories. A victory belongs to the whole village, 
but should there ever be news of a lost battle, 
then, father, we will read it to ourselves." 

" God forbid that this should come to passt' 
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Sfud the old man, following Anna to the place of 
general meetmg. 



CHAPTER II. 



NEWS or BATTLE. 



The inhabitants of the village had already as- 
sembled on the square, tmder the great linden ; 
and as old Boschman now approached, support- 
ed by Anna Sophia's arm, they were joyfully 
greeted. 

Anna waved the paper like a white flag in the 
air, and, hastening the old man forward impa- 
tiently, she exclaimed : 

♦* Our king has won a battle ! '* 

Shouts of triumph were the result 

"Did he whip the French, or the Austrians ? " 
asked one of the peasants, as he drew close to 
Anna, and tried to sdze the paper. 

Anna drew it back hastily. 

" The steward sent it to me, to read to the com- 
munity, and I shall do so.*' 

"Ten us, Anna," swd another, "has he beaten 
the Russians or the cunning Saxons ? I wish he 
could trample them all under foot." 

" He will, if he has not yet done so," cried old 
Buschman. " Children, our king will conquer all 
his enemies ; he is a hero, and has only brave fel- 
lows to fight for him. Just think of the thirty 
noble boys that our village alone gave him ! " 

" Read, Anna, read!" cried the curious crowd. 
And Anna, ready to please them, walked under 
the linden, and stepped upon the wooden bench 
that surrounded the tree. 

Father Buschman placed himself at her feet, 
and several old men and women followed his ex- 
ample. The young people gathered around in 
groups, and gazed respectfully at the youthful 
^rl, whose bright, beautiful face glowed as if 
lighted by the evening sun. The little boys, who 
had followed their parents from curiosity, were 
amusing themselves in turning somersets. 

Anna now raised her voice and began to read 
in a bright tone. It was a brilliant and inspiring 
account of the battle pf Losovitz, and Anna read 
it in breathless haste and burning cheeks. As she 
read how the Prussians were at first defeated by 
the powerM army of the Austrians under General 
Brown, whose terrific artillery sent 4eath and ruin 
Into the Prussian ranks, the women sobbed softly, 
and the men could hardly suppress their sighs. 
They breathed more freely when they heard that 
the king, adopting a new expedient, advanced a 
part of his cavalry into the centre of his weak- 



ened infantry, and thus turned the tide of battle. 
Thdr courage failed on hearing that this advan- 
tage was soon lost ; the enemy still advanced is 
unbroken columns, and almost forced the Frui 
sians to retreat^ The left wing of infiantry, com- 
manded by the Duke of Bevem, which had fired 
unceasingly, had exhausted their anununltion; 
while the Austrian General Wied, who ddVnied 
the post of Losovitz, kept up a brisk cannona- 
ding. The Prussian warriors pleaded loudly for 
powder and shot 

Anna stopped reading ; her heart beat loudly; 
she leaned her head against the tree and closed her 
eyes in terror. The old people sitting at her feet 
prayed and wept aloud, and from the crowd there 
arose sounds of grief and despab. In th^r ter- 
ror they had forgotten that it was of a victory 
and not a defeat they were to hear, and that tbe 
battle must at last have ended to their advan 
tage. 

" Read on, Anna," said the old shepherd, after 
a long pause. " Are we such cowards as not to 
be able even to hear an account of this murder- 
ous battie in which our sons were brave enou^ 
to fight?" 

**Read on, read on!" was heard here and 
there. 

Anna unclosed her eyes and raised the paper. 
Breathless stillness reigned anew. Anna read : 

" In this fearful moment the Duke of Bevero 
felt that a decisive step must be taken, and 
springing in front of his troops with drawn sword, 
he cried: 'Boys, yon have no more anomuni- 
tion I Do not be discouraged ! Figlit with your 
bayonets I ' These words, spoken by a brave and 
beloved leader, gave heart to alL They closed 
their ranks, and inspired by the exanaple of thdr 
officer, attacked the enemy boldly. In vsdn Baron 
Stahremberg hastened forward with his six bat- 
talions — uselessly Baron Wied tried to defend the 
house of Losovitz in which his grenadiers had ta- 
ken refuge. Nothing could withstand the Prus- 
sians. Like a raging hurricane they fell upon the 
enemy, who were forced to give way to them. A 
part of the Austrian force sprang into the Elbe, 
and tried to save their liv6s by swimnung. Lo- 
sovitz was fired, and all its defenders fled. The 
Prussians had gained a complete victory." * 

Ama Sophia could read no further. The de- 
light pf .all was intense — wives embraced thdr 
husbands with tears of joy— old men thanked 
God aloud — and the boys, who had ceased their 
play and been listening attentively, made bolder 
and higher somersets and shouted more lustily. 



• " Characteristlca of the Seven Teanj' "War,^ voL U 
p. 6a 
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Anna Sophia alone said nothing. Her tall, slender, 
but full form was leaning against the tree — ^an in- 
spired smile was on her lip, and her eyes, raised 
to heaven, beamed with holy fire. She stood as 
'f in a dream, and at first did not hear old Busch- 
man ask her to read on. When he repeated his 
request, she was startled, and turned her glance 
slowly down from heaven upon the joyful crowd 
that surrounded her. 

" What do you wish, father ? " she asked. 

The old shepherd arose, and, taking his cap from 
his gray head, said solemnly, " You have read us 
of the victory, Anna Sophia ; now read us of those 
who gave their lives for it. Tell us of the dead." 

"Yes, read us a list of the dead!" cried the 
others, uncovering their heads respectfully. 

Anna sought for the list, and read slowly the 
names of the fallen. Thdr faces brightened more 
and more ; none belonging to them were dead. 
Suddenly Anna paused, and uttered a low cry ; 
then looked at Father Buschman with a terrified 
expression. Perhaps the old man understood her, 
for he trembled a little, and his head fell upon his 
breast ; but he raised it proudly again. Looking 
almost commandingly at Anna, he said : 

" Read on, my daughter." 

But Anna could not read. The paper trembled 
in her hand, and her face was pale as death. 

"Read on," repeated the old man — " read on ; 
I, your father, command you to read ! " 

Anna sighed deeply. "I will obey," she said, 
and casting a glance of inexpressible sorrow at 
the old man, two new names fell from her lips 
and tears to consecrate them. "Anton Busch- 
man, Frederick Buschman," and then taking ad- 
vantage of the breathless stillness, she, added: 
" The two brothers were the first to attack the 
enemy — they died the death of heroes ! " She 
ceased. The paper dropped from her trembUng 
hands and fell at the old man's feet 

The weepmg eyes of the crowd were turned up- 
on old Buschman. As if crushed by the storm, 
be had staggered to the bench; he bowed his 
head upon his breast that no one might see the 
expression of his face; his trembling hands 
clasped on his knees, made a touchmg picture of 
silent sorrow. 

Hi3 son Henry, who had been standing with 
the others, stepped softly to him, and kneeling 
down, put his arms around the old man's neck 
and spoke to him tenderly. 

The old man started up wilh terror — ^his glance 
turned from his son to the crowd, and met every- 
where sympathizing and troubled faces. " Well," 
he asked, in a hard, rough voice, " why do you 
weep f Did you not hear that my sons died the 



death of heroes ? Have they not fallen for their 
country and their king? It iv^ould become us to 
weep if they were cowards and fled in battle. 
But Anna Sophia told us they died the death of 
heroes. Therefoie, let us think of them with 
love and pride. * Blessed are the dead, for they 
see God I ' " 

He sank upon his knees and murmured low 
prayers for the repose of the dead, and now he 
wept for the first tune. At his side knelt his sod 
and Anna. Sophia; and the crowd, overcome by 
emotion and sympathy, followed their example,^. 
and with bended knees murmured the pious pray- 
ers of the Church for the dead. 

The solemn stillness was broken by the beating 
of drums and the tramping of horses. A compa- 
ny of infantry, headed by the drummer and fifer, 
marched up the street and approached the villa- 
gers, who, rising from their knees, gazed anxiously 
at the troops. 

"They are Prussians," said the mayor, who was 
amongst the crowd. 

" They are Prussians," repeated the crowd, with 
brightening faces. 

Headed oy the mayor, they went forward to 
meet and conduct them to the middle of the 
square, where they halted. The mayor then ap- 
proached the officer and asked him what he de- 
sired. 

The officer, after making the drummer a sign, 
who beat the roll powerfully, drew out a roll 
of paper and unfolded it The villagers pushed 
forward and waited with breathless attention. 
Close to the officer stood the old shepherd, next 
to him his son and Anna Sophia, who was star- 
ing, pale and trembling, at the officer, who now 
began to read. 

This paper commanded the unmarried men of 
the village to place themselves under the king^'s 
flag, and to take their places in the ranks of those 
who fought for their country. Harvest was at an 
end, and the king could now demand the fighting 
men of villages and cities to join him and share 
with him his dangers and his yictories. The offi- 
cer then commanded the mayor to give him early 
the next morning a list of the unmarried men in 
the village, that he might call them out and con- 
duct them to Cleve for further orders. 

A hollow murmur ran through the crowd when 
the officer had finished. The joyful and inspured 
emotion they had just felt gave way to discontent 
and gloom. All had been ready to celebrate the 
victory, but found it far from desirable to enter 
the ranks. 

The old shepherd looked angrily at the despair* 
mg crowd, and an expression of pious peace spread . 
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oyer his venerable countenance. Turning to the 
officer, he said, in a loud voice : 

** I had six sons in the army ; two fell in the 
battle of Losovitz, and mj poor old heart still 
weeps for the dead ; but it is also content that the 
kmg calls for another sacrifice. I have one other 
son ; he is unmarried, has no one to take care of, 
neither wife nor child nor his old father, for, th^ink 
God, I still have strength to support mjself Go, 
tlien, my son Charles Henry, the king calls you ; and 
if it must be so, lie down like your brothers in a 
heroic grave." 

He ceased and laid his hand, as if with a bless- 
ing, upon his son's head ; but Henry did not par- 
take of his father's enthusiasm. His face was 
pale as death, and his powerful frame trembled as 
if with fever. 

Anna Sophia saw it ; her beaming face paled, 
and her eye sank down with shame. 

The officer, who had noticed the dejection of 
the people, wished to give them time to recover. 

"Leave every thing alone until to-morrow," he 
said. " To-morrow, sir mayor, you will hand me 
the list, and I am sure that the unmarried boys 
will obey their king's call with joy. Now, sir 
mayor, I beg you to conduct me to the court- 
house, where I will pass the night, and see that 
my soldiers find good quarters there, and in the 
vUlage." 

He nodded khidly to the people, and accompa- 
nied by the mayor, moved onward. The crowd 
followed them silently, and the gay village boys 
danced gleefully around the fine procession. 



CHAPTER III. 

THS CERTiriCATS Or ENLISTMENT. 

Anna Sophia returned to her solitary home in 
deep meditation, and not even in the stillness of 
her room could 'she regain her accustomed serenity 
and cheerfulness. Her thoughts were far away ; 
for the first time her room appeared to her gloomy 
and deserted. The memories of the past did not 
now speak to her, and when she threw herself 
upon her bed, it was without having bid her par- 
ents good-night. 

But even then she could find no rest. Strange 
visions were wafted before her waking eyes, won- 
derful dreams took hold of her senses. She saw 
her victorious king standing before her, his 
sparkling eyes beckoning her to follow him. Then 
she saw herself in the front of an army, the flut- 
tering banner in her hand, the glittering shield on 



her breast, followed by many brave warriors, whc 
were all gazbg proudly upon her. And again she 
saw herself. But now she was all alone — alone by 
the side of an open grave, ^nth a gaping wound m 
her breast, rabing her weary eyes upward and mur 
muring, with pale lips : " How sweet to die for one's 
country I " Then the brothers of her betrothed 
raised themselves slowly from among the dead, 
and signed to her to follow them. She seemed to 
hear them saying: '* Revenge our death, our 
brother is faint-hearted ! " . 

At this thought, she raised herself upon her 
couch. 

" He is a coward," murmured she ; " I saw him 
tarn pale and tremble, and I felt as if a sword had 
entered my heart and destroyed all my love for 
him. Yes, he is a coward, and instead of rejoidng 
at the thought of a battle, he trembles." 

She covered her face with her hands, as if to 
hide from the night the burning blush of shame 
that mounted to her brow. Thus she sat for 
hours motionless, as if listening to the voices whis- 
pering to her from within, until the first gleam of 
morning, the first ray of sun entered the open 
window to arouse her from her waking dreams. 

She sprang from her bed, and dressed herself 
with trembling eagerness. The sun had arisen, 
and Charles Henry was no doubt already in the 
woods, at the place she had appointed to meet him 
yesterday morning. When bidding him good-by, 
she had whispered to him to meet her there in 
the morning at sunrise ; she did not then know 
why she had appointed this meeting. She well 
knew it was not the longing to pass an undis- 
turbed hour with her lover that had actuated her. 
Anna had no such wish ; her heart was too pure, 
her love too cold. She had only felt that she 
would have something to say to hhn ; she knew 
not what herself. 

But now she well knew what she had to say ; 
it was all clear, and therefore she was happy and 
cheerful. It seemed to her as if her soul had 
taken flight, and as if there was a lark within her 
singing songs of joy ; and with these feelings she 
hastened down the road into the woods. 

At the appointed place stood Charles Henry, 
and as his betrothed approached him, so proud, so 
smiling, sparkling with beauty and youth, it ap- 
peared to him that he had never seen her so ex- 
quisitely beautiful ; to her, as he advanced smil. 
ingly to meet her, he, had never seemed bo small, 
so devoid of attractions. 

When they met, they looked at each other in 
amazement — there was a change in both. 

"Anna Sophia," said Charles Henry at last, 
sadly, "you have somethmg against me I " 
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"Yes," swd she, "I have something against 
you, otherwise I would not have appointed this 
meeting here, where we can be heard by no one. 
Were this that I have to tell you something good, 
somethmg pleasant, all the world might stand by 
and hear it ; but as it is something pamful, it must 
be heard by you alone." 

She seated herself silently upon the ground, 
signing to Charles Henry to follow her example. 

" It was here," said Anna, hastily, " that you 
first told me of yoiu* love." 

" Yes, it was here, Anna," repeated he^ " and 
you then told me that my love was returned, and 
that you would be my wife when we had saved 
enough to commence housekeepmg. But still I 
have always felt that you were not kind to me, 
not as the other girls in the village are to their 
lovers. You have never permitted me to come 
under your window at night ; I have never been 
allowed to take you in my arms and kiss you 
tenderly, as the other boys do their sweethearts ; 
and never, no never, have you given me a kiss 
unasked ; and, after all my entreaties, you kissed 
me only in the presence of my old father and 
his dog." 

" It is not in my nature to be very tender," said 
Anna, shrugging her shoulders. " I read in one 
of my books Litely a fairy tale, in which there 
was a young girl, of whom it was said that a bad 
fairy had bound her heart in iron, to prevent its 
full play ; the girl was constantly bewailing this 
fatality, saying, *I can only like, but never love.' 
Perhaps it is thus with me, but I do not weep 
over it, like the foolish gbl in the book." 

"And was this what you had to tell me?" 
asked Charles Henry, mockingly. 

She gave hun a look that sent the jeering smile 
from his lip. 

"No, Charles Henry," said she, "this is not 
what I have to tell you." 

" Well, what is It then, Anna, for this wounds 
me ? " said he, impatiently. 

" Perhaps the other will do so also," said she, 
sadly. " But it must come out, I cannot suppress 
it Hear, Charles Henry, what I have to say, and 
if it is not true, for^ve me. I fear you do not go 
willmgly into the army, and that your heart does 
not beat with joy at the thought of becoming a 
soldier." 

" You are right," said Charles Henry, laughmg, 
"I do not go willingly; and how should it be 
otherwise Mt is a wild, disorderly life, and it strikes 
me it cannot be right for men who, our pastor says, 
should love each other like brothers, to vie in cut- 
ting o£f each other's limbs, and to fire upon each 
other without mercy or pity, as if one were the 



butcher, the other the poor ox, who only resists 
because he does not wish to give up his life ; and 
in this case all would be the butchers, and none 
the oxen, therefore each one gives his stroke 
bravely to preserve his own life." 

" It would be sad if it were as you say," said 
Anna, shaking her head, " but it is not so. The 
true soldier does not think of his life ; he thinks of 
his country, for which he will gladly shed his 
blood — of his kmg, to whom he has sworn to be 
true — and of the glory which he will gain for him- 
self!" 

Charles Henry looked in amazement upon Anna 
Sophia's agitated countenance. 

" How do you know all this ? " said he. " Who 
has told you that these are soldiers' thoughts ? " 

" I have read of it in my books, Charles Henry ; 
in one of them there is the history of a man 
whose name was Leonidas. He defended, with 
three hundred of his soldiers, against many thou- 
sands of his enemy, a narrow passway. He well 
knew that he could not conquer ; his soldiers also 
knew it, but they preferred death rather than the 
humiliation of laying down their weapons and 
praying for mercy. And every man of them died 
joyfully, giving up his life for his country." 

"Well, I must say they were fools!" cried 
Charles Henry, excitedly ; " if I had been there, 
I would not have done so— I would have sued for 
pardon." 

"Yes," said Anna Sophia, thoughtfully — "yes, 
I think you would have done as you say ; and I 
have been wondering all through' the past night 
whether you would willingly and joyfully go to 
battle?" 

" I ? God forefend ; I will not go joyfully— -I 
will not go at all ! This morning I intend gomg 
to our pastor to receive from him a certificate, 
showing that I cannot join the army, as I have a 
decrepit old father to support, who would die with- 
out me." 

" Charles Henry, your father is not decrepit, nor 
very old, nor would he starve if you were not 
here, for he can support himself." 

" But he may, at any moment, become unable 
to help himself, and then he would need me ; I 
would have no rest day or night when far away, 
but would be thinking of my poor old father, 
lying sick and helpless in his hut, with no one 
near to give him a piece of bread or a cup of 
water." 

" Let not this trouble you, Charles Henry," said 
Anna, solemnly. " I swear to you that 1 will love 
him and care for him as a daughter. He shall 
want for nothing; and when he can work no 
longer, I am strong and healthy enough to work 
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for both of us. Go with a peaceM mfaid, I wiU 
be here in your place." 

** No, no I " cried Charles Henry, turning pale ; 
" I will not Join the army. I cannot, I will not 
be separated from you, Anna. You have sworn 
to be my wife, and I will beseech the pastor to 
join us to-day ; then they cannot take me away 
from here, for I will hare a father and a wife to 
take care ofl" 

"Not for me, Charles Henry, for I will not 
marry yet Hare we saved enough to commence 
housekeeping ? Is this a time to marry and build 
a nest, when war, misery, and ruin are raging 
throughout the country ? No, no ! Charies Henry, 
we cannot marry now." 

" Because you do not wish it, Anna. But it shall 
be, for I have your promise, and you must keep 
it. Ah, Anna Sophia, you do not know what a 
longmg I have to call you my wife I " 

"But I have no such longmg," gdd she, drily ; 
" no desire whatever to marry ; and I will tell you, 
that though yon wish to marry to-day, it is not 
out of love for me, but to save yourselfl" 

His eyes sunk before the large, searching ones 
fixed upon him. 

"To save myself, and from what, Anna So- 
phia?" 

" From being a soldier, Charles Henry I For 
last evening, I read upon your countenance that 
you were devoid of courage." 

"You read that?" 

" Yes, Charles Henry, fear was stamped upon 
your brow." 

" Well, then," said he, after a pause, " you have 
read aright I have no courage, I fear for myselfl 
I am not accustomed to stand still, while some 
one IS pointing his gun at me, and to cry, *Long 
live the king ! * when the cannon-balls are flying 
around me ; to attack men who have done me no 
harm, and to whom I wish to do none. When I 
think upon the possibility of my being compelled 
to do this, I tremble, and my heart ceases to beat. 
Do not require it of me, Anna, for if I have to go, 
I will fly at the first fight, and come back here. 
They may then shoot me as a deserter, if they 
choose ; I prefer to die rather than to kill any one 
eUe." 

Anna Sophia sprang from her seat with a cry 
of horror. 

" I thought so," said she, in a low voice ; and, 
crossing her arms upon her breast, she walked to 
and fro, thoughtfully. 

Charles Henry looked at her in amazement, but 
bad not the courage to speak to her ; for she was 
so completely changed, that he was almost afraid 
of her. There was something so cold and proud 



about her to^ay, something aristocratic in hei 
beauty. He thought to himself; "It is thus that 
a queen would look when dressed as a peasant '^ 

Anna Sophia stood still before him at last, and 
gave him a tender, almost pitiful glance. 

"Charles Henry," said she, "you shall not jcmd 
the army; I will not suffer it" 

He sprang from his seat with a cry of joy. 

"You win then marry me, Anna Sophia?" 
said he, exultlngly. " You wiU become my wife, 
so as to keep me here ? You love me too much 
to let me go t " He tried to embrace her, but sha 
waved him off. 

"No," said she, "I will not marry you, but, 
still, you must not join the army ; for if you be- 
came a deserter, it would break your father's 
heart, and it would be a disgrace, not only for me, 
but for the whole village. Think well over what 
you have said. Perhaps you are mistaken b 
yourself and only dislike joining the army on your 
poor father's account Question your conscience 
and your heart, and remember, Charles Henry, 
that God will hear your answer. Do you truly 
believe that you are wtoting in courage — that you 
would fly from the battle-field ? " 

" As truly as there is a God above us, I believe 
it, Anna Sophia. It is not belief^ it is certainty. 
It is not in my nature to be brave ; I was not 
brought up to it, and am therefore without it I 
am an apt farmer, but would be a bad soldier." 

Anna Sophia sighed deeply, and covered her 
face with her hands. Thus she stood for some 
time in front of her betrothed, and he saw the 
large tears, stealing through her fingers, fall upon 
the grass, to be transformed there by the sun into 
sparkling jewels. 

" Why do you weep, Anna Sophia ? " asked he, 
gently. " What has so suddenly made you sad ? " 

Her hands fell slowly and wearily from her 
face. " I am not weeping now," said she ; "it b 
past — I have shed my last tear. Now we must 
settle upon what is to be done, for you cannot be 
a soldier." 

"But they will force me," said he, "for I am 
tall, strong, and healthy— just the build for a sol- 
dier." 

Anna Sophia raised herself proudly and stood 
beside him. " I am as tall as you," said she. 

"It is true," replied Charles Henry, laughing, 
"we are of the same height We can scarcely 
fail to have tall, good-looking children some of 
these days ! " 

She shrugged her shoulders slightly, and looked 
at him in a strange manner. " I am as strong and as 
healthy as you," said she , " my sight is as sharp, 
my hand as sure. Were I Charles Henry Busch- 
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man, I would be a good soldier, for I have cour- 
age—I would not tremble at the cannon-balls." 

"But, fortunately, you are not a man," said 
Charles Henry, laughing. " You are the beauti- 
ful Anna Sophia, who is this day to become my 
wife to save me from being a soldier." 

• "No, Charles Henry; the war must be at an 
end, and Charles Henry Buschman must have re- 
turned a brave soldier, before I can marry him." 

"You mean," said he, with trembling lips — 
" you mean I must be a soldier ? " 

"As you have said, they will not let you off. 
You are a strong, healthy youth — you are unmar- 
ried, and have no one to support, for your father 
can take care of himself. Why, then, as the king 
is in need of soldiers, should they pass you by ? " 

"It is too true," murmured Charles Henry, de- 
spondently. After a slight pause, he said : " But I 
will not be a soldier — ^I cannot ! For it is true I 
am a coward — ^I have not a particle of courage t 
That is bom with one, it cannot be acquired ; I 
have it not, and cannot therefore be a soldier." 

" Nor shall you become one," said Anna, with 
determination. 

What can you do ? " 

" I will join the army in your stead t " 

Charles Henry stared at her. He was on the 
point of laughing, but the sight of her inspired, 
earnest countenance, in which a world of deter- 
mination was expressed, sobered him completely. 

" I will do as I said, for I have great courage, 
and when I think of a battle my heart beats loud- 
ly, not with fear but with rapturous joy. To me, 
nothing would be more glorious than to die, ban- 
ner in hand, surrounded by the thunder of can- 
non, and to cry out exultingly, as the blood flows 
from my wounds, * Vive leroil vive la pairie / * " 
Her form was raised majestically, her countenance 
beamed with inspiration, a daring fire sparkled in 
her eyes — she was so changed in form and ex- 
pression, that Charles Henry drew back from her 
in terror. 

"I am afraid of you, Anna Sophia," said he, 
shuddering. "You are changed — you are not 
like yourself." 

" No," said she ; " nor am I the same. Yester- 
day I was Anna Sophia Detzloff— from to-day I am 
Charles Henry Buschman. Do not interrupt me 
*-4t must be I You shall not break your father's 
heart — ^you shall not bring disgrace upon the vil- 
lage. The kmg has called you — ^you must obey 
the call. But I will go in your place ; you shall 
remam quietly at home, thrashing your com, cut- 
ting your hay, and taking care of your kind old 
ikther, while I shall be upon the battie-field fight- 
ing in your place." 



" Do you then love me well enough to ^ve youi 
life for me ? " cried Charles Henry, with stream- 
ing eyes. 

She shook her head slowly, thoughtfully. *' 
do not know if it be love," said she. " X only 
feel that it must be done — there is no other ou^ 
let but this to help us all Let us speak no more 
about it— only tell me that you accept it," 

" It is impossible, Anna Sophia." 

" Only accept it, and all will be right." 

" I cannot It would be an everlasting shame 
tome." 

She pressed her teeth tightly together — her 
eyes gleamed with anger. " Hear me out," said 
she. " Go, or stay — whichever you do — ^I do not 
remain here I I must away and seek my fortune. 
I have never been happy, as yet — upon the bat- 
tie-field I may be. I have nothing to Lose, and 
can therefore win all. Well, say I Am I to be a 
soldier in your stead ? " 

"If you really wish it, I must yield," said he, 
sadly. " You say you have nothing to lose, but I, 
I have you, and I cannot, will not lose you. And 
as you would be angry with and leave me if I 
said * No,' I prefer saying * Yes.' " 

Anna Sophia gave a cry of delight, and, for the 
first time, gave Charles Henry a willing kiss. 
" Many, many thanks, Charles Henry," said she. 
"Now we will all be happy." 

Charles Henry sighed. He could not bring him- 
self to trust in Anna's prophecy. 

"And now," said she, eagerly, "how shall we 
go about it?" 



CHAPTER IV. 

TABEWELL TO THE VILLAGE. 

In the course of the day, Charles Henry accom- 
panied the other boys to the village, where an offi- 
cer was to call out the names of those who were 
drafted. As his name was called out, he did not 
change countenance — he remained as gay and 
cheerM as before, while the other boys were gaz- 
ing sadly, thoughtfully before them. Then the of- 
ficer handed each of them a ticket upon which 
their names were printed, and ordered them to go 
immediately to the nearest city, Clcve, and re- 
cme their uniforms. Charles Henry requested a 
day's leave, as he had various preparations to 
make for his father, to whom he wished to will 
the littie property he had inherited from his 
mother. The officer granted him one day. Charles 
Henry left the house gayly, but instead of turning 
his steps toward the little hut inhabited by his 
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father, he took the path leading to the old school- 
house, where his bride lived. 

She stood at her door waiting for him. " Well,** 
said she, hastily, "is all right? ** 

"Yes,** said he, sadly, "I am drafted.** 

She grasped the printed ticket from his hand 
and hid it in her bosom. " Now,** said she, " you 
have but to bring me a decent suit of clothes.** 

" My Sunday suit, Anna,** sdd he, smiling. " It 
is new ; I intended to be married in it.*' 

" I shall not hurt it,** said she. " There is a mer- 
chant at Gleve, whom I know to be good and hon- 
est — ^I will leave the clothes with him, and next 
Sunday you can walk to the city for them." 

" You will not even keep them to remember me 
by?** 

" It is impossible for me ever to forget you, 
Charles Henry, for I shall bear your name.** 

"From now on, throughout your whole life, 
you shall bear it, Anna. For when you return, 
you will remember your promise, and marry me. 
You will not forget me when far away ? '* 

" How do I know I shall return ? ** said she. "A 
soldier*8 life is in constant danger. There can be 
no talk of marriage until this war is over. But 
it is now time we were asleep, Charles Henry. 
You and I have many things to do to-morrow ; we 
must arrange our household affairs — ^you for the 
sake of appearances, and I in good earnest 
Good-night, then, Charles Henry.** 

" Will you not kiss me on this our last night, 
Anna Sophia ? ** said he, sadly. 

" A soldier kisses no man,** said she, with a 
weary smile. "He might embrace a friend, as 
his life ebbed out upon the battle-field, but none 
other, Charles Henry. Good-night.** 

She entered and bolted the door after her, then 
lighting a candle she hastened to her attic-room. 
Seating herself at her father's table, she spread a 
large sheet of foolscap before her and conmienced 
writing. She was making her will with a firm, un- 
shaken hand. She began by taking leave of the 
villagers, and implored them to forgive her for 
causing them sorrow; but that life in the old 
hut, without her parents, had become burdensome 
to her, and as her betrothed was now going away, 
she could endure it no longer. She then divided 
her few possessions, leaving to every friend some 
slight remembrance, such as ribbons, a prayer- 
book, or a handkerchief. Her clothes she divided 
among the village wives. But her house, with all 
its contents, she left to Father Buschman, with the 
request that he would live in it, at least in sum- 
mer. 

When she had toshed, she threw herself upon 
her bed to rest from the many fatigues and heart- 



aches of the day. In her dreams her pare&ts ap- 
peared to her— they beckoned, kissed, and blessed 
her. Strengthened by this dream, she sprang joy- 
fully at daybreak from her couch. She felt now 
assured that what she was about to do was right, 
for otherwise her parents would not have ap- 
peared to her. She now continued the prepara- 
tions for her journey cheerfully. She packed aQ 
her linen clothes into a small bundle, and then 
scoured and dusted her little house carefully. 
Dressmg herself with more than her usual care, 
and putting her testament in her pocket, she leSt 
the Jiouse. 

Anna took the road leading to the parsonage ; 
she wished to go to confession to her old pastor 
for the last time. He had known her during ike 
whole of her short life; had baptized her, and 
with him she had taken her first oommunion. 
She had confessed to him her most secret thoughts, 
and with loving smile, he absolved what she 
deemed her sms. He would not break the seal 
of confession, and she therefore opened her heart 
to him without fear. 

The old pastor was deeply moved, and laying 
his hand upon her head he wept. When she had 
bid hun a long and loving adieu, and had wiped 
the tears from her eyes, she left the parsonage and 
hastened to the woods, where Father Buschman 
was tending his sheep. As soon as the old shep- 
herd saw her, he beckoned to her his welcome. 

" I did not see you throughout the whole of 
yesterday, Anna Sophia,'* said he, " and my heart 
was heavy within me ; there was something want- 
ing to my happiness.** 

" I will remain with you to-day to make up for 
yesterday's absence," said she, seating herself be- 
side hun and kissing him tenderly. " I could not 
work to-day, for my heart aches ; I will rest my- 
self with you." 

" Your heart aches because Charles Henry must 
leave us," said the old shepherd. "You would 
prefer his remaining at home, and not being a sol- 
dier?" 

"No, I would not prefer this, father,** said sh^ 
earnestly; "would you?" 

The old man looked thoughtful for some time, 
then said : 

" It will be a great sorrow to me, Anna Sophia, 
for he is the last remaining light of my youth, and 
when he goes all will be dark and gloomy for me. 
It does me good to see his bright, handsome face ; 
to hear his gay morning and evening song ; and 
when you two are sitting beside me hand in hand 
upon the old bench at the front of our little hut, 
my youth comes back to me. I see myself sitting 
on the same bench with my dear old woman — it 
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.was our farorite seat when we were young. 
When Charles Henry leaves me, I not only lose 
hun, but my whole past life seems to vanish 
away." 

"You would, therefore, prefer he should re- 
main at home ? " said Anna, anxiously. 

** If it were possible," said he, "but it is not. 
His king has called him, he must obey." 

"But he may, perhaps, be allowed to stay, 
father, if you will declare that you are too old, too 
weak to support yourself, and wish the only prop 
of your old age to remain with you, the authori- 
ties at Cleve may, perhaps, grant your request" 

The old shepherd shook his head slowly and 
thoughtfully, and said : 

"No, we will not make the attempt; it would 
be deception, and could bring us no honor. I am 
not too weak to earn my own living, and it would 
be a disgrace to Charles Henry if I bought him 
off from his duty. The world might then think 
he was a coward, and had not courage enough to 
fight" 

" Do you think it a disgrace for a man to be 
wanting in courage ? " said Anna Sophia, gazing 
at him as if her life depended upon his answer. 

" I think so," said he, calmly ; " it is as bad for 
a man to be without courage as for a woman to be 
without virtue." 

Anna Sophia raised her dark, glowing eyes to 
heaven with an expression of de^ thankfulness. 
Then giving way to her emotion, she threw her 
arms around the old shepherd, and, leaning her 
head upon his shoulder, she wept bitterly. He did 
not disturb her, but pressed her tenderly to his 
heart, and whispered occasionally a few loving, 
consoling words. He believed he understood her 
sorrow ; he thought he knew the source of these 
tears. She was weeping because all hope of pre- 
venting her betrothed from being a soldier was 
now gone. 

" Weep no more, my child," said he, at last ; 
" your eyes will be red ; it will sadden Charles 
Henry, and make it harder for hun to say good- 
by. See, there he comes to join us— do not weep, 
my child." 

Anna raised her head and diicd her eyes 
hastily. 

" I am not weeping, father," said she. " I en- 
treat yoQ do not tell Charles Henry that I have 
been crying— do not, if you love me. I will prom- 
ise not to be sad again." 

" I wiU be silent, but you must keep your word 
and be cheerful, so as not to sadden the poor 
boy." 

"I will" 

Anna Sophia kept her word. She gave Cl^arles 



Henry a bright, cheery welcome. While she was 
joking and laughing with the old man, evening 
came upon them, and as it cast its shadows about, 
Charles Henry became more and more silent and 
sad. 

It was now time to drive home the fold ; the 
sun had set, and Fhylax had collected his little 
army. 

The old shepherd arose. " And now, my chil- 
dren," said he, " take leave of one another. It is 
the last sunset you will see together for many a 
long day. Swear to each other here, in the pres- 
ence of God and of his beautiful world, that you 
will be true to each other, that your love shall 
never change." 

Charles Henry looked timidly, beseechingly at 
Anna Sophia, but she would not encounter his 
gaze. 

" We have said all that we had to say," said 
she, quietly, "we will therefore not make our 
partmg harder by repeating it." 

" It will make partmg much easier to me," cried 
Charles Henry, " if you will swear to be true, and 
always to love me. Though many years may pass, 
Anna Sophia, before we meet again, I will never 
cease to love you, never cease to think of you." 

" This wiU I also do, Charles Henry," said Anna, 
solemnly. " My thoughts will be with you daily, 
•hourly; your name will be constantly upon my 
lips I " 

Charles Henry turned pale. He understood the 
ambiguous meaning of this oath, and it cut him to 
the heart 

" And now, good-night, Anna Sophia," said the 
old shepherd; "to-morrow evening, when your 
work is done, I will await you here. We will 
have to love and console each other. €U)od-night 
once more I " 

" Good-night, dear father," whispered die, in a 
voice choked with tears, as she pressed a burning 
kiss on his brow. 

The old man took her in his arms and embraced 
her tenderly, then whispered : 

" To-morrow we will weep together, Anna So- 
phia." 

Anna tore herself from his arms. 

"Good-night, father I "—and then turning to 
Charles Henry, she said: "When do you leave 
for Cleve?" * 

" To-night, at ten," siud he; ** I prefer gomg at 
night; it is much hotter in the day, and I must 
be at Cleve at eight in the mommg. I will 
be at your door to-night, to take a last look at 
you." 

"It is all right," said she, dryly, tornkg from 
him and hastening home. 
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Night had come; the Tillage night-watch had 
announced the tenth hour; no light gleamed 
through the idndows— the busy noise and bustle 
of day had given place to deep quiet The whole 
village was at rest, every eye was closed. No one 
saw Charles Henry as he passed, with a bundle 
under his arm, and took the path leading to the 
old school-house — ^no one but the moon, that was 
gleaming brightly above, and was illuminating 
the solitary wanderer's path. 
. For the first time he found Anna Sophia's door 
open — he had no need to knock. He entered un- 
disturbed with his bundle, which contained the 
suit of clothes Anna had denred. 

Half an hour later the door was opened, and 
two tall, denderly-buHt young men left the house. 
The moon saw it all; she saw that the man with 
the hat on, and with the bundle on his back, was 
none other than Anna Sophia Detzlofl^ daughter 
of the old school-teacher. She saw that the one 
who was foUowmg her, whose countenance was so 
ghastly pale — ^not because the moon was shining 
upon It, but because he was so sad, so truly 
wretched— that this other was Charles Henry 
Buschman, who was coward enough to let his 
bride go to battle in his stead ! The moon saw 
them shake hands for the last tune and bid each 
other farewell. 

** Let me go a Uttle bit of the way with you, 
Anna Sophia," said Charles Henry ; " it is so dark, 
so still, and soon you will go through the woods. 
It is best I should be with you, for it is so fear- 
fully gloomy. Let me accompany you, Anna So. 
phia." 

"I have no fear of the woods," said she, gen- 
tly ; ** the stars above will watch over and guard 
me, the moon will shed her light upon my path, it 
will not be dark. I must go my way through life 
alone— I must have no fear of any tWng, not even 
of death. Leave me now, and be careful that you 
are seen by no one during the whole of to-morrow 
in my house. No one will go there to-morrow, for 
I have left word in the village that I am going on 
a visit to my aunt at Cleve. I have prepared 
your meals for you ; the table is set, and above, 
in my room, you will find books to read. You can 
stand it for one day, to-morrow evening you will 
be released. Farewell, Charles Henry I " 

" Do not go, Anna Sophia," said he, weepmg 
and trembling ; " I will go. I will force my heart 
to be courageous ! You must stay here." 

** It is too late," said Anna ; " nor could you do 
it, Charles Henry. You are afriud of the dark 
woods, and what comes beyond is much more 
fearfViL We have taken leave of each other, the 
worst is past. Kiss yout &ther for me, and when 



at times you are sitdng upon the old boieh, r» 
mind him of Anna Sophia." 

" I will obey you," whispered he. 

But Anna wa& not listening to him ; abe had 
turned from him, and was hastening down the 
road. 

The moon saw it all ! She saw the tears steal 
slowly firom Anna Sophia's eyes, and faU un- 
known to herself upon her cheek, as she turned 
her back upon her old home and hastened fo^ 
ward to a life of danger, privation, and wast 
She saw Charies Henry leaning upon ihe door 
of the old school-house, staring after Anna with a 
trembling heart until the last glimpse of her wbs 
lost in the distant woods. He then entered the 
school-house and fastened the door behind him. 
His heart was heavy and sorrowful, he was 
ashamed of himself ; he was sorry for what he had 
done, but had not the strength to change it; and 
as he wept over Anna Sophia's departure, he was 
inwardly rejoiced that he himself was to remain 
at home. 

On the morning of the second day after Annans 
departure, there was a great stir in the village, 
there were two astounding rei>orts to excite the 
community. Charles Henry Buschman had re- 
turned from Cleve ; they had told him he coold 
be spared for a while. The second report was that 
Anna Sophia had not returned from her vish. 
They waited for several days, and as she did not 
come, Charies Henry went to the distant village 
where her aunt lived. But he returned with sad 
news. Anna Sophia was not there, her amit had 
not seen her. 

What had become of her ? Where was she? 
No one could dear up the mystery. Many spoke 
of suicide ; she had drowned herself in the large 
lake to the left of the village they said, because 
her betrothed had to leave her. The old pastor 
would not listen to this ; but when the aunt came 
to take possession of her niece's worldly goods, he 
had to bring forward the will Anna had ^en him, 
in which she had willed her all to Father Busohman. 
And now no one doubted that Anna had lud hands 
upon herselfl The mystery remained unsolved. 
Every one pitied and sympathized with Charles 
Henry, who had lost all his former cheerfulness 
since the death of his bride ! 



CHAPTER V. 



THE FBISOMER. 



Two years had passed shice Frederick von 
Trenck entered the fortress of Magdeburg. T^o 
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years 1 What is that to those who live, work, 
strive, and fight the battle of life ? A short space 
of time, dashing on with fljing feet, and leaving 
nothing for remembrance bat a few important 
moments. 

Two years ! What is that to the prisoner ? A 
gray, impenetrable eternity, in which the bitter 
waters of the past fall drop by drop upon all the 
functions of life, and hollow out a grave for the 
being without existence, Who no longer has the 
courage to call himself a man. Two years of 
anxious waitmg, of vain hopes, of ever-renewing 
self-deception, of labor without result 

This was Trenck*s existence, sbce the day the 
doors of the dtadel of Magdeburg closed upon 
him as a prisoner. He had had many bitter dis- 
appointments, much secret suffering; he' had 
learned to know human nature in all its wicked^ 
ness and insignificance, its love of money and cor- 
ruption, but also in its greatness and exaltation, 
and its constancy and kindness. 

Amongst the commandants and officers of the 
fortress whose duty it was to guard Trenck, there 
were many hard and cruel hearts, which exulted 
in his tortures, and who, knowing the king's per- 
sonal enmity to him, thought to recommend them- 
selves by practising the most refined cruelties 
upon the defenceless prisoner. But he had also 
found warm human souls, who pitied his misfor- 
tunes, and who sought, by eveiy possible means, 
to ameliorate his sad fate. And, after all, never 
had the night of his imprisonment been utterly 
dark and impenetrable. The star of hope, of love, 
of conistancy, had glimmered from afar. This star, 
which had thrown its silver veil over his most 
beautiful and sacred remembrances, over his young 
life of liberty and love, this star was Amelia. She 
bad never ceased to think of him, to care for him, 
to kbor for his release; she had always found 
means to supply him with help, with gold, with 
active friends. But, alas ! all this had only served 
to add to his misfortunes, to narrow the bounda- 
ries of his prison, and increase the weight of his 
cbams. 

Treachery and seeming accident had, up to this 
time, made vam every attempt at escape, and de- 
stroyed in one moment the sad and exhausting 
labors of many long months. The first and seem- 
ingly most promising attempt at flight had mis- 
carried, through the treason of the faithless Baron 
Weingarten, who had offered to communicate be- 
tween Trenck and the princess. 

For six long months Trenck had worked with 
ceaseless and incomparable energy at a subterra- 
nean path which would lead him to freedom ; aU 
was prepared, all complete. The faithful grena- 



dier, Gefhart, who had been won over by the 
princess, had given him the necessary instruments, 
and through the bars of his prison had conveyed to 
him such food as would strengthen him for his 
giant task. 

Nothing was now wanting but gold, to enable 
Trenck, when he had escaped, to hire a little boat, 
which would place him on the other side of the 
Elbe — gold, to enable him to make a rapid flight. 

Gefhart had undertaken to deliver Trenck*s let- 
ter to the princess, asking for this money. This 
letter, written with his own blood upon a 
piece of Imen, had been forwarded through Gef* 
hart's mistress, the Jewess Rebecca, to Wdngar- 
ten. He delivered it to the princess, and re- 
ceived, through Pollnitz, two thousand thalers. 
which he did not hand over to Rebecca, but re 
tained for himself, and betrayed to the king 
Trenck*s intended flight 

This was but a short time before Weingarten's 
own flight ; and while he was enjoying the fruit of 
this base fraud in security and freedom, poor 
Trenck was forced to descend still lower in the 
citadel, and take possession of that frightful 
prison which, by spedal command of the kmg, 
had been built and prepared for him, in the lowest 
casemates of the fortress. « 

The king was greatly exasperated at these 
never-ending attempts of Trenck to escape ; his 
courage and endurance made him an interesting 
and admired martyr to the whole garrison at 
Magdeburg. 

Frederick wished to give to this garrison, and 
to all his soldiers, a terrible example of the re- 
l^tless severity with which insubordination should 
be punished, to prove to them that mortal daring 
and mortal ^ergy were vain to escape the aven- 
^ng hand of royal justice. 

Trenck, who, in the begmning, had only been 
condemned to arrest in Glatz for six months, had, 
by his constant attempts at escape, and the mad 
and eloquent expression of his rage, brought upon 
himself the sentence of eternal imprisonment, in 
a subterranean cell, which, by express command 
of the king, was so prepared, that neither guards 
nor soldiers were necessary to his detention. A 
jailer only was needed, to lock the four doors of 
the corridor which led to Trenck*s celL It was 
as little dangerous to guard this poor prisoner as 
to approach the lion bound by chains and hemmed 
in by iron bars. 

Trenck was indeed manacled like a wild beast 
A chain clanked upon his feet, an iron ^rdle was 
around his waist, to which hung a heavy chain, 
fastened to a thick iron bar built in the wall; 
manacles were made fast to each end of an iron 
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bar, to which his hands were bound. The most 
cruel wild beast would not have been so tortured ; 
Bome one would have had pity on him, and merci- 
fully ended his life. But this creature, thus tor- 
tured, groaning and clanking his heavy chains — 
this creature was a man, therefore there was no 
pity. It would have been considered a crime to 
put an end to his life ; but slowly, day by day, to 
murder him, was only justice. 

The king had made it the personal duty of the 
commandant, Bruckh&usen, to guard Tr^ick. He 
declared, that if he allowed Trenck to escape, he 
should not only lose his place and rank, but take 
Trenck's place in his fearful cell This was a 
frightful menace to the ambitious and harsh com- 
mandant, Bruckhausen, and, of course, led him to 
take the severest precautions. It was he, there- 
fore, who had bound Trenck, and, whenever he 
visited the poor prisoner in his cell, he rejoiced in 
the artistic construction of his chains, and looked 
proudly upon his work. He saw with delight 
that Trenck was scarcely able to drag his heavy 
chains two feet to the right or left, or to raise the 
tm cup to his parched lips, with his hands thus 
fastened to an iron bar ; and as often as he left 
the cell, he exclaimed, with an expression of mali- 
cious joy : 

'* I have tamed him forever ! he will not escape 
me!" 

But Trenck was not tamed ; his courage was 
not broken. In this crushed and wasted form 
dwelt a strong soul, a bounding heart; he had 
been bound in chains thought to be indissoluble. 
Trenck alone did not believe this ; he trusted still 
in the magic power of his will, in his good star, 
which had not yet been quenched in darkness. 

In the wall to which the chain was fastened, 
his name was built, in red tiles; a gravestone 
marked the spot upon which his feet moved, upon 
which a death's head and the name of Trenck 
was engraved. Under this stone there was a 
vault, and when one looked at the moist walls, 
from which the water constantly trickled, and at 
the dark cell, which for six months had not been 
cheered by one ray of light, they might well sup- 
pose that the gravestone would soon be lifted, 
and the vault opened to receive the poor prisoner, 
upon whose grave no other tears would flow. 
These dark walls were, as it appeared, softer and 
more pitiful than the hearts of men. 

Trenck was not subdued ; the death's head and 
his name upon the gravestone did not terrify him t 
It was nothing more to him than a constant re- 
minder to collect his couragr and his strength, 
and to oppose to this duly menace of death a 
Btrong conviction of life and liberty. 



If his prison wefe dark, and warmed by no rtj 
of sunshine, he leaned his head against the wall, 
closed his eyes, and his vivid imagination anfi 
glowing fancy was the slave of bis will, and 
painted his past life in magic pictures. 

The prisoner, clad as a convict, with his handi 
and feet chained, became at once the child of for- 
tune and love; the exalted favorite of princes, the 
admired cavalier, the envied courtier, and the 
darling of lovely women. 

When hunger drove him to eat the coarse bread 
which was his only nourishment, and to sati^j 
his thirst with the muddy water in the tin pitcher 
at his side, he thought of the meals, worthy of 
Lucullus, of which he had partaken, at the Bos- 
sian court, by the side of the all-powerful Russian 
minister Bestuchef ; he remembered the fabulom 
pomp which surrounded him, and the profomi(f 
reverence which was shown him, as the acknowl 
edged favorite of the prime minister of the em 
press. 

When no one whispered one word of consola- 
tion or of sympathy, for all trembled at the cease- 
less watchfulness of the commandant — ^when the 
rude silent jailer came doily and placed his bread 
and water before him and left him without word 
or greeting — ^then Trenck recalled the sacred, con- 
secrated hours in which love had whispered sweet 
names and tender words. This love still lived— 
it watched over and shone down upon him — it was 
a star of hope. Why should Trenck despair, 
when love lived and lived only for him ? No, he 
would not die-~he would never be buried imder 
this gravestone. Beyond these thick, damp walls 
lay the world — ^the living, active, blooming worii 
It was only necessary to break these chains, to 
open the five heavy doors which confined him to 
his dark prison, and life, liberty, the world, 
honor, love, belonged to him I 

**Is not my will stronger than chains and 
bolts ? " he said. ** Has not the spirit wings bv 
which she con take flight, mocking at prisons and 
at torture?'* 

His spirit was free, for he believed in freedom : 
when his chains clanked around him, it seemed to 
him as if they whispered of speedy liberty— as 
if they exhorted him in soft, harmonious tones, to 
cast them off and become a free and happy man. 

At last there came a day when he could no 
longer resist these alluring voices. If he could 
break these chains the first step was taken, and 
only the doors remained to be opened. By close 
observation, he had discovered that the inner 
door of ins prison was of wood. The faithful 
Gef hart had managed to inform him that the 
other doors were also of wood. He had also con- 
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reyed to him a small, sharp knife, the most pre- 
cious of all earthlj treasures, for with this he 
hoped to obtain his freedom. 

" But the chains I " First must the chains be 
broken — ^first must his right hand be free ! And 
it was free. Although the blood was bursting 
from the nails, Trenck forced his hand through 
the manacle. Freedom greeted him with her first 
rapturous smile. Alas, the handcuff upon the 
left hand was too narrow to be removed in this 
way. With a piece of his cham he broke off a frag- 
ment of stone which he used as a file, and in this 
way he liberated his left hand. The iron ring 
around his waist was fastened only by a hook to 
the chain attached to the wall. Trenck placed his 
feet against the wall, and bending forward with 
all his strength, succeeded in straightening the 
hook so far as to remove it from the ring. And 
now there only remained the heavy wooden chain 
fastened to his feet, and also made fast to the 
wall By a powerful effort he broke two of the 
links of this chain. 

He was free — ^free at least to stand erect and 
walk around his miserable prison. With a feel- 
ing of inexpressible joy he raised himself to his 
full height — it enraptured him to move his arms, 
so long and painfully confined — he extended them 
widely and 'powerfully, as if he wished to clasp 
the whole outside world to his heart 

Could the commandant Bruckh&usen have cast 
one glance into this horrible, noiseless cell, he 
would have trembled with rage and apprehension. 
The unchained ^ant stood with glad smiles, and 
flaming eyes, and outstretched arms, as if adjur- 
ing the spirits of the under-world to come to his 
assistance. But the commandant lay in careless 
security upon his soft, white couch ; his eyes were 
dosed ; they could not pierce the dark cell where 
a fellow-man, with loudly-beatmg heart, but silent 
lips, called rapturously to the fair goddess Liber- 
ty, and hastened to clasp her in his arms. 

Stepping forward, he sought the door of his 
prison, and kneeling before it, he took out his 
knife. He tried to cut out a small piece and to 
ascertain the thickness of the wall; this was short 
work — the door opened inside, and it was easy to 
cut around and remove the lock. It was made of 
simple oak boards. Once convinced of this, Trenck 
prudently sought his mattress in order to obtain 
rest and strength. It was impossible to commence 
his labor then. The night was far spent, and 
every morning at eight o^clock the jailer came to 
inspect him and bring his bread and water. His 
visit must be over before he could begin his work 
—he must possess his soul in patience. What 
Vore a few hours' waiting to him who had waited 



long, dreary years ? — a fleeting moment, scarcely 
sufficient to accustom him to hia new happiness, 
to enable him to collect his thoughts and bear 
quietly the rapturous conviction of approaching 
freedom. 

" Yes, I will be free ; this is the last night of 
my imprisonment'' But while waiting in this 
dreary prison he could enjoy one pleasure long 
denied him — ^he could stretch his limbs upon his 
bed without being martyred and crushed by his 
bonds — ^without hearing the clank of chains/ 
With what gladness he now stretched himself upon 
his poor couch ! — ^how grateful he was to God for 
this great happiness !— how sweet his sleep!— 
how glorious his dreams ! 

Trenck awaked in the early morning, revived 
and strengthened. It was time to prepare for the 
daily visitation — ^to replace his chains, and take 
possession of his gravestone. His eyes accus- 
tomed to the darkness soon discovered the broken 
link of the chain, which he hid in his mattress. 
With a piece of his hair-band he fastened the 
chain to his feet, hung the second chain to the 
ring upon his wwst, and now it only remained to 
place his hands in the manacles fastened to the 
iron bar. He had filed the handcuff from his left 
hand and that was easy to resume, but it was im- 
possible to force his right hand through the ring ; 
he had succeeded in removing it by a mighty ef- 
fort the evening before, but it was consequently 
greatly swollen. He took agaui his little piece of 
stone and tried to file it apart, but every effort 
was in vain. Nearer and nearer came the hour 
of visitation, and if his right hand were free when 
the jailer came, all would be discovered. It 
seemed to him as if he heard already the bolt of 
the first door. With a last, frightful effort, he 
forced his hand m the manacle ; his fingers cracked 
as if the bones were broken ; it was scarcely pos- 
sible for him to suppress a shriek of anguish. 
But the danger was even at the door, an4 the bless- 
ing of freedom was not too dearly bought even 
by this anguish ; he bore it with heroic fortitude, 
and though his whole figure trembled with pain, 
he conquered himself. He leaned back breathless- 
ly and almost unconsciously agdnst the wall ; and 
now the bolt really moved, and the jailer, followed 
by two officers, entered. 

The visitation began. In this small cell, which 
held nothing but a mattress, a seat built in the 
wall, and a small table, there was but little to ex- 
amine. A fleeting glance at Trenck's chains, 
which were rattling around hun, and the search 
was over, and the jailer and officers left the prison. 
Trenck listened in breathless silence till he heard 
the bolt of the fifth door rattling, and now life 
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■nd morement were in hia form and features. It 
was time to work. Bat alas t it was impossible. 
The swollen, blood-red, throbbing hand oould not 
possibly be withdrawn from the handcuff He 
must control himself— must wut and be pati^t 
He re8ol7ed to do this with a brave heart, in the 
full conviction that he would attain his liberty. 

At last, after three days, the swelling disap- 
peared, and he found he oould withdraw his hand 
without difficulty. The visit was no sooner over, 
•than his chains fell off For the last time I God 
grant that for the last time he had heard them 
dank! 

A herculean work was before him, but Freedom 
was without and awaiting him, and he panted to 
anbrace her. Seizing his little pocket-knife, he 
stepped to the door and commenced his labor. 
The first door was not difficult, it opened from 
within. In half an hour the work was done, and 
Trenck advanced and extended his hands before 
him till they encountered another obstacle. This 
was the second door. But here was indeed a 
weary task. The door opened on the outside and a 
heavy cross-bar besides the lock secured it It was 
necessary to cut entirely through the door above 
the bar, and spring over it Trenck did not de- 
spjur — ^bravely, unwearily, he went to work — the 
perspiration fell from his brow and mingled with 
the blood which trickled from his lacerated hands. 
Trenck did not regard it ; he felt no pain, no ex- 
haustion. Freedom stood before the frowning 
dtadel, and awaited his coming. At last it was 
achieved ; with trembling hands he lifted the up- 
per part of the door from the hinges and sprang 
into the outer room. 

Here light and sunshine greeted Imn. Weary 
months had gone by since he had seen the sun — 
the soft light of heaven on the fresh green of 
earth — and now all this was his once more. There 
was a small window in this corridor, and not too 
high for Mm to look abroad. He turned his eyes, 
filled with tears of the purest joy, upon the doud- 
less heavens ; he followed with longing eyes the 
flight of the doves, who moved like a black cloud 
across the sky and disappeared on the horizon. 
He inhaled with loug-drawn breath the fresh, glad 
air, which appeared to him laden with the fra- 
grance of all the flowers of the world. He gave 
himself up for a few moments to this first raptur- 
ous enjoyment, then conquered himself and exam- 
ined his surroundings with a thoughtful, searching 
eye. 

He saw that his prison was built against the 
first wall of the fortress, and was exactly opposite 
an entrance, before which stood a high palisade ; 
this he must climb before he could reach the 



outer waE But the nig^t was long, ind he saw 
that the guard patrolling upon the waU disappeared 
from time to time for more than five nunntes ; he 
must therefore have some distance to walk befon 
he retunied to the same spot While his hack 
was turned, must TrendL dimb the palisade and 
walL 

Trenck sprang back upon the floor with a gUd 
and happy heart What he had seen of the free, 
outer world had given him new life. With cheer- 
ful resolution he stepped to the third door. Thk 
was constructed like the first, and gave bim bnt 
little trouble— it was soon opened, and Tr^idr 
passed on the other dde. 

The sun went down, and the twilight obscured 
his view, as this was completed. And now Ibs 
strength was exhausted, and his swoll^i and Ueed- 
hig hands, frt>m which the flesh hung in shreda, 
refrtsed thdr s^vice. With inexpressible despair 
he looked at tiie fourth door, which opoied from 
the outside, and it was agun necessary to cot 
through the whole breadth of the door in order 
to advance. 

Worn out and trembling, he seated himsdf 
near the door and leaned his aching head against 
the cool wood. He sat thus a long time, till he 
fdt that his blood was flowing more calmly, and 
the wild, quick beating of his pulso had suba- 
ded — ^tiU the piun in his hands and limbs was 
quieted, and he had won new strength. He then 
rose from the floor, took his knife, and recom- 
menced his work. He moved more dlowly than 
before, but his work progressed. It could scarce* 
ly be midnight, and half the door was cut through. 
The moon shed her peeriess rays through the lit- 
tie window and lighted his work, and showed him 
what remained to be done. In two hours he would 
finish, and then remained only the fifth door which 
opened on the wall, and which Gef hart assured 
him was not difficult In three hours the work 
would be done— in three hours he might stand 
without, in the fresh, free air of heaven, himself 
a free and happy man. 

With renewed courage and renewed strength, 
after a short rest, he went agam to work. He 
thrust his knife into the opening and pressed 
powerfrdly against the wood. Suddenly his hand 
seemed paralyzed — on the other side of the door 
he heard a Kght clang, and with a hollow cry of 
woe, Trenck sank upon the floor. The blade of 
the knife was broken and had fallen on the other 
side. Now he was lost I There was no longer 
hope of escape! He rushed to the window; 
would it not be possible to escape in that way ! 
No, no! It was not possible to pass througk 
this small opening. 
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Trenck sank upon his knees before the wmdow 
tnd stared into the heavens. His pallid lips mur^ 
mured low words. Were they prayers? — ^were 
they curses ?— or was it the death-rattle of dead 
hopes and dying liberty ? At last he rose from 
his knees ; his face, which had been that of a 
corpse, now assumed an expression of firm re- 
solve. Staggering and creeping along by the wall, 
he returned to his prison, which he had left so 
short a time before full of happy hopes. He 
reached his bed and hud down upon it, holding 
the broken knife in his hand. Not to sleep, not 
to rest, but to die! He could think of no other 
hope — no other way than this. " Yes, I will die ! " 
His life's courage, his life's energy, was exhausted. 
He had closed his account with the world. Slowly 
he raised his hand aloft with the broken knife, 
and collecting all his strength for one last, decisive 
blow, he bowed and cut the vdn of his left foot, 
then raised his head with a smile of triumph, and 
stretching out his left arm he forced the stump of 
his knife deep into the large vein of his elbow. 
The deed was done! He felt the warm blood 
flowing from his veins— he felt that with it also 
was sweeping by the miserable remnant of his 
buried existence. His thoughts wandered, and a 
happy insensibility overpowered him, and now his 
blessed spuit floated chunless and free beyond 
this drear prison. The necessities of this poor 
life and its tortores were overcome. 

But what was that? Who called his name 
lightly from without, and made the. air of this Uv- 
ing grave tremble with unwonted tones? 

When this call was repeated the second time, 
Trenck felt a light trembling in his whole frame. 
The whisper of his name had called back his fleet- 
ing spirit The godlike dream of release was 
at an end ; Trenck lived again, a suffering, de- 
fenceless man. For the third time he heard his 
name called — ^for the third time a voice, as if from 
heaven, rang, " Trenck ! Trenck I " 

Trenck gathered all his little strength, and re- 
plied: 

"Who calls me?" 

" It is I," said the faithful Gefhart ; " have I not 
sworn to bring you help ? I have crept over the wall 
only to say to you that I think of you — ^that you 
must not despair — ^that help is nigh, even at the 
door. An unknown friend has sent you a greetmg 
by me; he has given me a roll of gold to be use- 
ful m your flight Come near, I will throw it to 
you through the window." 

** It is too late» Gefhart, all is too late t I lie 
bathed in my blood ; to-morrow they will flnd me 
dead!'* 

"But why die ? " cried the fresh, strong voice 



of Gefhart ; " why wish for death, now when es« 
cape is possible ? Here there are no guards, and 
I win soon find a way to furnish you with tools. 
Try only to break your prison — for the rest I will 
remun responsible." 

"Alas, I tried to-night and I failed!" said 
Trenck. A few tears stole from his eyes and 
rolled slowly over his hollow cheeks. 

" You will succeed better another time, Baron 
Trenck ; whenever I am on guard here I will seek 
an opportunity to speak with you, and we will ar- 
range all. Do not despidr. I must go, the sun is 
rising, and I may be seen. Do not despair ! God 
will help you — trust fully in me." * 

The voice had long since died away, but Trenck 
listened still for those tones, which seemed like 
the greeting of one of Gk>d^s angels ; they ill\mii* 
nated his prison and gave strength to his souL 
No, no, now he would not die I He felt his cour- 
age revive. He would defy fate, and oppose its 
stem decrees by the mighty power of his will 



CHAPTER Vi. 

THE PRISON BARRICADE. 

No, he would not die ! With trembling hands 
he tore his coarse shirt into strips, and bound 
with it his bleeding veins. When he had thus 
closed the portals upon death, he seated himself 
to meditate upon the means of avoiding still se- 
verer punishment He soon arose from his bed, 
much strengthened by the short rest he had had. 
With an iron bar that he had forced from his bed 
he hammered into the wall until the stones, around 
which the mortar had become loosened owing to 
the dampness of the cell, fell at his feet. He piled 
them together in the centre of his cell, and then 
hastened to barricade the second door he had at- 
tempted to force. The lower part of it was still 
held on by the lock ; over the opening at the top 
he passed the chains several times that he had 
forced from his limbs, forming a sort of trellis- 
work, which rendered entrance from without hn- 
possible. 

When all his preparations were made, when he 
was ready for the contest, he seated himself upon 
his strange barricade, and there, wearied out by 
suffering and anxiety, he fell into a sweet sleep. 
He was awakened by the sound of many loud 
voices. Through the iron lattice of the second 
door he saw the wondering, terrified countenanees 

* " Frederick von Trenok^s Important Memoirs.^ 
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of tbe city guard, who were endeavoring to un- 
loose the chains. With one bound Trenck was 
beside his door, balancing in his right hand a large 
stone, and in the left his broken knife. He cried 
out, in a fhrious roice : 

" Back ! back ! — ^let no one dare to enter here. 
My stones shall have good aim ; I will kill any 
one who ventures to enter this room. Major, tell 
his excellency, the commandant, that I will re- 
main no longer in chains. I wish him to have me 
shot down at once! I will thank him for my 
death, but I will curse him if he forces me to be- 
come a murderer. For I swear, before God, I will 
stone any one who seeks to overpower me. I 
will die — ^yes, die ! " 

It was a fearful sight — ^this man, thin, wan, 
naked, and bleeding, who seemed to have risen 
from the grave to revenge the sufferings of his 
I'fe. His countenance was ghastly pale, his hair 
lying in matted locks on his neck ; and the long 
beard, covering the lower part of his face, and fall- 
ing almost to his waist, gave him a wild, insane 
look, which was heightened by the fearful bright- 
ness of his eyes. 

With terror and pity they gazed at the poor 
unfortunate one whom despair had driven to this 
extremity ; who remained deaf to all their repre- 
sentations, all their entreaties, still swearing that 
he would kill any one who approached him. It 
was in vain that the officers besodght him in the 
most tender manner to submit — that the prison 
chaplain came and implored him, in the name of 
God, to give up this useless resistance. God's 
name had no effect whatever upon him. What 
was God to him — ^to him on whom no one had 
pity, neither God nor man ; he whom they treated 
like a wild beast, and fastened in a cage ? It was 
in vain that the commandant ordered the guard 
to storm the fortified door. Trenck received them 
with stones, and sent the two foremost ones reel- 
ing to the floor, causing the others to fall back in 
dismay. 

Trenck raised his hand with a shout of exulta- 
tion, armed with another stone, and fixing his 
wild, triumphant glance upon the commandant, he 
cried: 

" You see it is useless to endeavor to take me 
while living. Order the guards to fire I Let me 
die!" 

The commandant lacked the power to do as 
Traick requested, however willing he may have 
been to grant his request. Instead of continuing 
his threats, he withdrew into another chamber, 
signing to the major to follow him. 

Trenck still stood with uplifted arm when the 
major returned. And now, as the stem, much- 



feared commandant had left, no one withheld the 
tender sympathy that was almost breaking the 
hearts of the lookers-on, Trenck saw it written 
upon every countenance, and he to whom a look 
and word of pity had been so long unknown, fdi 
deeply touched. His expression became milder, 
and as the major, whom he had known in tbe 
other prison, commenced to speak to him in gen- 
tle, loving tones, and implored him not to cause 
his ruin, for all the punishment would fall upon 
his head, as, through his negligence, Trenck haJ 
been allowed to retain his knife — as he finished, 
Trenck's arm fell to his side, and tears streamed 
from his eyes. 

** No one," said he, gently — " no one shall bfr 
come unhappy through me, for misery is a fearful 
thing. I will make no further resistance, if yon 
will swear to me that no heavy chains shall be pat 
upon me — ^that I shall suffer no unworthy punisk 
ment" 

The major promised him, in the commandant's 
name, that if he ceased to resist, no further notice 
would be taken of the affair. 

" Then," whispered Trenck, with a bitter smile, 
" I must suffer anew — suffer forever." 

He approached the door and dr6w off the 
chains. 

"Now, guards," said he, "the door can be 
opened. The wild beast has become tame." 

Then, with a low moan, he sank fainting apon 
the fioor. He was lifted up and laid upon his 
bed. Tears were in every eye, but Trenck did 
not see them ; he did not hear their low, whis- 
pered words of sympathy and friendship. Death, 
from whom Trenck had once more been torn, 
had sent her twin sister, insensibility, to cause 
him to forget his sufferings for a while. 



OHAPTETw YII. 

THE BATTLE Of COLLIN 

Lost I — ^the battle was lost I This was the 07 
of woe throughout the Prussian camp — ^this was 
the fearful cry that palsied the hands of those who 
could not endure defeat. 

The Prussians who had defeated the enemy at 
Losovitz and Prague, were condemned to yield 
the palm of victory at Collin to their enemy's com 
mander. Marshal Daun. They had fought bravely, 
desperately for this victory; and when all was 
over, death would have been preferable to defeat 

The Prussians were beaten, though their king, 
Ziethen, and Moritz von Dessau — all of them he- 
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roes — ^werein the field. At the first thought of the 
possibility of losing the battle, there was a fearful 
panic throughout the army. 

" We are lost ! lost ! " — and this cry caused 
them to throw down their arms and fly, as if fol- 
lowed by a thousand furies ; as victory was impos- 
sible, they wished at least to save their lives. 

It was in vain that the officers implored them to 
rally again and fall upon the enemy. They did 
not heed. In vain tjiat the king himself rode 
among them, pointing with his sword to the en- 
emy, and crying : 

" Forward ! forward, boys ! Would you live 
forever ? Death comes to all ! " 

They looked at him stubbornly ; they feared not 
now his piercing, eagle glance, his royal counte- 
nance. They looked and said : 

" We have worked hard enough to-day for eight- 
pence," and then continued their flight. 

But the king could not yet be brought to believe 
the truth. He stiU trusted in the possibility of 
victory. He clung with desperation to this hope ; 
he let his voice be heard — ^that voice that gener- 
ally bad such power over his soldiers ; he called 
them to him, and pointed out to them, the enemy^s 
battery ; he ordered the band to play a martial 
air to inspire the men. This call brought a few 
faithful soldiers around him — only forty warriors 
were ready to follow their king. 

** Forward ! we, will take the battery ! " cried ' 
lie, as he pressed on, regardless of the shower of 
the enemy's balls. 

What was this to him ? what had he to do with 
death — ^he whose only thought was for the honor 
and glory of his army ? If he 8.ucceeded m tak- 
ing this battery, it would encourage his despond- 
ing soldiers. They would once more believe in the 
star of their king, and assemble bravely around 
him. This it was that gave hope to the king. 

Without once looking back, he pressed pnward 
to the battery — ^when suddenly, i^mid the clatter 
of trumpets and the roar of cannon, this fearful 
question reached him : 

" Sire, would you take the battery alone ? " 

The king reined in his horse and looked behind 
him. Yes, he was alone ; no one was with hun 
but his adjutant, Major von Grant, who had asked 
this question. 

A deep groan escaped the king ; his head fell 
upon his breast, and he gave himself up to the 
bitterness of despair. 

A cannon-ball fell beside -him — ^he did not heed 
k; he was too utterly wretched. Another ball 
struck his horse, causing it to prance with pain 
and terror. 

Major Grant grasped the king's bridle. 
8 



**Su:e," said he, "are you determined to be 
shot ? If so, let me know it, and with your majes* 
ty's permission I will withdraw." 

The king raised his head, and looked at the dar- 
ing adjutant with a bitter smile. 

" We will both withdraw," said he, gently, ad- 
vancmg toward the generals who had beai seek- 
ing hun throughout the battle-field. He greeted 
them with a silent bow, and passed without a 
word. Whither he was now going, none of 
the generals knew, but they followed him in si- . 
lence. 

The king rode up the slight eminence from 
which, on that morning, his army had fallen like a 
glittering avalanche upon the enemy. This ava- 
lanche was now transformed into a stream of 
blood, and corpse upon corpse covered the ground. • 
He reined in his horse and gazed at the Austrian 
army, who were now withdrawuig to their camp, 
midst shoutings and rejoicings, to rest after their 
glorious victory. Then, tummg his horse, he 
looked at the remams of his little army flying 
hither and thither in the disorder of defeat A 
deep sigh escaped him. Throwing his head back 
proudly, he called Prince Moritz von Dessau and 
the Duke of Bevem to his side. 

*' Sirs," said, he, firmly ; " the fate of to-day is 
decided. All that now remains for us to do, is to 
deprive the enemy of the advantages of this vic- 
tory. Collect our scattered regiments, and lead 
the army through the defile of Plainan, back to 
Nimburg. There we will decide what is best to 
do. I go on before you, and wish no one to ac- 
company me." 

He turned his horse, rode slowly down the hiU, 
then took the road leading to Nimburg. Lost in 
deep thought, he continued his way. He was fol- 
lowed by his faithftil body-guard, who, at a sign 
from Prince von Dessau, had hastened after him. 
A few flying officers and sergeants joined, him. 
These were the followers of Prussia's hero-king ; 
but they were suddenly scattered. A soldiet gal- 
loped up to them, and stated that he had just en- 
countered a regiment oi the enemy's hussars, who 
were pursuing them. There was a. cry of terror 
throughout the guards, and then, as if with one 
accord, putting spurs to their horses, they fled in 
wild disorder. , 

The king continued his way, slowly and quietly — 
slowly and quietly a few of his guard followed 
hun. In funereal silence they passed through 
the defile of Plainan, and reached at last Nimburg^ 
the king's appointed place of meeting. 

The king now reined in his horse, and, looking 
back, he became aware of his followers. Beckon* ' 
ing to his a(^'utant, he ordered him to get quar 
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ters for the soldiers, and then to inform the gen- 
erals tliat he awaited them. 

'^ Where ? " asked the astonished adjutant 

^ Here ! '' said the king, pointing to a fallen 
pump, a few steps from where he stood. 

He dismounted, and, when the ac|jutant had dis- 
appeared, he threw himself upon the old pump, 
and rested his head upon his cane. Thus he re- 
mained a loDg while, thinking painfully of the 
occurrences of the past day. He remembered 
that he had appointed the site of to-day*s battle, 
without listening to the warnings of his experi- 
enced generals, and that Moritz von Dessau had 
implored him to put his army in another position, 
before attacking the enemy. He remembered the 
piLnce saying to him — ^** It would be impossible for 
' an attack from this point to succeed,*' and his en- 
treating him to draw back and change his position. 
He remembered, also, his riding up to the prince, 
with his naked sword, and inquiring, in a threat- 
ening tone, *^ whether he meant to obey or not ? " 
And Prince Moritz von Dessau had obeyed; his 
prophecy had been fulfilled — the battle was lost. 

"Ah," whispered the king, "how poor, how 
weak is man ! The happiness of an hour intoxi- 
cates him, and he defies his coming fate; he 
should know that happiness is a fleeting guest, but 
that misfortune is the constant companion of 
man. I have allowed myself to be deceived by 
fortune, and she has turned against me. For- 
tune is a woman, and I am not gallant. The 
fickle goddess watches carefully, and makes good 
use of my faults. It was a great fault to dare, 
with twenty-three battalions of infantry, to attack 
an army of sixty thousand men, half of whom are 
cavalry. Ah I my great ancestor, Frederick Wil- 
liam, what have you to say of your poor nephew, 
who, with his little host, is fighting against Rus- 
sia, Austria, a large part of Germany, and a hun- 
dred thousand French troops? Will you assist 
me ? Will you be my guardian angel, praying for 
me above? Yes, yes I you will assist me if I 
assist myself, and do not give way to my faults. 
Had I been killed in to-day's battle, I would now 
be in a safe haven, beyond the reach of storms. 
But now I must swim still farther into the stotmy 
sea, until at last I find in the grave that rest and 
peace which I shall never attain in this world. 
This is a consolmg thought; it shall rouse me 
again to life. I am glad I did not die to-day. I 
eau still repair my fault All the responsibility 
will bo thrown on me ; it will be said, the battle 
would have been won, but for Frederick's, obsti- 
nacy. But let this be ! It is a necessary conse- 
quence that a warrior should suffer for .the faults 
of his followers. Through me this battle was lost. 



and in history it will go down thus to future gen- 
erations. But many a victory shall still be re- 
corded, and as the defeat was owing to me, so 
shall the victory also come through me alone. I 
alone will bear upon my shoulders Prussia's hoir, 
Prussia's glory. It lies now, with me, bleeding on 
the ground. It shall be lifted and sustained bj 
me alone ! " And ndsing his burning eyes heaT- 
enward, he seemed to see these future victorie 
branded upon the skies. Gradually the inspira- 
tion left his countenance, giving place to de© 
thought He had delivered his funeral oration to 
the lost battle, and now gave his thought to bis 
future victories. He drew lines and figures npoQ 
the sand with his cane. It may have been i 
drawing of the last or a sketch of the next battle 

The king was so absorbed in this occupatioii, 
that he did not perceive his generals, who, having 
reached Nimburg with the wreck of the armj, 
hastened to the place of appointment, and wer? 
now assembled at a respectful distance from Mm 

Frederick continued to sketch. The general^ 
gazed at him in silence, anxiously awaiting ik 
moment when he would arouse himself. He sni- 
denly looked up, and did not seem surprised tc 
see them ; lifting his hat slightly, he greeted then, 
and rose from his lowly seat 

"It is well, sirs, that you are here," sadd he. 
" We must now make our preparations for the 
future ; for our enemies, having beaten us once, 
will think us no longer capable of resisting tbeni 
and will fall upon us with renewed courage. We 
will convince them, gentlemen, that though ve 
are stricken to the ground for a moment, we m 
not crushed, not dead. We will convince them 
that we still live to tear from them the laurels 
they have taken from us this day. Prince tos 
Dessau, hasten immediately to our army at Prague. 
I command the Prince of Prussia to rsuse the siege 
there at once. He shall call all his generals to- 
gether, and hold council with them as to the most 
suitable mode of retreat He shall determine with 
them how the siege can best be raised ; to avoid, 
as far as possible, the appearance of flying from 
their enemy. With gay music they should leave 
their posts ; they should not all leave together, but 
in groups, so as to mislead the enemy. In small 
companies should also the retreat through Bohe- 
mia to Lausitz be made, for it would be difficult 
for a large army to pass this mountainous district; 
but they should remain as near together as possi- 
ble, choosing the widest, most convenient roadi 
These are the orders you are to deliver my brotiier, 
the Prince of Prussia, and his generals. I give 
to the prince the command of this portion of mj 
army, and require of him to hasten to Lausitz. I 
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will join him in Bautzen. And then, gentlemen, 
we will seek an occasion to repay our enemies for 
their civilities of to-day." 

The generals had listened to him with breath- 
less attention ; and as he now dismissed them, 
with a glorious smile upon his lips, they repeat- 
ed unanimously his last words, " We will repay 
our enemies for their civilities.'* 
. As if inspired by this shout, the soldiers, lying 
about the market-place, at a slight distance from 
the king, broke into a loud hurrah, and shouted, 
" Long live our king ! " 

The king turned slowly toward them, but when 
he saw all that remained of his noble army, he 
became pale, and pressed his lips tightly together, 
as if to suppress a cry of horror. Then advan- 
cing, followed by his generals, to where his weary, 
wounded soldiers were lying, he said: 

" Children, is this all that is left of you ? " 

" Yes, father,' we are the last," said an old gray- 
headed officer, standing before the king. " There 
were many thousands of us, now there are two 
hundred and fifty." 

" Two hundred and fifty I " repeated the king, 
-with a bitter smile. 

" And it was not our fault," continued the old 
officer, " that we did not fall with the rest. We 
fought as bravely as they; but Death did not want 
us. Perhaps he thought it best to leave a few of 
us, to guard our king. We all thmk so ! Some 
were left to repay those abominable Saxons for 
their to-day's work." 

" And why alone the Saxons ? " asked the king. 

" Because it was those infamous Saxon troops 
that hewed down our regiment. They fell upon 
us like devils, and striking their cursed swords 
into us, cried out, * This is for Striegau ! ' " 

"Ah! you see," cried the king, "that while 
beating you, they could but thmk of the many 
times you had conquered them." 

" They shall thmk of this again, father," said 
another* soldier, raising himself with great pain 
from the ground. ** Wait until our wounds have 
healed, and we will repay them with interest." 

" You are wounded, Henry ? " said the king. 

" Yes, your majesty, in the arm." 

"And old Klaus?" 

"Is dead!" 

"And Fritz Verder?" 

"Dead ! He lies with the others upon the bat- 
tle-field. There are seven hundred and fifty of us 
in heaven, and only two hundred and fifty on 
earth. But those above, as well as below, still 
cry — * Long live our king ! * " 

"Long live our king," cried they all, rising. 

The kmg made no reply ; his eye passed from 



one to the other pale, exhausted countenance, and 
an inexpressible sorrow overcame nim. 

"Dead!" murmured he, "my faithful guards 
dead ! seven hundred and fifty of my choice men 
have fallen." And overpowered by his emotion, 
the king did not force back the tears welling to 
his eyes. They stole softly down his cheek, and 
Frederick was not ashamed. He did not blush, 
because his warriors had seen him weep. 

" Children," cried the old officer, after a pause^ 
and wiping the tears from his weary eyes, " from 
now on it will be glorious to die ; for when we are 
dead, our king weeps for us." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

THE INIMICAL BROTHERS. 

" The king comes ! The king is entering Baut- 
zen!" 

This announcement brought pale terror to the 
hearts of the Prince of Prussia and his generals. 
They who had heretofore sprang joyfully to meet 
the call of their king, now trembled at his glance. 
They must now present to him the sad and de- 
spoiled remnant of that great army which, under 
the command of the Prince Augustus William of 
Prussia, had made the retreat from Lausitz. 

It had, uideed, been the most fearful retreat 
ever attempted by the Prussian troops. It had 
cost them more than the bloodiest battle, and they 
had suflfered more from hardships during the 4ast 
few days than ever before during a whole cam- 
paign. They had marched over narrow, stony, 
rugged mountain-paths, between hills and horrible 
abysses, sometimes climbing upward, sometimes 
descending. Thousands died from exhaustion; 
thousands pressed backward, crushed by those 
in the front ; thousands, forced onward by those 
in the rear, had stumbled and fallen into fathom- 
less caverns, which lay at the foot of the'&e moun- 
tain passes, yawning like open graves. If a wheel 
broke, the wagon was burned ; there was no time 
for repairs, and if left in the path, it interrupted 
the passage of the flying army. At last, in order 
to facilitate the flight, the provision-wagons were 
burned, and the bread divided amongst the sol- 
diers; the equipages and pontoon-wagons were 
also burned. Exhausted by their unusual exer- 
tions, beside themselves from pain and unheard- 
of sufifering the whole army was seized with a 
death-panic. 

The soldiers had lost not only all faith in theii 
good fortune, but all faith in their leaders. Thou- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



112 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY. 



Bands deserted ; thousands fled to escape death, 
which seemed to mock at and beckon to them 
from every pointed rock and every dark cavern.* 

While one part of the army deserted or died of 
buDger or exhaustion, another part fought with an 
mtrenohed enemy, for three long days, in the nar- 
row pass of Qabel, under the command of General 
von Puttkammer. They fought like heroes, but 
were at last obliged to surrender, with two thou- 
sand men and seven pannon. Utterly broken by 
* these losses, dead and dying from starvation and 
weariness, the army drew off toward Zittau. 

There was but one thought which sustained the 
wearied, and lent strength to the starving. In 
Zittau were immense magazines of gndn. In Zit- 
tau, the rich Saxon city, which throughout all 
Saxony was called the gold-mine, they dared hope 
for rest and opportunity to recover. 

Before this unhappy army reached Zittau, Duke 
Charles of Lothringen was in advance of them. 
With wanton cruelty he reduced the industrious, 
open city to ashes, destroyed the Prussian maga- 
zines, and, with his army, trampled upon the 
ruins and the corpses of this unfortified town. The 
Prussians had now lost their last hope. They en- 
camped by Lodau, and after a short rest, advanced 
to Bautzen, which city the king had appointed for 
the reunion of the two army corps. And now, 
one day after the arrival of this miserable rem- 
nant of an army, the king entered the camp of 
Bautzen. 

The imhappy moment was ^jt hand ; they must 
now meet the stem eye of the king. These were 
bo^d, heroic generals — the Prince of Prussia, 
Von Bevem, Von Wurtemberg, Von Dessau, 
Winteifeldt, Goltz, Ziethen, Erokow, and Schmct- 
tau. Bravely, triumphantly had they fought in 
all previous battles, but now, amidst defeat and 
disaster, they must meet the eye of the king. 
This was more dangerous to them than the most 
deadly battle, and they shrank appalled before 
this fearful encounter. 

Silently, and frowning darkly, the generals 
mounted their horses, and rode down the high- 
way — the Prince of Prussia in advance, and by 
his side the Duke of Wurtemberg. And now, in 
front of them, in an open space, they saw the 
king. He was on his horse, and looked sternly 
toward them. The Prince of Prussia trembled, 
and, involuntarily checking his horse, he stooped 
with a weary smile toward the duke. 

" I have a feeling," said he, in low tones, " as 
if my fate was advancing threateningly, m the 
form of my brother. It glowers upon me with a 
glance which announces that 1 am condemned to 
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death. Look, duke I my sentence is written ic 
the raging eye of the king." 

** The king*s wrath will not fall upon jon tUm 
whispered the duke, " but upon us alL This is t 
wild tempest, which threatens us all m tbe siot 
moment with destruction." 

"A tempest? yes I the thunder rolls over jE, 
but the stroke of lightning falls only upon one; 
and I — ^I am the one," wud the prince, aotemnly; 
"I am the sacrificial offering chosen by the kin^ 
with which he will seek to propitiate the fromk 
gods of destiny." 

"God forbid!" said the duke, sadly. "Tb 
king will be just ! He will see that these f6^^ 
ful misfortunes were unavoidable ; that we areifr 
nocent. He will listen to our explanations; he-" 

"I tell you," said Augustas William, "hetii 
demand a subject for his scorn. I shall be this 
sacrifice I Well, so let it be; I am willing to \t 
offered up for my fatherland I Let us go onwui 
duke." He drew his bridle and they rode fomri 

The king remained immovable in the samespd 
his proud head erect, and his icy glance fof^ 
steadily upon them. 

As they drew nearer, and could no loii?«f 
doubt that he recognized them, the king v^od 
slowly round, and turned his back upon th* 
They were greatly embarrassed — ^undeddedwl* 
to do ; they looked \o the prince, in the W 
that he would advance and announce himself f 
the king, and compel him to notice them. Pnnft 
Augustus William did not advance ; he stood fii» 
and hnmovable, as if moulded in brass. .^' 
muscle of his face moved, but his pale and tighti!- 
compressed lips slightly trembled. The genewB 
followed his example. Silently, immovably^' 
stood behmd hun, their eyes fixed upon the p^ 
who remained still with his back turned to tbeni- 

There was a long and painful pause; not**"'^ 
was spoken. Those who were arranging theteJie 
for the kmg's troops were moving actively "^"^ 
and now they drew near with their measrfring* 
exactiy to the spot upon which the king ^ 
He was forced to take another position ; hetafl>f 
his horse, and stood exactly in front of his ?* 
erals. His countenance was not calm and coM, 
flashed with rage. The Prince of Prussia had thi 
courage to brave his anger, and, drawmg ^^' j 
bowed profoundly. 

The king did not answer his greeting, ^^^ 
deed, appeared not to see him. A black d* 
was on his brow, and it became still blacks 
the other generals dared to approach «d^ ^ 
him. Suddenly, in that tone of voice he wa« 
customed to use only upon the field of battle? • 
kmg called out : 
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" Goltz, come here I " 

The general advanced from the circle, with a 
firm military bearing, and approached the king. 

" Goltz," said he, loudly, and looking as if he 
wished to crush the unhappy general — " Goltz, tell 
my brother and the other generals that if I did 
justice, I would take off their heads — Winterfeldt 
only excepted." * 

A murmur of discontent was heard amongst the 
generals, and every eye was fixed angrily upon 
Winterfeldt. He turned deadly pale, and looked 
down, as if ashamed of the exception the king had 
made, and dared not gaze upon those whose guilt 
he shared, and whose punishment he escaped. 

The king fixed his eye so piercingly upon the 
murmurers, that they felt his glance upon them, 
without daring to meet it. Only the Prince of 
Prussia drew still nearer to the king. 

"Sire," said he, in a calm voice, "my duty de- 
mands that I should ^ve your majesty a list of 
the army. Will you be graciously pleased to ac- 
cept it from me ? " He took the paper from his 
pocket, and handed it to the king, who snatched 
it from him hastily, and turned his back again 
upon them. 

" Withdraw, messieurs," said he, " your presence 
oppresses me ; you remind me of the disgraceful 
defeat my army has suffered, through the guilt of 
its leaders." 

" Sire," said the Duke of Bevem, " will your 
majesty listen to our justification ? " 

"Justification!" cried the king, with flashing 
eyes — "if this imparalleled disgrace which you 
have all brought upon my army could be justified, 
I might pity ; but I must curse you. Go, sir duke, 
I will not .look upon you." And springing with 
youthful activity from his horse, he entered his 
tent. 

The generals were alone. They looked upon 
each other's deathlike faces with suppressed 
scorn upon their trembling lips, and tears of rage 
in their eyes. 

" Shall we bear this shame silently ? " said one. 

" Shall we allow ourselves to be scolded like 
schoolboys?" said another. "Shall we suffer 
foul accusations to be brought against us, and no 
opportunity granted for justification ? " 

As the murmur of the generals became louder, 
the Prince of Prussia, who had been standing 
aside in deep thought, came forward. An expres- 
sion of calm resolve was written upon his noble 
features. 

" No, gentlemen, you shall not suffer this. I 
undertake to justify you to the king." 

•The king's own words.— " Characteristics of the 
Seven Years' War.'* 



" Do not attempt it, prince," said the Duke of 
Wurtemberg ; " at least, not in this hour. The 
king will crush you in his rage ! " 

Prince Augustus William cast his eyes to 
heaven, saying, " I am in the hands of God. I 
would rather die by the king*s rage than to endure 
his contempt. The king made me commander-in- 
chief of this army corps, and accuses me of fail- 
ure in duty ! He shall hear my defence. As a 
Hohenzollern, as a general, as his brother, I de- 
mand the right to make my report." He ad- 
vanced hastily toward the king's tent, but the 
Duke of Bevem held him back. 

" Will your royal highness allow me to accom- 
pany you ? " said he. " The king's scorn fell upon 
me personally, and I also demand a hearing." 

" No one shall accompany me," said the prince, 
solemnly. "None but God shall be witness to 
what we have to say. Wait for me, therefore, 
gentlemen. I shall soon return." He bowed and 
entered the king's tout. 

" Annoimce me to his majesty," he said to the 
guard, who returned immediately and opened the 
inner door of the tent. 

The prince entered with a firm step and head 
erect — the door closed behmd him — the two 
brothers were alone. 

The king sat upon a camp-stool b^ a little ta- 
ble covered vdth papers. He held in his hand the 
paper which the prince had given him, and ap- 
peared to be reading it eagerly. The prince stood 
for some tune silently at the door; at last, weary 
of waitmg, he entered the tent and stepped di- 
rectly before the king. 

Kmg Frederick arose and fixed his great eyes 
scornfully upon his brother. " I gave you an ar- 
my corps of thirty-six thousand men, and you 
bring me back sixteen thousand I Where have 
you left my soldiers ? " 

" They lie in the narrow pass of Gabel — ^in the 
chasms of the Erz mountams — they have died of 
hunger and thirst, and they have deserted," said 
Prince Augustus, solemnly. 

"And you dare to tell me this?" said the 
king. 

" I dare to tell you what fate has brought upon 
us." 

" Fate ? " cried the king, shruggmg his shoul- 
ders. " Fate is ever the excuse for the crimes 
and follies of man. Your obstinacy and your dis- 
obedience are what you call fate. Prince Augus- 
tus William of Prussia, how did you dare to act 
contrary ' to my instructions, and to conduct this 
retreat through the mountauas, and not by the 
highways ? " 

" Your majesty gave me no instructions," said 
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the prince, eagerly. " Your miyesty commanded 
me to take counsel of my generals in every move- 
ment, and I did so. I should not have retreated 
through the mountains had they not advised it in 
consideration of the near approach of the enemy. 
But I do not say this to excuse myself, or to ac- 
cuse them, but to prove to my brother the king 
that it was unjust to place me under the guardian- 
ship and direction of his generals — unjust to 
place a mentor by my side who is my enemy — 
who hates me and seeks my destruction ! " 

" Do you dare to reproach me ? " said the king, 
In a thundering voice. 

" In this hour I dare all,^' said the prince, stead- 
ily. " This is a decisive hour between you and 
me, my brother. It is a strife of intellect, of 
spirit ; and although I know I am too weak to con- 
quer, I will at least fajl with honor — ^with my 
sword in my hand ! I shall fall, but you shall not 
consider me a cowardly mute who does not dare 
to defend himself. I know that I have been slan- 
dered to you ; I know that those whom you hon- 
or with your friendship are spies upon my every 
word and look, and report to your majesty what 
they hear and what they do not hear — what is 
true and what is not true. I know I have been 
robbed of my brother's love, but I will not con- 
sent to the loss of his respect and consideration. 
Sire, Winterfeldt wrote to you ; I know that he 
did so. If he wrote that I was obstinate and 
self-willed, and alone answerable for the disasters 
of the army,* I call God to witness that he slan- 
dered me. Your majesty speaks of instructions. 
I received none. I would remind you that I en- 
treated you in vain to give me partial instructions 
— that I wrote down your majesty's verbally ex- 
pressed opinions, and implored you to add to them 
your approval, or written remarks and explana- 
tions.! Your majesty returned the paper without 
signature or remark. I alone should bear the re- 
aponsibility, and if this sad retreat should end disas- 
trously, the whole world might say, * This was the 
work of the Prince of Prussia ! ' Look you, my 
brother, I know, I feel this. The lost battle of 
Collin demanded an offering, and I was predes- 
tmed for the sacrifice." 

The king uttered a cry of rage, and advanced 
against the prince with outstretched arm, but sud- 
denly recovered his self-control, folded his arms, 
and stared coldly at the prince. 

" I have listened quietly to you, hoping always 
I might possibly find in your words a glimmer of 
excuse for your blasphemous deeds. I find none. 



♦ Warner's " Campaigns of Frederick the Groat." 
t " Beceuil des Lettres du Eol de Pmsse et da Prince 
de Prissc" 



Have you finished, or have you still something (a 
say?" 

" I have this to say, sire : I demand that my 
conduct be investigated." 

" Woe to you if I do this — ^woe to you if I Hsten 
to your bold, insane demand I " Stepping before 
the prince, and fixing his eye upon him, he said: 
" You have acted not like a Prussian, not like a 
general of Prussian troops, but like an enemy- 
like an ally of Austria and of France, who soughi 
only for means to destroy the Prussian army and 
put an end to this war. I know that it nerer had 
your approval, because directed against your be- 
loved France." 

" Ah, my brother, you distrust me ! " cried the 
prince, fiercely. 

" Yes, I distrust you," said the king, eagerly— 
" I distrust you, and you merit it I You hare 
just said that this was an important hour be- 
tween us. Well, then, it shall be so. I accept 
this strife of words which you have the audadty 
to offer me. This was not cautiously, not wisely 
done, on your part You yourself have armed 
me — my weapons are sharp. I have suffered much 
during my whole life because of you, my brother. 
This began even m the days of our childhood, 
and will, as it appears, follow me to the gnve. 
You were the favorite of my father, and I remena- 
ber well that he one day proposed to me to relin- 
quish the throne in your favor. I withstood him. 
I did not pay for this opposition with my life, but 
with ray life's happiness. I will not account this 
against you ; perhaps you were innocent ; but it 
appears to me you have not forgotten our father^s 
wish — ^that you look upon me as a usurper, who 
has robbed you of your throne. You act as if 
you had the right to measure and criticise all 
my undertakings, and to make yourself a judge 
over me. I undertook this war with the convic- 
tion of my right and my royal duty. You dared 
to protest against it. You dared, in the presence 
of my generals, to speak of your claims and the 
claims of your children ! Oh, sir, you were al- 
ready thinking of the time when you would lay 
my head in the vault and walk over my dead 
body to a throne 1 In that hour you stood no 
longer by ray side as my subject, as my brother, 
as my friend, but as an ambitious prince royal, 
who hates his king who keeps him from his crown, 
and who is hated of the king because he reminds 
him of his death I And during no moment since 
then could you have denied this hatred." 

" Oh, my brother I " said the prmce, painfully, 
" your own hatred has blinded you and made you 
unjust. I have always loved and admired you, 
even when I did not approve of your undertakings." 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 




THB INT£Byi£W IN FBBDBBICK'S TBNT AcTTBR THB DB7BAT. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY. 



115 



" And yet it was you, you jdone," said the king, 
hastily, " who dared, after the fatal disaster of 
Collin, to utter loud cries of grief and despair. 
When my courier brought to you and the gener- 
als and the army the mournful news of the lost 
battle oi Collin, in place of strengthening and en- 
couraging my warriors^-consoling and inspiring 
them with confidence in their royal leader — you 
dared, in the presence of all my generals, to cry 
and whimper, not over destiny, not over the in- 
constancy of fortune, but over the conduct of your 
brother and your king. In place of justifying me 
to my silent and castniown generals, you ac- 
cused me boldly, and made my misfortune my 
crime." * 

" It is true," murmured the prince, " distress 
and grief overcame me and robbed me of my 
reason." 

'* Even because you were so wise and bold a 
warrior," said the king, with a cold smile, " I 
wished to give you an opportunity to prove your 
genius to my whole people, whose sovereign you 
will one day be. Because you wept and clamored 
before my generals over my faults as a leader, I 
wished you to prove to them that you were capa- 
ble of commanding and bringing good out of evil 
I trusted you with my third army corps — I ex- 
• pected it to retreat safely and surely under your 
conmiand, after I had almost led it to destruction 
in a bloody, disastrous battle. I gave you the op- 
portunity to make yourself a god in the eyes of 
my soldiers, a glorious model to my generals. 
What use have you made of these advantages ? 
You bring me crippled, hungry, desperate sol- 
diers I You bring me generals covered with shame, 
and blushing over their guilt. K I should deal 
with them as they deserve, I would give them over 
to a court-martial and they would be condemned." 

"And still I am not conscious of any fault," 
said the prince. " I dare to say fate was against 
me, and that I am wholly innocent." 

" And I repeat to you your conduct has been 
that of an ally of France, who wished destruction 
to the Prussians, and to close this hated war 1 " 

"If that were so, I would be a traitor! " said 
the prince. 

"And who will dare say that you are not!" 
cried the king. " Who will say that he who, while 
I was engaged m war with France, exchanged the 
most tender letters with the former French ambas- 
sador Yalori, and complained to this Frenchman 
of the obstinacy of his brother, who is also his 
king ? Who will say that this man is not a trai- 
tor? Was it not known to you, my brother, 
when you wrote to Yalori, that the French had aL 
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ready invaded my Westphalian provinces ? It was 
known to you — and yet you dared to write to a 
Frenchman that you were convinced of the decline 
of my kingdom. And yet you dared to bring 
charges against me, and to say : * Ce seroni mes 
enfanis qui ser^oni les viciimes des fautea pass&es.* 
Did you not know that it was the Marquise df 
Pompadour who gave occasion for this war ? You 
knew it, and yet you commissioned Yalori to en« 
treat the marquise to have her portrait painted for 
you I Now, sir, I ask you, in all candor, if these 
are not the acts of a traitor ? " 

The prince made a passionate exclamation, and 
laid his hand upon his sword. 

" You dare to dishonor me, sire I " 

" I dare it ! I dare to tell you the truth," said 
the king, solemnly. " Take your hand from your 
sword — the truth is an enemy that you cannot 
contend against with weapons, but with deeds, 
and your conduct testifies against you." 

The prince breathed heavily, and turned deadly 
pale. 

"The contest is over. Your majesty fights 
against me with weapons which I do not possess, 
and would not dare use, and against which I can- 
not defend myself. You open my private letters, 
and from the harmless confidences of friendship 
you make a traitor of me. To caU me a traitor, 
is to degrade me. I am dishonored ; and with a 
dishonored culprit your magesty cannot contend. 
I will therefore withdraw. No one will see the 
wounds you have inflicted — ^which have pierced 
my heart ; but, I tell you, my brother, I will die 
of these wounds." 

" And in heaven, I suppose, y«ui will accuse me 
as your murderer? " said the king, ironically. 

" No I in heaven I will pray for my fatherland," 
said Prince Augustus William, mildly. He bowed 
respectfully, turned, and left the room. 

Without stood the generals, mamtaining a 
solemn silence. When they saw the prince ap- 
pear at the door of king's tent, so pale, so suffer- 
ing, a prophetic warning filled every breast. It 
seemed to them that a dying man approached 
them, and with inexpressible sorrow held out his 
hand for a last fareweD. 

" It is passed ! The battle is ended ! " 

At this moment the adjutant of the king left 
the tent, and approached the generals, who stood 
near the prince. 

" His majesty commands you to see that the 
soldiers of the thbd army corps are kept, as far 
as it is possible, entirely separated from the rest 
of the army. You will immediately convey the 
order to the king's army, that all intercourse be- 
tween them and the third army corps is forbidden, 
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Afl this corps seems to have lost all comage and 
all honorable feeling.'* * 

** The king's commands shaH be obeyed," said 
the generals, coldly. 

The prince was completely overcome by this 
last blow, and leaned for a moment upon the arm 
of the Duke of Wurtemberg ; he soon recorered 
bunself, and turning to General Schultz, he said : 

** Go and bring me, from the king, the watch- 
word of the third army cwps." 

General Schultz withdrew, but returned quickly 
from the king's tent, with a dark frown upon Ids 
face. 

" Well," said the prince, " have you the watch- 
word?" 

"No, your royal highness ! The king says, that 
for cowards and fugitives he has no watchword, 
and he commanded me to go to the deviL" 

A murmur of rage was heard amongst the gen- 
erals. The prince let his glance wander from one 
to the other of these dark faces. 

" Gentlemen," said he, " the tempest will soon 
be over, and the sun will, shine again for you ; I 
am the only cloud now round about you, and I 
will withdraw." 

" What ! will you desert us ? " said the generals, 
sadly. 

"Do I not belong to the third army corps?" 
said the prince, with a painful smile. " It may 
be that the king will command his soldiers to 
have no intercourse with the commander of the 
third army corps, and you can understand that I 
prefer to anticipate hun." 

"Will your highness allow me to accompany 
you ? " sjdd the Duke of Bevem. " I also will 
not allow myself to be despised and railed at with- 
out any opportunity accorded me of explanation." 

The prince shook his head. 

" You must remain, general ; the army cannot 
spare its brave leaders. I, however — I must go. 
I will be the peace-offering for you all. I am 
sure this will content my brother the king." 

" Allow me, at least, to accompany your royal 
highness," said General Schmettau. " The kmg 
commanded me, through his adjutant, to with- 
draw, and never dare to present myself before 
his eyes again. I also must leave the army." 

The prince gave him his hand. 

" You are, then, a welcome companion. Let us 
ride on to Bautzen, where we can refresh oifr- 
selves, and then go on to Dresden."* 

" Will you really leave us ? " said the Duke of 
Wurtemberg, sadly. 

"Would you have me wait for still further deg- 

• Kustrin. " Characteristics from the life of Frederick 
the Greaf 



nutation ? " said the prince. " No, it is eiiongb-« 
more than I can bear.'^My horse ! Gen^mi, let m 
mount" 

The two horses were brought forward. The 
generals placed themselves in front, to take leave 
of their former commander-in-chief, with all mili- 
tary honor. 

Prince Augustus rode slowly on. Ereiywherc 
he met sad &ces and eyes filled with tears. 
Tears faideed were m his own eyes, but he would 
not weep — not now ; there was time enough for 
tears. He could weep during the sad remainder 
of his life. He forced his voice to be firm, and, 
waving his sword to the generals, as a last greet- 
ing, he said : 

" I hope no one of you will hold me for a cow- 
ard. I am forced by the king to leave the army." 
He turned his horse, and, followed by Schmettau, 
with head erect, he moved slowly oflf. 

"Now, by Heaven," cried Ziethen, "he diall 
not leave the camp in this contemptible way ! 1 
will give him a suitable guard. Let the Iring 
rage ; I can stand it ! " He nodded to an officer. 
" Listen, Von Wendt, take half a company fw a 
guard, and follow immediately behind the prince, 
to Bautzen." 

A few moments later, an officer sprang along 
the highway to Bautzen, accompanied by his hus- • 
sars ; they soon overtook the prince, who greeted 
them kmdly. 

" Schmettau," said he, " Death avoided me so 
long as I was on the battle-field, now I bear him 
along with me; and thus must it be, till the pale 
king of terrors carries me to another world." He 
turned his eyes away from the Prussian camp, and 
rode slowly to Bautzen. 



CHAPTER IX. 



THE LETTERS. 



A FEW hours later a courier rode into the camp. 
He came from Bautzen, and had a letter from the 
Prince of Prussia to his royal brother. The Iring 
was still in his tent, busily engaged in looking oves 
the army list He took his brother's letter, and, 
opening it with evident anger, read : 

" Your majesty's conmiands, and the incidents 
of our last meeting, have taught me that I have 
lost my honor and my reputation. ^As I have 
nothing to reproach myself with, this causes me 
much sorrow, but no humiliation. I am convinced 
that I was not actuated by obstinacy, and that I 
did not follow the advice of incompetent men. 
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All the generals in the third army corps com- 
manded by me, will testify to this. I consider it 
necessary to request your migesty to have my con- 
duct investigated. Your majesty would thereby 
do me a kindness. I have, therefore, no right to 
count upon it. My health is much impaired since 
the war. I have withdrawn to Bautzen for its 
restoration, and have requested the Duke of Be- 
vem to give you all the information relative to the 
army. In spite of my unhappiness, my daily 
prayer is, and shall be, that every undertaking of 
your majesty shall be crowned with glory. 
" Your unhappy brother, 

" Auausnrs William." 

The king read this letter several tunes ; then 
taking up his pen, he wrote hastily : 

" My Dbar Brother : Your improper conduct 
has greatly disturbed my equanimity. Not my 
enemies, but your want of principle, has caused 
all these disasters. My generals are not to be ex- 
cused. They have either ^ven you bad advice, 
or have agreed too readily to your foolish plans. 
The one is as bad as the other. Your ears are 
accustomed to flattery, my brother. Daun did not 
flatter you, and you now see the consequences. 
But little hope remains. I shaU commence the 
attack — ^if we do not conquer, we shall die to- 
gether. I do not bewail the loss of your heart, 
but rather your utter incapacity and want of 
judgment. I tell you this plainly, for with one 
who has perhaps but a few days to live, there is 
no use of deception. I wish you more happiness 
than has fallen to my lot, and hope that your mis- 
fortunes and disappointments may teach you to 
act with more wisdom and judgment where mat- 
ters of importance are concerned. Many of the 
painful events I now look forward to, I ascribe to 
you. You and your children will suffer from their 
results much more than myself. Be assured that 
I have always loved you, and will continue to do 
00 until my death. Your brother, 

** Frederice.*' 

When the king had finished his letter, he read 
it over. " I cannot take back one word I have 
Bud," murmured he, softly. " Were he not my 
brother, he should be court-martialled. But his- 
tory shall not have to relate more than one such 
occurrence of a Hohenzollam. Enough family 
dramas and tragedies have ocooired in my reign 
to furnish scandalous material for fiiture genera- 
tions ; I will not add to them. My brother can 
withdraw quietly from these scenes — he can pray 
while we fight — he can cultivate the peaceful 
I arts while we are upon the battle-field, offering 
up bloody sacrifices to Mars. Perhaps we will 
succeed in gaining an honorable peace for Prus- 



sia, and then Augustus TVllliam may be a better 
king than I have been. Prussia stiU clings to me 
—she needs me." 

■He sealed the letter, then calling his valet, or- 
dered him to send it off immediately. As he dis- 
appeared, the klng^s countenance became once 
more clouded and disturbed. *' Life makes a man 
very poor," said he, soflly ; " the longer he lives, 
the more solitary he becomes. How rich I was 
when I began life — ^how rich when I mounted the 
throne I Possessing many friends, sisters, broth- 
ers, and many charmmg illusions. The world be- 
longed to me then, witii all its joy, all its glory. 
And now? Where are these friends? Lost to 
me, either by death or inconstancy ! Where are 
my brothers, sisters ? Their hearts have turned 
from me — ^thdr love has grown cold I Where are 
my joyous illusions ? Scattered to the winds ! 
Alas, I am now undeceived, and if the whole world 
seemed at one time to belong to me, that little 
spot of earth, paid for with blood and anguish, is 
no longer mine. Every illusion but one has been 
torn from my heart — ^the thirst for glory still re- 
mains. I have bid adieu to love, to happiness, 
but I still believe m fame, and must at least have 
one laurel-wreath upon my coffin. May death 
then strike me at his will — the sooner the better, 
before my heart has become perfectly hardened ! 
And I feel that time is not far distant." 

The curtain of Ms tent was at this moment 
drawn back, and his secretary, Le Catt, whose ac- 
quaintance he had made during his visit to Am- 
sterdam, entered with several letters in his hand. 
The king advanced eagerly to meet him. 

" Well, Le Catt," said he, " has the courier com« 
from Beriin ? " 

" Yes, sire, he has come," said Le Catt, sighing, 
" but I fear he brings no good news." 

" No good news ? Has the enemy forced his 
way so far?" 

" An enemy has, sire ; but not the one your 
niojesty is thinking of I " 

" How know you what enemy I mean ? " said 
the king, impatiently. **Is it the Russians, or the 
French?" 

''None of your mortal enemies, sire; and the 
mourning which now reigns in Berlin and will soon 
reign throughout Prussia, is caused by no enemy 
of your m^'esty but by Providence." 

The king looked at him earnestly for a moment 
" I understand," said he. ** Some one of my fam- 
ily has died ; is it not so ? " 

"Yes, sire; your — ^^ 

" Be still ! " said the king, sternly. " I do not 
yet wish to know — ^I have not the strength to beaf 
it — wait a while." 
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Folding his handa upon his breast, he paced up 
and down his tent several times, laboring hard for 
breath. He stood stiU, and leaning against the 
window, said : ** Now, Le Catt, I can endure any 
thing; speak — ^whoisit?" 

" Sire, it is her migestj.'' 

" My wife ? " interrupted the king. 

"No, sire; her majesty — ^" 

"My mother I " cried the king, in a heart-bro- 
ken voice. " My mother ! " 

He stood thus for a while, with his'hands before 
his face, his form bowed down and trembHng like 
an oak swayed by a storm. Tears escaped through 
his hands and fell slowly to the ground — groans 
of agony were wrung from hun, 

Le Catt could stand it no longer ; he approached 
the king and ventured to say a few consoling 
words. 

"Do not seek to comfort me," said the kuxg; 
"you do not know what inexpressible pwnthis 
loss has caused me." 

"Yes, sire, I weU know," said Le Catt, "for 
the queen-mother was the noblest, most gracious 
princess that ever lived. I can therefore under- 
stand your sorrow." 

"No, you cannot," said the king, raising his 
pale, tearful countenance. " You carry your sor- 
row upon your lips — ^I upon my heart The queen 
was the best of women, and my whole land may 
well mourn for her. It will not be forced grief, 
for every one who had the happmess to approach 
loved and admired her for her many virtues— for 
her great kindness. And I feel, I know, that sor- 
row for the ruin of Prussia has caused her death. 
She was too noble a princess, too tender a mother, 
to outlive Prussians destruction and her son's mis- 
fortune." 

" But your majesty knaws that the queen was 
suffering from an incurable disease." 

" It is true I know it," said the king, sinking 
slowly upon his camp-stool "I feared that I 
might never see her again, and still this news 
comes totally unexpected." 

" Your majesty will overcome this great grief 
as a philosopher, a hero." 

" Ah, my friend," said the king, sadly, " philos- 
ophy is a solace in past and future suflferings, but 
ia utterly powerless for present grief; I feel my 
heart and strength fail. For the last two years I 
have resembled a tottering walL Family misfor- 
tune, secret pain, public sorrow, continual disap- 
pointment, these have been my nourishment 
What is there wanting to make of me another 
Job ? If I wish to survive these distressing cir- 
cumstances, I must become a stoic. For I cannot 
bring the philosophy of Epicurus to bear upon 



my great sorrows. And still," added the king, the 
dejected look cUsappearing from his countenance, 
and giving place to one of energy and determina- 
tion, " still, I win not be overcome. Were all the 
elements to oombme against me, I will not fall be- 
neath them." 

" Ah I " cried Le Catt, " once more is my king 
the hero, who will not only overcome his grief, but 
also his enemies." 

" God grant that you are a true prophet ! " cried 
the king, earnestly. " This is a great era ; the 
next few months will be decisive for Prussia : I 
will restore her or die beneath her ruins ! " 

" You will restore I" cried Le Catt, with enthu- 
siasm. 

" And when I have made Prus^a great^** said 
the king, relapsing mto his former ^oom, ^my 
mother will not be here to rejoice with me. Each 
one of my home-returning soldiers will have some 
one — a mother, a sweetheart — ^to meet them with 
tears of joy, to greet them tenderly. I shall he 
alone." 

" Your people will advance, gladly, to meet yen; 
they will greet you with tears of joy." 

" Ah, yes," cried the kmg, with a bitter smile, 
" they will advance to meet me joyfiilly ; but, were 
I to die the same day, they would cry : ' j!> rot 
€8t mort — vive le rot/* and would greet my suc- 
cessor with equal delight There is nothing per- 
sonal in the love of a people to its sovereign ; 
they love not in me the man, but the king. But 
my mother loved not the king the warrior ; she 
loved her son with her whole heart, and God knows 
he had but that one heart to trust in. Ijeave 
me, Le Catt Seek not to console me. So<»i the 
king will gain the mastery. Now I am but the 
son, who wishes to be alone with the mother. 
Go." Fearing he had wounded Le Catt, he pressed 
his hand tenderly. 

Le Catt raised it to his lips and covered it with 
kisses and tears. The king withdrew it gently, 
and signed to lum to leave the room. 

Now he was alone — alone with his pam^ with 
his grief— alone with his mother. And, truly, 
during this hour he was but the loving son ; his 
every thought was of his mother ; he conversed 
with her, he wept over her ; but, as his sorrow 
became more subdued, he took his flute from the 
table, the one constant companion of his life. As 
the soft, sweet tones were wafted through the 
tent, he seemed to hear his mother whispering 
words of love to him, to feel her hallowed kiss 
upon his brow. And now he was king once more. 
As he heard without the sound of trumpets, the 
beating of drums, the loud shouts and hurrahs of 
his soldiers, a new fire burned in his eyes, he laid 
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his flute aside, and listened for a time to the joy- 
ous shouts ; then raising his right hand, he said : 
" Farewell, mother ; you died out of despair for 
my defeat at Collin, but I swear to you I will re- 
venge your death and my defeat .tenfold upon my 
enemies when I stand before them again in battle 
array. Hear me, spirit of my mother, and give 
to your son your blessing I " 



CHAPTER X. 

IN THK CASTLE AT DRESDEN. 

The Queen Maria Josephine of Poland, Princess 
elect of Saxony, paced her room violently ; and 
with deep emotion and painful anxiety she lis- 
tened to every noise which interrupted the still- 
ness that surrounded her. 

" If he should be discovered," she murmurecl 
softly, "should this letter be found, all is betrayed, 
and I am lost" 

She shuddered, and even the paint could not 
conceal her sudden pallor. She soon raised her- 
self proudly erect, and her eyes resumed theur 
usual calm expression. 

" Bah I lost," she said, shrugging her shoulders, 
" who will dare to seize a queen and condemn her 
for fighting for her honor and her country ? Only 
the insolent and arrogant Margrave of Brandenburg 
could have the temerity to insult a queen and a 
a woman in my person, and he, thank God, is 
crushed and will never be able to rally. But 
where is Schonberg," she said, uneasily ; " if he 
does not come to-day, all is lost — all ! " 

Loud voices in the antechamber interrupted her ; 
she listened in breathless expectation. " It is he," 
she murmured, " it is Schonberg ; the officer on 
guard forbids his entrance. What insults I en- 
dure t I am treated as a prisoner in my own cas- 
tle ; I am even denied thd right of seeing my own 
servants." 

She ceased, and listened again ; the voices be- 
came louder and more violent. " He is, appar- 
enUy, speaking so loudly to attract my attention," 
she said ; " I will go to his relief." She crossed 
the chamber hastily, and opened the door leading 
into the anteroom. 

" What means this noise ? " she said, angrily ; 
•* how dare you be guilty of such unseemly con- 
duct?" 

Silence followed this question. The two gentie- 
men, who had just exchanged such angry words, 
were dumb, approached ihe queen, and bowed 
profoundly. 



" I beg your majesty's forgiveness," said the 
Prussian officer, " my commander ordered me this 
morning to admit no one until he had seen your 
highness himself." 

"I wished to announce to your majesty," said. 
Schonberg, " that I had returned from my estate, 
and desired the favor of being again recdved into 
your service ; this gentieman refused to allow me 
to enter." 

The queen turned upo^ the officer with an ex- 
pression of contempt. ''Am I a prisoner, sir, 
allowed to see no one but my jailer ? " 

" Your majesty favors me with a question I am un- 
able to answer," said the officer ; " I am a soldier ; 
and must obey the command of those above me. 
I know not whether your majesty is a prisoner." 

The queen reddened ; she felt that, in the excite- 
ment of passion, she had forgotten her rank and 
dignity. 

" It is true," she said, "it is not for you to an- 
swer this question. I must demand a reply from 
your king. You are but a machine, moved by 
foreign power. I think you will not dare to keep 
my servants from me ; " and, without allowing the 
confused officer time to answer, she turned to the 
chamberlain, Baron von Schonberg. " I am de- 
lighted to receive you again; you shall resume 
your service immediately, as you desire it ; follow 
me to my room, I have an important letter to dio 
tate to you." 

She stepped over the sill of the door, and gave 
the chamberbun a sign to follow her ; as he ap- 
proached the door, however, the officer stepped be- 
fore him. 

" Forgive me," he Sfud, in a pleading tone ; " I 
have strict orders to admit only those who usually 
surround the queen ; do you understand, sir, to 
admit no one to her majesty this morning? I can 
make no exceptions." 

" I belong to those who usually surround her 
majesty," said the chamberlain ; " I have had an 
eight days' leave of absence ;^ that cannot make 
an exception against me." 

" Baron von Schonberg, did I not order you to 
resume your service, and to follow me? " said the 
queen ; " why do you not enter ? " 

" Your majesty sees that I am prevented." 

"Mercy, your highness, mercy," pleaded the offi- 
cer, " I know I am seemingly wanting in rever- 
ence toward the holy person of the queen, but I 
cannot act otherwise." 

Maria Josephine looked proud and command- 
ing; her eyes flashed angrily, and, with a loud 
voice, she exclaimed : 

"I command you to allow my servant to enter | 
do you hear? I command it as a sovereign I" 
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The officer stepped back. 

" Go in, sir, I have not the courage to with- 
stand this command." 

For a moment the queen^s pale face crimsoned 
with joy, but she suppressed her emotion imme- 
diately, and motioned the chamberbin, with proud 
dignity, to follow. 

Schonberg passed the officer, and entered the 
room. 

** At last," sighed Maria Josephine, as the door 
closed b^'hind him — " at last this torture is at an 
end, and I breathe again. Speak, baron — ^your 
news ! " Exhausted, she fell upon the sofa, and 
gazed breathlessly at the chamberlain. 

" Before speaking, with your majesty's permis- 
sion, I will see if we are entirely alone — ^if no one 
is listening." 

He stepped sofUy around the room, and searched 
behind the curtains and furniture ; then went to 
the door, and looked through the key-hole, to see 
if any one was without He saw the officer sit- 
ting motionless, at the other end of the anteroom. 
Satisfied with this, he was about to open the other 
door, but the queen called him back. 

"That is unnecessary; no one can be concealed 
there. Now let me hear quickly what you have 
to say." 

"I have many things to tell you," said the 
chamberlain, triumphantly. "All our underta^ 
kings have been most successful. We may hope 
they will be crowned with the most desirable re- 
sults." 

" Prfdse to God and the holy saints ! " murmured 
the queen. " Speak, speak I tell me all I " 

" After I left your magesty, eight days ago, I 
went first to my estate, which, as your highness 
knows, lies near Bautzen, and in the immediate 
neighborhood of the King of Prussia's camp. 
Disguised as a peasant, with my little flock of 
sheep, I entered the Prussian camp unchallenged. 
I wish your majesty could have had the satisfac- 
tion of seeing what I saw. Your royal heart 
would have been gladdened at the sight of those 
starved, exhausted, and desperate troops which 
Prince Augustus William led back from Zittau to 
his august brother, the great Frederick. You 
would have acknowledged with delight that such 
discouraged, demoralized troops could no longer 
withstand the splendid and victorious army of 
the confederates. The battle of Collin dug their 
graves, and the pass of Gabel made thdr coffins.'^ 

"And the Saxon dragoons decided the battle 
of Collin? " sfiud the queen, with sparkling eyes. 
"Go on I tell me more. Did you speak with the 
Hng's chamberlain, Anderson ? " 

" Yes, your majesty, and I found him faithftil. 



I gave him the diamond ring which your majesty 
was so gracious as to send him. He was delighted 
with this costly present, and swore he would let 
no opportunity pass of serving you. I told him 
how he might safely write to me. He will inform 
us of all that takes place in the Prussian camp, 
and of all the important movements of the king." 

" You are convmced of hb integrity ? " said the 
queen. 

" Entirely convinced ; he loves money, and 
serves us for his own interests. He will be readj 
for any act, if we balance it with gold." 

The eyes of the queen sparkled, and her coxm- 
tenance had a threatening and passionate expres- 
sion ; her Spanish blood was moved, and rushed 
in fever streams to her heart 

"Is he ready for any act?" she repeated. 
" Perhaps we could make a decisive trial of hia 
willingness ; but of that, later — continue." 

" I learned from Anderson, that King Frederick 
intends to force the confederates to another bat 
tie. When I left the camp, the king had dis 
tributed rations to his army, and was to leave thr 
next morning, to encounter Daun and Radasdy." 

The queen laughed mockingly. 

" He then thirsts for a second Collin. As his 
grave is open and his coffin made, he wishes to 
get the Austrian grave-diggers to bury him. Well, 
we wHl not deny him this last service of love." 

"After leaving the Prussian camp," continued 
the chamberlain, " I threw off my disguise, and 
hastened with post-horses to where Baun and 
Radasdy were quartered." 

" And you saw them ? " 

" I saw them ; I was fortunate enough to be 
able to deliver your majesty's letters to General 
Radasdy, and I can now give your highness the 
general's answer, and some other important pa- 
pers." He drew a small Hui from his bosom, out 
of whidi he took- a penknife ; then taking his hat, 
ripped off the gold galloon, cut the rim, and drew 
a paper from between the fur and the inner lining, 
which he handed to the queen, with a profound 
bow. 

While the queen was occupied breaking the 
seal and reading the letter, the chamberlain was 
busily engaged m restoring his hat to its former 
proportions. The queen's pale face bright^ied 
more and more as she read ; with joy and triumph 
she glanced from the paper at the chamberlain, 
and said, with a brilliant smOe : 

"You are really a messenger of peace ; a time 
will come when I can better reward your faithful 
services than by words. I beg you to open that 
door, and call Father Guarini." 

The chamberlain obeyed her command, and 
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Father Guarini eitered. He greeted Schonberg 
with a gracious nod, then fixed his dark and pier- 
cing eyes upon the queen, who arose humbly to 
receive him. 

" I hope^ venerable father, tViat you have heard 
the news, brought by our faithful baron ? " said 
the queen, in a soft voice. 

" I have heard I " replied the Jesuit father, sol- 
emnly; "I have heard that God has delivered 
these heretics into our hands. We are the chosen 
people to free the world of these blasphemous ad- 
versaries of the Church." 

" What is your meaning ? " asked the queen, 
with apparent surprise. 

Father Guarini looked at her significantly; a 
cruel smile played upon his thin, colorless lips. 

"My daughter, we understand each other 
fully," said he, in a soft, low voice ; " soul speaks 
to soul in such a crisis as this. When the baron 
handed you this letter, when he told you that the 
chamberlain of the King of Prussia was faithfiil 
to our holy cause, ready for any act you might 
approve, a door separated us ; I could not look 
upon your countenance, and yet, my daughter, I 
read the secret thoughts of your heart. I saw 
your eyes sparkle, your lips smile, and understood 
your holy purpose." 

The queen trembled, and stepped shudderingly 
back. 

. " Holy father," she murmured, " have compas- 
sion with a sinful thought, which I suppressed 
quickly, and which I will never listen to again." 

" Why do you call it a sinful thought ? " said 
the priest, with a diabolical smile. " All weapons 
are blessed and made holy by God, when employed 
against heretics. The poison of the hemlock and 
the opium-plant is part of God's holy creation. 
He made them as weapons for the just against 
the unjust, and, when used for pious purposes, 
they are sanctified means of grace. Be not 
ashamed of your great thought, my daughter ; if 
Anderson is faithful, as the chamberlain asserts, 
with God*8 help we will soon be able to bring 
this war to a close, and crush this unbelieving 
horde." 

*• Still, I pray you still, my father," murmured 
the queen ; " my whole soul shudders at this fright- 
ful suggestion ; let us not speak of this again, let 
us forget it." 

** Let us not speak of it, but let us not forget it," 
murmured the priest, with a malicious smile. 

The queen said hastily : " Father, such fearful 
weapons are not necessary for the destruction of 
pur enemies. Frederick of Prussia cjin never ral- 
y — ^he stands alone, has not a single ally in Ger- 
aiany. This is the important news brought me by 



the baron, which I now communicate to you. We 
have succeeded in a great enterprise ; a mighty 
work has been completed by us and our allies in 
the cloister of Zeven. This has been achieved by 
our ambassador, the pious Duke of Lynar, and we 
will triumph in a glittering and bloodless victory. 
Every German prince who has heretofore stood by 
the traitor and heretic, Frederick of Prussia, has, 
at the command and menace of the emperor, fallen 
off from him, and dare no longer lend him help or 
influence. The men of Hesse, of Brunswick, of 
Gotha, who were allied to Prussia, and who were 
just from fighting with the Hanoverians against 
Soubise and Richelieu, have laid down their arms 
and returned home. They have solemnly boimd 
themselves in the convention of the cloister of 
Zeven never again to bear arms for the heretical 
and rebellious King of Prussia, who is excommu- 
nicated by the German emperor and the holy Pope 
at Rome. The contest between the Hanoverians 
and our French ally is ended, and a cessation of 
hostilities determined upon. Unconditional peace 
is indeed indefinitely declared. The Hanoverians 
remain inactive on the Elbe ; the Duke of Cumber- 
land, leader of the English troops, has returned to 
London,* and his adversary, the Duke de Riche- 
lieu, to Paris. The French troops now in Ger- 
many, imder the command of the Prince Soubise, 
have no other enemy to attack than Frederick, the 
natural enemy of us all The King of Prussia, 
who stands alone, has no other ally." 

" No ally but himself," interrupted a loud, pow- 
erful voice. 

The queen turned and saw General von link, 
the Prussian commander of Dresden. He had 
opened the door noiselessly, and had heard the 
queen's last words. 

Maria Josephine paled with anger, and stepping 
forward to meet him, with head erect, she looked 
as if she would trample him under foot. 

" Sir," she said, scarcely able to control her pas- 
sion, and at the same time trembling with terror, 
" who gave you permission to enter this room ? " 

" My sovereign, the King of Prussia," said the 
general, placing himself before her with stiff mili- 
tary courtesy. " I come not from idle curiosity, 
but on important business, and your majesty must 
pardon me if you find it disagreeable." 

He made a sign toward the door, and inmie- 

* When the Dnke of Oomberland returned to London, 
after the conventloi^ at the cloieter of Zeven, h!s father, 
whose favorite he had been up to this time, received him 
with great coldness, and Said before all his ministers: 
** Here is my son who has mined me and disgraced himselt" 
The duke had to resign all his honors, and died a few yeari 
later, despised by ttie whole nation. 
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diatel J an officer and four soldiers appeared at the 
threshold. The commander pointed to the cham- 
berlain, Von Schonberg, who, pale and tremblmg, 
endeavored to conceal himself behind the wide 
dress of the queen. 

*' Arrest that man, and take him off!" said the 
general 

Schonberg uttered a cry of alarm, and disap- 
peared behind the satin robe of the queen. 

" What, sir ! you dare to force yourself into my 
room, and to arrest my servant t " cried the queen, 
angrily. 

The general shrugged his shoulders. 

" We are living in perilous times, and every man 
must defend himself from his enemies. *Tis true 
your chamberlain sold some good sheep to our 
army, but it appears to have been a fraudulent 
transaction ; for this reason, I arrest him, and send 
him to Berlin for trial. There it will be difficult 
for him to carry on his correspondence with the 
traitorous chamberlain of the king." 

The general ceased speakmg, and gazing at the 
pale, disturbed group before him, enjoyed their 
horror and consternation for a moment. 

The queen was greatly embarrassed, and pressed 
her lips firmly together to suppress a cry of terror. 
By her side stood Father Guarmi, whose face had 
assumed a livid pallor, and whose dark eyes were 
fixed in bitter hatred upon the general. Behind 
the queen the terrified face of the chamberlain 
was seen, his insignificant figure being entirely 
concealed by the queen's robes. 

" Baron von Schonberg," said General Fink, " I 
order you to come forward and to submit to your 
arrest. Out of respect to her majesty the queen, 
you will be quiet. I should be unfortunately 
forced to act with violence if you do not yield 
without a struggle." 

The chamberlain advanced with dignity, bowing 
profoundly to the queen. He said, in a trembling 
voice : 

" I must beg your majesty graciously to dis- 
miss me from your service. I must obey this 
gentleman, who, as it appears, is master in the 
castle." 

The queen was for a moment speechless ; her 
voice was lost, and her eyes were filled with tears. 
She said, after a long pause : 

** Will you rob me of my faithful servant ? You 
dragged Baroness Briihl and Countess Ogliva to 
Warsaw, and now you will deprive me of the ser- 
vices of this tried and constant fi^end." 

" I obey the commands of my king," said the 
general, " and I believe your majesty must see the 
justice of this arrest Had the baron been cap- 
tured in camp, he would have been shot at once 



as a spy. I arrest him here and send him to Ber 
lin, that he may defend himself against the charge 
of bemg a traitor." 

The queen breathed heavily, she had regained 
her composure ; turning to the chamberlain she 
said, in a voice softer and kinder than had evei 
been heard from her before : 

" Go, my fnend, and when your loyalty is called 
treason by our enemies, do not forget that yov 
queen is thinking of you with gratitude, and praj 
ing for you to our heavenly Father." 

She offered the chamberhun her small, white 
hand ; he sank upon his knees, and covered it with 
his tears and kisses. 

" Go, my son," sfud Father Guaruii, laying his 
hand upon Schonberg's head — " go ; the Lord haa 
chosen you as a blessed martyr for our just and 
holy cause. The Lord will be with you, and the 
holy mother Church will pray for you." 

** I go, my father — may it be granted me to die 
for my queen ! " 

Turning to the general, he delivered up big 
sword rather tragically, and declared himself readj 
to depart 

The commandant signed to the ofiScer. 

" Conduct this gentleman to the carriage, and 
send him with a sufficient guard to Berlin." 



CHAPTER XI. 



THE TE DEUM. 



The queen looked sadly after the chamberhun ; 
when he had disappeared, she turned to the gen- 
eral. 

" I now hope," said she, " that you have fid- 
filled your orders, and that I will be permitted to 
have my apartments to myself." 

"I beg your mtgesty's pardon," said the gen- 
eral, bowing respectfully, " but as yet I have ful- 
filled but the smallest portion of my master's com- 
mands." 

" How ? is there still some one here whom you 
wish to arrest ? " said the queen. 

"No, noble lady, but some one I wish to 
warn!" 

" You are, without doubt, speaking of me, gen- 
eral ? " said the priest, quietly. 

" Yes, sir, of you. I wish to warn you not to 
occupy your pious thoughts with that very worldly 
thing called politics, and to request you to instruct 
the members of your Church in reli^on, in Chris- 
tian love and kmdness, and not to lure theia tc 
murder and treachery 
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Tbc priest shrugged his shoulders ; a contempt- 
aous smile played about his small, thin lips. 

" The words * religion and Christian love ' sound 
strangely in the mouth of a Prussian warrior. I 
decline receiving any advice from you. I have no 
fear of you or of your superiors ! I am subject 
only to God and the Pope I '* 

" That may be in your own country, but not in 
the King of Prussia's," answered General Fink, 
quietly. " There every one is subject to the law ; 
no title, no clerical gown protects the criminal. 
Two days ago, a spy was discovered in the Prus- 
sian camp, who was a priest ; be was hung like 
any other spy, although at the last moment, hop- 
ing to save his life, he exclaimed that he was a 
friend of Father Guarini, the court confessor. His 
majesty the King of Prussia commissioned me to 
Impart to you the death of your friend." 

" From my heart 1 thank you for so doing," 
said the priest. " I shall have masses read for 
my friend, of whom you have made a martyr." 

The queen gazed at him with sparkling eyes. 
" Oh, my father," said she, " I thank you for your 
noble example ; it shall enable me, in spite of 
threats and insults, not to deny the holy cause 
and the friends who have suffered for it. And 
now, general, I hope your commissions are ful- 
filled, and that you will take your leave." 

" I hope your majesty will believe that I would 
not venture to remain, were I not compelled by 
the commands of my king. I have to request your 
majesty to listen while I read aloud some letters, 
some historical documents, which may possibly 
interest your highness." 

" You can read," said the queen. " As my ears 
do not belong to the King of Prussia, it lies with 
me to listen or not, as I please." She sank gently 
upon the divan, signing to the priest to remain 
beside her. 

*' I flatter myself that I will have your majesty's 
attention," said the general, withdrawing to the 
nearest window and opening a package of letters. 
** The first relates to an extremely amusing occur- 
rence, which my master^ knowing that France was 
your ally, imagined would interest you. Your 
highness is aware that Prince Soubise is a brave 
soldier. This is Madame Pompadour's opinion; 
it must, therefore, be true. About a week ago 
this brave prince determined to rest for a while 
from his heroic deeds, and gave the same privilege 
to a large portion of his army. The general, 
accompanied by his staff and eight thousand sol- 
diers, then entered that lovely little spot, called 
Gotha, to visit the talented and prfaicely duke 
and duchess. He and his staff were received 
by them with great honor ; magnificent prepa- 



rations were forthwith made for a splendid 
dinner to welcome the prmce who, happily, was 
not only fond of laurels, but also of good eating. 
Dinner was served, the French generals had fin^ 
ished their toilets. Prince Soubise had ^ven the 
duchess his arm to lead her to her seat, when aloud 
cry of terror was heard from without, * The Prus- 
sians are at the gates !' Prince Soubise dropped 
the arm of the duchess ; through the Paris rouge, 
so artistically put on, the paleness, which now 
covered his face, could not be seen. The doors 
leading to the dining-saloon were thrown open, 
making visible the sparkling glass, the smoking 
dishes, the rare service of gold and silver ; the 
generals of the prince now hastened forward and 
confirmed the wild rumor. Yes ; and rumor, for 
once, was true. General Seidlitz was there with 
fifteen hundred brave cavalrymen. The French 
are noted for their politeness, and it did not fail 
them upon this occasion. Without a word, Prince 
Soubise and his eight thousand men made room 
for General Seidlitz and his fifteen hundred, and 
hastened from the ducal palsice. Before the rich 
dishes had time to cool. General Seidlitz and his 
staff were seated at the table, enjoying the mag- 
nificent dinner prepared for the French generals. 
Many prisoners, many spoils were taken afterward. 
Kot that Prince Soubise had not taken all his 
soldiers with him, but there was another small 
army by which the French troops are always ac- 
companied. Tho:-?, the lackeys, valets, cooks, 
hair-dressers, ballet-dancers, actresses, priests, 
etc., etc., were not able to run as fast as the 
French soldiers. The spoils consisted in the 
equipages of the prince and his staff, in which 
were boxes and chests containing precious things, 
their large chests full of delightful perfumes and 
hair-oils, trunks full of wigs, dressing-gowns, and 
parasols. There were several learned parrots 
who had a leaning to politics, and who exclaimed 
continually : * Vive lea Frangais 1 A bos les Prus- 
siens/^ But the kind-hearted General Seidlitz 
did not wish to deprive the French army of the 
necessities of life ; he therefore sent them their 
valets, cooks, hair-dressers, actresses, priests, etc. 
The perfumes and hair-oils he gave to his own 
soldiers." 

" I trust you have finished," said the queen, 
playing listlessly with her fan. 

"Ah, your majesty has then honored me by 
listening ? " said General Fink, smiling. 

The queen preserved a dignified silence. 

The general continued reading: "After long 
deliberation. Prince Soubise concluded he had car- 
ried his politeness too far in vacatmg the ducal 
palace to the Prussians ; he determined, therefore, 
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to go after his perfumes, hoii^ils, dressing-gowns, 
wigs, etc., etc., and drive the Prussians from 
Gotha. Prince von Hildburghftusen joined him 
with his troops. Thus the French advanced to 
Gotha, secure and confident of success. But to 
their terror they found before the city not two 
Prussian regiments, as they had expected, but what 
seemed to them the entire Prussian army ar- 
ranged in line of battle, and in such large num- 
bers that for miles around the hills were covered 
with them. This was so unexpected to the French- 
generals that they determined to retreat for a 
while, until they had recovered from their sur- 
prise. They withdrew, leaving the field to the 
Prussians. Had they not withdrawn so hastily, 
they would soon have seen that the Prussian army 
consisted only of fifteen hundred, which, thanks 
to General Seidlitz^s strategy, presented a very 
imposing view. Thus Seidlitz gained the day with- 
out firing a shot — not by the troops who were 
present, but by those who were supposed to be 
present" 

"I have had enough of this," said the queen, 
rising. "I am weary of listening. to your witty 
stories. The King of Prussia may triumph for a 
while — he may jest over his lost battles — ^but the 
hour of his misfortune is at hand. God, who 
is just — ^who thrusts the arrogant and haughty 
to the ground — ^will also punish him, and give vic- 
tory to the just cause. The battle of Collin was 
for Frederick the Second the first proof of God's 
anger, and now with increasing strength His 
mighty arm will be raised against him.^ 

** I am aware that these arc your majesty's nen- 
tunents," said the general, smiling; "and my 
master is as well informed. I think they were 
stated in almost the same words in letters which 
your majesty wrote to the Austrian general, Na- 
dasky." 

The queen fell back upon her seat trembling, 
and a deep red suffused her countenance. Even 
Father Guarini showed by the quivering of his 
lip and his sudden paleness, that the conversation 
was now taking an agitating turn. 

"What do you know of njy letters to Nadas- 
ky ? " said the queen, breathlessly. " Who says 
1 have written to him ? " 

" Tour own hand, gracious queen," answered 
the general. "While the king, nly noble sover- 
eign, was in Bemstadt, he was told that General 
Kadasky was at Ostriz, and sent General von 
Werner after him. Nadasky fled, but his baggage 
was captured, and amongst his letters this one 
from your majesty was discovered." And he hpld 
up the letter m question before the queen, to con- 
vince her of its authenticity. 



Maria Josephine endeavored to tear it from him, 
but the general was too quick fot her. 

" By command of my master, this letter is to be 
returned to you, but upon one condition." 

" Well, what is it f V said the queen, faintly. 

" I am to read to your majesty a few sentences 
from it, selected by the King of Prussia himBelf.'' 

" And all my letters shall then be returned it 
me?" 

" All, your majesty." 

" You can read," swd the queen, seating her 
self. 

General Rnk approached the window by which 
he had been standing before, and looked out for 
a few moments. Some one, perhaps, had passed 
with whom he was acquainted, for he bowed sev- 
eral times and raised his hand as if be were beck- 
oning. After this intermission, at which the queen 
and her confessor had looked ih amazement, lie 
opened the letter and commenced to read. 

It was a demand from Queen Maria Josephine 
to the Austrian general to do all in his power to 
ruin their commpn enemy. " If we are energetic, 
continued the general, reading in a loud voice, "il 
will soon be done. At the battle of Collm, Go« 
laid his mark upon Frederick ; Prussia wiD haw 
no more victories ; her arrogant ruler has sung 
his last TeDeumy 

At this moment the bells of the nearest chnrcb 
commenced their solemn chimes, and from the 
fort behind the castle the thunder of cannon ^ 
heard. The queen rose from her seat and rushed 
to the window. 

"What is the ipeaning of this?" said she, 
breathlessly. " Why these bells ? Why this can- 
non ? What-^" 

The renewed thunder of cannon drowned her 
words. She threw open the window, and now ^ 
the church bells were joined in one harmonions 
chant. From beneath the queen's windows there 
arose a slow, solemn hymn, and as if home aloft 
by invisible splits, the words ^TePeumlav^' 
tnus " were heard by the queen. Her eye sparklei 
" For whom is this Te Leum ? " said she, breath- 
lessly. 

"It is for my master," SMd General Fmk, sol- 
emnly— "for the King of Prussia, who at Ross* 
bach, with twenty thousand men, has gained a ^"^ 
tory over sixty thousand French soldiers." 

A cry of rage, and Maria Josephine fell ^^^ 
ing to the floor. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

CAMP SCENE. 

It T»a8 a cold winter day, and in the Prussian 
eamp at Newmark every one was occupied mar 
king fires. 

"Let us get a great deal of wood," said a 
sprightly-looking, slender young soldier, to his 
comrades ; " our limbs must not be stiflf to-day. 
I think to-morrow all will go off bravely, and we 
will prepare a strong soup for the Austrians." 

" And instead of the noodles, we will send them 
cannon-balls," said a comrade, standing near him. 
" But see here, brother, as we are not going to 
fight this evening, I think we should make use of 
the time and cook a soup for ourselves. When 
we have wood enough for a good fire, we will set 
the kettle over it, and the best of pastimes will 
be ready. Shall we do it, comrades ? Every man 
a groschen, and Charles Henry Buschman to cook 
the noodles." 

"Yes, Buschman must cook the noodles; no 
one understands it so well as he. Charles Henry 
Buschman! Where hides the fellow? He is 
generally sticking to Fritz Kober, and they are 
chatting together as if they were lovers. Busch- 
man! Charles Henry Buschman I Where are 
you ? " 

" Here I am ! " cried a bright, fi^sh voice, and 
a slender youth, belonging to Prince Henry's regi- 
ment, stepped forward and joined them. " Who 
calls me ? — what do you want ? " 

** We want you to cook noodles for us, Busch- 
man ; every man pays a groschen, and eats to his 
heart's content. You shall have them for nothing, 
because you prepare them." 

" I will have nothing that I don't pay for," said 
Charles Henry, proudly ; " I can pay as well as the 
res|i of you, and perhaps I have more money than 
all of you ; for while you are drinking, smoking, 
and playing, I put my groschens aside for a rainy 
day." 

" Yes, that is true ; Buschman is the most or- 
derly, the most industrious of us all," said Fritz 
Kober, as he nodded lovingly to his young friend. 
" He does not drmk, or smoke, or play ; and, I 
can tell you, he sews like a woman. He mended 
a shirt for me to-day. A ball had passed through 
it at Rossbach, making a hole in the left sleeve. 
I tell you, the shirt looks as if a clever woman 
had mended it." 

" Well, it is a pity he isn't one," said one of 
the soldiers, with a merry lau^ ; " perhaps you 
have a sister at home, Henry, whom you could 
give to Kober." 

9 



" No, comrade," said Charles Hemy, sadly ; " I 
have neither father, mother, sister, nor brother. I 
am alone in the world, and have no other friend 
but my comrade, Fritz Kober. Will you not give 
him to me, comrades ? Will you tease him be- 
cause he is the friend of a poor, young fellow, 
against whom you have nothing to say except 
that he is just seventeen years old, and has no 
beard, and his voice a little thin, not able to make 
as much noise as yourself? Promise me that you 
will not laugh at Fritz again because he is kind 
to, and loves a poor, forsake boy. If you tease 
him, he will become desperate, and run off firom 
me, and then, when I fall in battle, he will not 
close my eyes as he has promised to do." 

" I will never run away from you, darling 
brother," said Fritz Kober. " We twa shall stay 
together in camp and in battle, c You have won 
me with your soft, black eyes;* they remind me. 
of those of my good, faithful Phylax." 

" Well, well, Fritz shall do as he pleases," said 
one of the boys ; " but enough with our chatting, 
let us seek the wood for our fire." 

" Wood, wood, let us seek wood," cried all, 
gayly, and the happy troop separated on all sides. 
Only Charles Henry remained to prepare the fire. 
With busy haste he took the kettle, which the sol* 
diers had dragged near, ran to the neighboring 
market and bought a groschen worth of hurd to 
make the noodles savory, then hastened back to 
cut the bacon and mix it with the noodles. Some 
of the soldiers returned empty-handed — ^no wood 
was to be found ; the soldiers, who had searched 
before them, had taken it all 

" It would be horrible not to have noodles this 
evening," said Fritz Kober, furiously. "Who 
knows but they may be the last we shall eat in 
this world ? The balls may take our heads off to- 
morrow, and we never could eat Charles Henry's 
noodles again." 

" What you can do to-day never put off until 
to-morrow," cried one of the soldiers. " We must 
eat noodles to-day, and we must have wood, even 
if we have to steal it firom the devil's kitchen." 
And, as he turned around, his eye fell upon a little 
hut which stood on the other side of the camp. 
"Boys," he cried, gleefully, "do you see that 
hut?" 

" Certainly ; that hut is the king's quarters.'* 

" I am willing the king should occupy the hut; 
but it is covered with wood, and he does not need 
that. Come, boys, we will have wood to cook our 
noodles." 

With a hurrah they started forward to the old 
forsaken shepherd's hut in whidi the king bad 
taken refuge. They climbed the roof as nimbly 
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as cats, and now tbo old boards cracked and 
gi-oaned and flew in every direction, and were re- 
ceived with shouts of joy by the surrounding sol- 
diers. Suddenly a guard officer stepped from the 
hut, and saw with horror its destruction ; he or- 
dered the soldiers to lay the boaMs as they had 
found them, and to go off at once. The soldiers 
mocked at him, and continued at their work 
quietly. 

"We are going to eat noodles," they said, 
" common noodles, of meal and lard, that we may 
have the courage to swallow iron noodles to-mor- 
row. To cook noodles, we need wood. We find 
it here, and we shall take it.** 

" What ! " cried the officer, " I forbid it, and 
you refuse to obey ? — Sentinels, forward I " 

The four guards, who, until now, had walked 
quietly to and fro before the hut, placed themselves 
at the door and shouldered arms. 

" Fire at the first one who dares to touch an- 
other piece of wood," commanded the officer. 
But the wanton soldiem paid no attention to this 
order ; they regarded it as as an empty threat. 

" Fire,V cried one, laughing, " fire is just what 
we want — ^without fire, no noodles ; and to make 
fire we must have wood." 

" Whew I I have a big splinter in my finger," 
cried another soldier, who was on the roof, and 
had just broken off a plank ; " I must draw it 
out and put it back, musn't I, lieutenant ? " 

At this question the gay group broke into a 
loud laugh ; but it was interrupted by the angry 
words of the officer. 

Suddenly a mild voice asked : " What is the 
matter?" At the first sound of this voice the 
sol<Hers seemed dismayed; they stopped their 
work, and their merry faces became earnest and 
thoughtful. Stiff and motionless they remained 
on.the roof awaiting their punishment ; they knew 
that voice only too well, they had heard it in the 
thunder of battle. The king repeated his ques- 
tion. The officer approached him. 

" Sire, these dragoons are tearing the roof from 
your majesty's^ quarters, all my threats are use- 
less ; therefore I ordered the sentinels forward." 

" What do you want with the sentinels ? " asked 
the king. 

*' To fire amongst them, if they do not desist." 

"Have you tried kindness?" said the king, 
sternly; "do you think, on the day before a 
battle, I have soldiers to spare, and you may 
shoot them down because of a piece of wood ? " 

The officer murmured a few confused words ; 
but the king paid no attention to him ; he looked 
up at the soldiers sitting stiff and motionless upon 
the roof. 



"Listen, dragoons," said the king; "if yoi 
take off my roof, the snow will fall in my bed to- 
night, and you do not wish that, do you ? " 

" No, we do not wish it, sire," said Fritz Eober, 
ashamed, slipping softly from the roof; the others 
followed his example, and prepared to be o% giv- 
ing melancholy glances at the wood lying on the 
groimd. The king looked thoughtfully after them, 
and murmured, softly, " Poor fellows, I have de- 
prived them of a pleasure. — ^Halloo, dragoons," 
he cried aloud, " listen I " 

The soldiers looked back, frightened and trem- 
bling. 

" Ten me," said the king, " what use were yon 
gomg to make of the wood ? " 

'* Cook noodles, sire," said Fritz Kober ; " Heit 
ry Buschman promised to cook noodles for na, and 
the bacon is already cut ; but we have no wood." 

"Well, if the bacon is cut," said the king, 
smiling, " and if Henry Buschman has promised 
to make the noodles, he must certainly keep bis 
word ; take the wood away with you." 

" Hurrah ! long life to our king and to our 
good Fritz Kober," cried the soldiers, and, col- 
lecting the wood, they hastened away. 

The king stepped back, silently, into the small, 
low room of the hut Alone, there once more 
the smile disappeared, and his countenance he- 
came sad and anxious. He confessed to himself 
what he had never admitted to friend or con- 
fidant, that it was a daring and most dangeroos 
undertaking to meet the Austrian army of seventy 
thousand with his thirty-three thousand men. 

"And should I fail," said the king, thoughtfully, 
" and lead these brave troops to their death with- 
out benefit to my country — should they die an 
unknown death — ^should we be conquered, instead 
of conquering I Oh, the fortune of battles lies in 
the hands of Providence; the wisest disposition 
of troops, the most acute calculations are brought 
to naught by seeming accident. Should I expose 
my army to the fearful odds, should I hazard so 
rainy lives to gratify my_ ambition and my pride? 
My generals say it will be wiser not to attack, but 
to wait and be attacked. Oh, Winterfeldt, Wm- 
terfeldt, were you but here, you would not advise 
this, not you ! Why have you been taken from 
me, my friend? Why have you left me alone 
among my enemies? I can find, perhaps, re- 
sources ag£unst my enemies, but T will never find 
another Winterfeldt." * 

The king leaned his head upon his breast, and 
tears rolled down his cheeks. 

" How solitary, how joyless life is ! how rich 1 

• The ting's own worda.—- Retzow, vol. 1^ p. 220i. 
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was once in friends, how poor I am now ! and who 
knows how much poorer I may be to-morrow at 
this hour — who knows if I shall have a place to 
lay my head ? — I may be a fugitive, without home 
or coimtry. Verily, I have the destiny of Mithri- 
dates — I want only two sons and a Monima. 
Well," continued he, with a soft smile, " it is still 
something to stand alone — misfortunes only strike 
home. But do I stand alone ? have I not an en- 
tire people looking to me and expecting me to do 
my duty ? Have I not brave soldiers, who call 
me father, looking death courageously in the face 
and hazardmg their lives for me ? No, I am not 
alone — and if Mithridates had two sons, I have thir- 
ty-three thousand. I will go and bid them good- 
evening. I think it will refresh my sad heart to 
hear their cheerful greetings." 

The king threw on his mantle and left his quar- 
ters, to make, as he was often accustomed to do, a 
tour through the camp. Only the officer on guard 
followed him, at a short distance. 

It was now dark, and fires, which were lighted 
everywhere, gave a little protection against the 
biting cold. It was a beautiful sight — ^the wide 
plam, with its numberless, blazing, flickering fires, 
surrounded by groups of cheerful soldiers, their 
fresh faces glowing with the light of the flames. 
In the distance the moon rose grand and full, il- 
luminating the scene with its silver rays, and 
blending its pale shimmer with the ruddy flames. 

The king walked briskly through the camp, 
and, when recognized, the soldiers greeted him 
with shouts and loving words. As he approached 
a large fire, over which hung a big kettle, the 
contents of which filled the air with savory odors, 
he heard a brisk voice say : 

"Now, comrades, come and eat, the noodles 
are done ! " 

" Hurrah ! here we are," cried the boys, who 
were standing not far off, chatting merrily. They 
sprang forward joyfully, to eat the longed-for 
noodles. 

The king, recognizmg the soldiers who had un- 
covered his roof, drew near to the fire. 

" Shall I also conje and eat with you? " he said, 
good-humoredly. 

The soldiers looked up from the tm plates, in 
which the noodles were swinmiing. 

"Yes, sire," said Fritz Kober, jumping up and 
approaching the king ; " yes, you shall eat with 
us ; here is my spoon and knife, and if you reject 
it, and are only mocking us, I shall be very angry 
indeed." 

The king laughed, and turning to the officer 
who had followed him, said, as if to excuse him- 
idf 



" I must really eat, or I shall make the man 
furious. — ^Give me your spoon ; but listen, I can 
tell you, if the noodles are not good, 1 shall be 
angry." He took the plate andl)egan to eat 

The soldiers all stopped, and looked eagerly at 
the king. When he had swallowed the firs* bite, 
Fritz Kober could no longer restrain his curiosity. 

" Well, sire," he said, triumphantly,*^" what do 
you say to it ? Can't Buschman prepare better 
noodles than your cleverest cook ? " 

" Verily," said the king, smiling,- " he never 
cooked such noodles for me, and I must say they 
are good ; but, now I have had enough, and I am 
much obliged to you." 

He wished to return his plate to Fritz Kober, 
but Fritz shook his head violently. 

" See here, your majesty, no one gets off from 
us with just a * thank you,' and you, least of all, 
sire ; every one must pay his part." 

" Well," said the king, " how much is my 
share?" 

" It cost each of us three grosthen ; the king 
may pay what he pleases." 

" Will you credit me, dragoon ? " said the king, 
who searched his pockets in vaui for money. 

" Oh ! yes, your majesty, I wiU credit you, but 
only until to-morrow morning, early; for, if a 
cannon-ball took my head off, I could not dun 
your majesty, and you would be my debtor to all 
eternity." 

" It would then be better to settle our accounts 
to-day," said the king; and nodding to the sol- 
diers, he left them. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

THE WATCH-FIBE. 

The officer who had accompanied the kmg, re- 
turned in an hour to the watch-fire of the dra- 
goons, and handed five gold pieces to Fritz Kober, 
which had been sent by the king to pay for his 
portion of the noodles ; then, without giving the 
surprised soldier time to thank him, he withdrew. 

Fritz looked long and thoughtfully at the gold 
pieces, which, in the light of the flickering fire, 
shone beautifully in his hand. 

" It is very well — ^very well that tne king kept 
his word, and paid me punctually to-night," said 
he to Charles Henry Buschman, who sat near, and 
with his elbow resting on his knee, watched his 
friend closely. 

" And why po, Fritz ? " said Charles. 

"I will tell you, Charles Henry. If I fall to- 
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morrow, I will have something in mj pocket that 
you will inherit from me. I declare to you, no 
one but you alone shall be my heir ; all that I 
have belongs to you. Thunder and lightning ! I 
am rich ! it is better I should make my testament ; 
I dot^'t know what may happen to me to-morrow. 
I hare neither pen nor paper; well, I will make it 
verbally ! I will wake some of my comrades, and 
they shall witness my last will and testament." 
He reached over to the sleeping soldiers, who lay 
near him on the ground, but Charles held him 
back. 

" Let them sleep, friend," said he, pleadingly ; 
*' it is not necessary you should have witnesses. 
God, and the moon, and a thousand stars bear 
what we say to each other; and why speak of 
your will and your fortune, friend ? Do you think 
I would care for that miserable gold, if you were 
no longer by my side f Do you think I would use 
it for any other purpose than to buy your tomb- 
stone, and write on it in golden letters." 

" What ? a V)mbstone I " said Fritz Kober, with 
•an astonished look ; " and why would you place a 
tombstone over a poor, simple, unknown fellow 
like myself, Charles Henry ? Many gallant gen- 
erals and officers. fall in battle; the earth drinks 
their blood, and no one knows where they lie. 
And with golden letters, did you say, Charles ? 
Well, I am curious to know what you would place 
upon my tombstone." 

" I will tell you, Fritz. I will write on your 
tombstone — *Here lies Fritz Eober; the most 
faithful friend, the best soul, the most honest 
heart; good and shnple as a child, brave as a 
hero, constant as a dove, and true as a h^ound.* " 

'* But am I all that ? " said Fritz, amazed. 

" Yes, you are all that I " said Charles, with a 
trembling voice. " You have been more than this 
to me, and I will never forget it I was a poor, 
shrinking youth when I came to this camp; I 
knew nothings-could do nothing. My eomrai^es, 
who soon found me out, mocked and complained 
of me, and played all manner of jokes upon me. 
They ridiculed me, because I had no' beard ; they 
mimicked me, because my voice was soft and 
uASteady ; they asserted that I would make a 
miserable soldier, because I grew deadly pale at 
parade. Who was it took pity on me, and op- 
posed themselves to my rude, unfeeling compan- 
ions? Who scolded and threatened to strike 
them, if they did not allow me to go my own way, 
hi peace and quiet f Who was patient with my 
stupidity, and taught me how to go through with 
my military duties creditably, and how to manage 
my horse ? Yoil ! you, dear Fritz I you alome. You 
were always at my side, when others threatened. 



You were patient as a mother when she teachei 
her dear little boy his letters, and looks kindl; 
upon him, and is good to him, even when he is 
dull and inattentive." 

"Well," said Fritz Kober, thoughtfully, "one 
can do nothing better than to be good to a mas 
who deserves it, and who is himself so land, and 
pure, and brave, that a poor fellow like myself 
feels ashamed, and looks down when the soft eyes 
are fixed upon him. I tell you what^ Charles 
Henry, there is a power in your eyes, and &ej 
have subdued me. I think the angels m heaven 
have just such eyes as yours, and when you look 
upon me so softly and kindly, iny heart bound: 
with delight I have dreamed of your ejes, 
Charles Hairy ; I have blushed in my sleep wh«i 
I thought I had uttered a coarse curse, and toq 
looked upon me sorrowfully. I know you cannot 
endure cursing, or drink, or even tobacco." 

"My father was a poor schoolmaster," add 
Charles Henry ; " we lived quietly together, and 
he could not bear cursing. He nsed to say, 
* When men cursed, it hurt €k>d like the tooth- 
ache.' He said—* God had not made the com te 
grow, that men might make brandy, but breai' 
We were too poor to buy beer and wine, so we 
drank water, and were content." 

" Your father was right," swd Fritz, thought- 
fully. " I believe, myself; com was not intended 
to make brandy, and I don't care for it ; I wiD 
give it up altogether. If we live through this 
war, and receive ^ood bounty money, we will buj 
a few acres, and build us a little house, and lire 
together, and cultivate our land, and plant corn; 
and, in the evening, when our work is done, we 
will sit on the bench before the door, and yoa 
will relate some of your beautiful little stories ; 
and so we will live on together till we are old and 
die." 

" But you have forgotten one thing, Fritz." 

"What is that, Charles Henry? " 

" You have forgotten that you will take a wife 
into your little house, and she will soon cast me 
out." 

**Let her try it!" cried Fritz, enraged, and 
doubling his fist threateningly. ^'Let her try 
only to show the door to Charles Henry, and I 
will shut her out, and she shall never -return- 
never I But," said he, softly , " it is not neces- 
sary to think of this ; I will never take a wife. 
We will live together ; we need no third person to 
iQake strife between us." 

Charles sidd nothing. He looked smilingly in- 
to the glowing fire, and then at his comrade, with 
an amused but tender expression. 

If Fritz had seen it, his heart would have 
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Dounded again, but he was too much occupied 
then with his own thoughts to look up. 

"Listen, Charles. If nothing comes of our lit- 
tle piece oC ground and oup house — if my last 
ball comes to-morrow and carries me off—" 

" Stop, stop, Fritz ; I will hold my head so that 
the same ball will carry it off I." 

" If you do that, I will be very angry with 
you," cried Fritz, " You are too young to die, 
and I will be glad even in my grave to know that 
you are walking on the green earth. In order to 
do well, you must have gold ; therefore you must 
be my heir. K I fall, these beautifhl gold pieces 
belong to you ; you shall not put a tombstone 
over me. Buy yourself a few acres, Charles Hen- 
ry, and when your com grows and blossoms, that 
shall be my monument" 

Charles took his hand, and his eyes were filled 
with tears. " Speak no more of death," said he, 
softly; "it makes my heart heavy, and I shall 
lose my courage in the battle to-morrow when I 
think of all you have said. Ugh ! how cold it is ! 
Hy soul feels frosted ! " 

'' I will go and seek a little more wood," said 
Fritz, springing up, " and make a good fire, and 
then you shall be wanned." 

He hurried off, and Charles remained alone by 
the fire, looking gravely on the glowing coals ; he 
smiled from time to time, and then he hreathed 
heavily, as if oppressed by some weighty secret. 
Suddenly he heard a voice behind him. 

" Ah ! I have foimd the fire again I Good-even- 
ing, children." 

" Qood-evemng, sir kmg. Comrades, wake up ; 
the king is here ! " 

" No, no ; let your comrades sleep," said the 
king, sofUy. "The fire will do me good. I found 
the right path to the fire, as I said. Your dra- 
goons have uncovered my quarters, and the cold 
blasts of wind whistle through them and freeze 
the water in my room. I prefer to sit by the fire 
and warm myself." 

He was about to seat himself on the straw near 
the fire, when a harsh voice called out : 

" March on !— every lazy scamp wants a place 
by the fire, but not one of them brings a splinter 
of wood." 

Fritz Kober was behhid them with the wood ; 
he had found it with great difficulty, and he was 
angry when he saw a strange soldier in his place 
by the side of Charles Henry. 

The king turned to him quietly. 

"You are right, my son!— come on! I will 
make room for you." 

" It is the king ! " exclaimed Fritz, turning as if 
to fly. But the king held him. 



" Remain where you arc, my son ; you brought 
the wood, and you have the best right. I only 
wish to warm myself a little, and I think there is 
room for us all." 

He seated himself up6n the straw, and nodded 
to Fritz Kober to take a seat by him. Fritz trem- 
blingly obeyed, and Charles stirred the fire, which 
flamed up beautifully. 

King Frederick gazed at the flickering flames. 
Charles and Fritz sat on each side of him, and 
watched hun in respectful silence; around the 
watch-fire lay the sleeping dragoons. After a lon^ 
pause the king raised his head and looked about 
him. 

" Well, children, to-morrow will be a hot day, 
and we must strike the Austrians boldly." 

" Yes, as we struck the French at Rossbach, 
your mig'esty," said Fritz. " Mark me I it will go 
off bravely, and when we are done with the Aus- 
trians we wiH march to Constantmople." 

" What will we do in Constantinople ? " said the 

king- ,•. 

" Nothmg, your majesty, but march there with 
you, whip the Turks, and take all theur gold I ". 

" Not quite so fast, my son." 

" Why not, sir kingf We have chopped up the 
French army ; to-morrow we will do the same for 
the Austrians; and then, why not whip the 
Turks ? " 

The king smiled, and said : 

" Well, wen, but first we must give the Aus- 
trians a good drubbing." 

" And, by my soul, we will do that," sidd Fritz, 
eagerly. "Your majesty may believe me — I will 
march with you to the end of the earth, and so 
will my fnend Charles Buschman. If we have 
only a litUe to eat, we will find water everywhere ; 
so lead us where you will I " 

The king's eyes flashed : " By heaven ! it is a 
pleasure to lead such soldiers to battle t " Then 
turning, with a kindly expression, to Fritz Kober, 
he said : " Can you write ? " 

" Not well, your majesty ; but Charles Henry 
Buschman can write much better than L He is a 
scholar." 

"Is that true?" said the king, gayly, to 
Charles. 

" He will say * No,' sir king ; he cannot bear to 
be praised. But the truth remains, the truth even 
when denied — Charles is the bravest and wisest 
soldier in the army, and if there is justice in the 
world he will be made an officer." 

" You must get your commission first, Fritz," 
said Charles, indifferently; "you earned it long 
ago, and if the king only knew all that you did at 
Rossbach, you would have it now," 
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« What did he do f " wud the king. 

" Nothing, your majesty,*' said Fritz. 

" Yes, your nuyesty," said Charles, zealously ; 
** he hewed right and left until the sparks flew in 
every direction. Our commander had told us the 
disgusting Frenchmen wanted to take our winter 
quarters, and even when Fritz Kober*s sword was 
still whizzing among them, they had the insolence 
to cry out, * Quarlier / quariierl^ — then was 
Fritz enraged, and cut them down like corn-stalks, 
and cried out, * Yes, yes 1 1 will give you quarters, 
but they will be underground I ' " 

" Only think," said Fritz, *,* they were flying be- 
fore us, and the impudent scamps, when we cap- 
tured them, would stiU twit us with the winter 
quarters they had intended to rob us of. How 
could I help cutting them to pieces ? " 

*' But he spared those who cried * Pardon,' your 
majesty," said Charles Henry, " he only took them 
prisoners. Nme prisoners did Fritz Kober take at 
Rossbach." * 

" I suppose the five prisoners you took were 
men of straw, that you say nothing of them," 
cried Fritz. 

The king looked well pleased from one to the 
other. 

" It appears to me you are both brave soldiers, 
and the braver because you do not boast of your 
deeds. Are you always such good friends as to 
seek to do each other kindly service ? " 

"Your majesty, Charles Henry is my truest 
friend, and if you wish to do me a service, make 
him an officer." 

" But he says he will not be made an officer un- 
less you are made one, so there is nothing left for 
me to do but to promote both ! If in the battle 
to-morrow you fight like heroes, you shall both be 
made officers. Now, children, be quiet, let me 
rest a little. I do not want to sleep— cannot you 
tell me some little story, some pretty little fairy 
tale to keep my heavy eyes from closing ? " 

" Charles knows many fairy tales, sir king, aud 
if you command it he must relate one." 

" Oh, yes, your majesty, I know the history of 
a fairy who knew and loved the brave son of a 
king, and when the prince went into battle she 
transformed herself into a sword, that she might 
be always by the side of him she loved." 

"Tell me this pretty story, my son." 

Charles Henry began to relate. Deep silence 

* The PrassiaiiB had been told that the Frenchmen in- 
tended to take possession of their winter qnarters, and 
this enraged them greatly. When the French cavalry 
were flying at Bossbach, they used the German word 
quariier, thinking they would be better understood. The 
Prussians looked upon this as an insolent jest^ and gave no 
quarter.— i\rico?ar« OharacterUtict and Anecdotes. 



reigned about the camp. Here and there a word 
was spoken in sleep, a loud snore, or the neighing 
of a horse. The fires were burned down, and 
the coals glowed like fire-flies upon the dark 
ground. 

The moon stood over the camp and illuminated 
the strange and parti-colored scene with her sod 
rays, and called out the most wonderful contrasts 
of light and shade. Far, far away, in the dim dis- 
tance, one blood-red point could be seen ; it looked 
like a crimson star in the east. This was the 
camp-fire of the Austrians. This mighty army 
was encamped behind Leuthen. The king gazed 
in that direction with eager expectation, and lis- 
tened with painful attention to every distant 
sound. 

The silence of death seemed to reign there ; no 
sound or voice was heard. The king, being con- 
vinced of this, sank back once more upon the 
straw, and listened to Charles Henry Buscbman. 

It was indeed a beautiful fairy tale ; so wild and 
so fantastic that Fritz listened with eyes extended 
and almost breathless to every word. At last, as 
the handsome prince was drawing his last breathy 
the lovely fwry sprang from his sword and brought 
the dead to life with her warm kisses, Fritz was in 
an ecstasy of excitement, and interrupted Charies 
by an outcry of rapture. 

" This is a true story, sir king!" cried he, pas- 
sionately; "every word is true, and he who donH 
believe it is a puppy ! " 

** Well, well," said the king, " I believe everr 
word, friend." 

Charles Henry went on with his fairy tales ; but, 
notwithstanding the wonders he related, sleep at 
last overcame his friend ! Fritz's eyes closed, but 
he murmured in his sleep : 

" It is all true— all true ! " 

Charles Henry himself, wearied by the exer^ons 
of the last few days, felt his eyelids to be as heavy 
as lead, his words came slowly, then ceased alto- 
gether. 

The king looked at his slumbering soldiers, then 
far away toward the watch-fires of the Austrian 
camp. 

Silence still reigned. The moon showed dis- 
tant objects in the clearest light, and nothing sus- 
picious or alarming could be seen. 

"It was false intelligence which was brought to 
me," said the king. " It is not true that the Aus- 
trians are on the march and intend to surprise 
me. They sleep ! — ^we will not see them till to- 
morrow. I will withdraw to my quarters." 

King Frederick stepped slowly througa the 
ranks of the sleepers, and gave a sign to the offi- 
cer and the four soldiers who had accompanied 
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aim, but remained at a distance from the lire, to 
move lightly and awaken no one. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE BATTLE OP LEUTHEN. 

Early the next morning the kmg left his tent. 
The generals were anxiously awaiting him. His 
countenance glowed with energy and determina- 
tion, and his brilliant eyes flashed with a spark- 
ling light Inspired by the appearance of their 
hero, the clouded brows of the assembled generals 
became clearer. They felt that his lofty brow was 
illumined by genius, and that the laurels which 
crowned it could never fade. They were now con- 
fident, courageous, ready for the battle, and, al- 
though they had at first disapproved of the king^s 
plan of attacking the enemy who had twice over- 
come tiiem, now that he was in their midst they 
felt secure of success. 

Spies reported that the Austrian army had left 
their camp at sunrise and advanced toward Leu- 
then ; they spoke much and loudly of the strength 
of the enemy, and of the eagerness of the soldiers 
to fall upon the weak Prussian army. 

At a sign from the king, Seidlitz approached 
him, and informed him of the latest rumors. 

" It is a fearful army we are to attack," said 
Seidlitz ; " more than twice our number." 

" I am aware of the strength of the enemy," 
eud the king, quietly, ** but nothing is left for me 
but victory or death. Were they stationed upon 
the church-tower of Breslau I would attack them." 

Then approaching the other generals, he con- 
tinued in a loud voice : 

" You are aware, gentlemen, that Prince Charles, 
of Lothringen, succeeded in taking Schweidnitz, 
defeating the Duke of Bevem, and has made him- 
self master of Breslau, while I was protecting Ber- 
lin from the French army. The capital of Silesia, 
and all the munitions of war stowed there, have 
been lost. All these circumstances are calculated 
to distress me deeply, had I not a boundless confi- 
dence in your courage, your resolution, and your 
devoted love to your country. There is, I think, 
not one among us who has not been distinguished 
i)r some great, some noble deed. I feel assured 
that your courage will not now fail in this hour of 
direst need. I would feel as if I had accomplished 
nothing were I to leave Silesia in the possession 
of the Austiians. Against all acknowledged rules 
of war, I am determined to attack the army of 
Charles of Lothringen, though it is three times as 



strong as my own. Notwithstanding the nimabef 
of the enemy, or its advantageous position, I feel 
confident of success. This step must be taken, or 
all is lost ! We must defeat the Austrians, or fall 
beneath their batteries I This is my opinion, and 
thus I shall act. Make my determhiation known 
to every officer. Acquaint the soldiers with the 
events that will soon occur — tell them that I re- 
quire unconditional obedience! Remember that 
you are Prussians ! — do not show yourselves un- 
worthy of the name ! But should there be any 
among you who fear to share these dangers 
with us, they can leave at once, and shall not be 
reproached by me." 

The king ceased speaking, and looked inqui- 
ringly at his listeners. Upon every countenance 
he read determmation, courage, and inspiration, 
but here and there were some whose brows be- 
came clouded at the king^s last suggestion, and 
tears were sparkling in old General Rohr's eyes. 
The king pressed the general's hand almost ten- 
derly. 

" Ah, my dear friend," said he, "I did not sus- 
pect you. But I again say, that if any amongst 
you wishes leave of absence, he shall have it." 

Profound quiet followed these words. No one 
approached the king — ^no sound disturbed the 
solemn stillness. At a distance, the loud shouts 
and hurrahs of the soldiers, preparing for battle, 
could be heard. The king's countenance became 
clear, and he continued with enthusiasm : 

"I knew beforehand that none of you would 
leave me. I counted upon your assistance ; with 
it, I shall be victorious. Should I fall in this bat- 
tle, you must look to your country for reward ; 
and now, away to the camp, and repeat to your 
men what I have said to you. Farewell, gentle- 
men, before long we will either have defeated the 
enemy, or we will see one another no more." 

And now there arose from the generals and offi- 
cers loud, joyous shouts. 

** We win conquer or die ! " cried Seidlitz, whose 
daring, youthful countenance sparkled with de- 
light. " We will conquer or die ! " was repeated 
by all. 

At last the brave words reached the camp, and 
were reechoed by thirty thousand lusty throats. 
There was universal joy. Old gray-headed war- 
riors, who had followed the king into many bat- 
tles, who had conquered repeatedly with him, 
shook hands with and encouraged each other, and 
warned the younger soldiers to be brave and fear- 
less. 

Resting upon his horse, the king had been a 
joyful witness to all this enthusiasm. At this 
moment, a troop of soldiers, numbering about 
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fifty, approached him. The oommandiDg officer 
was greeted with a kindly smile. 

"You are Lieutenant von Frankenberg ? " said 
die king. And as the lieutenant bowed in an- 
Bwer, he continued : " General Eldst has spoken 
of you as bdng a brave and trustworthy officer. 
I have therefore a strange commission for you. 
Listen well I do not lose a word of what I say. 
Come nearer. And now," sidd the king, in a low 
voice, ** be attentive. In the approaching battle, 
I will have to expose myself more than usual ; you 
and your fiily men shall guard me. You must 
watch over me, and be careful that I fall not into 
the hands of the enemy. Should I fall, cover my 
body with your mantle, and carry me to the 
wagon, which shall be stationed behind the first 
battalion. Leave me there, and tell no one of 
what has occurred. The battle must continue — 
the enemy must be defeated." 

When the king had thus made his testament, 
he dismissed the lieutenant, and advanced toward 
his body-guard. 

»" Good-morning ! " cried the king, cheerfully. 

"Good-morning, father!" was the universal 
answer. Then the old graybeards, standing be- 
side the king, said again : 

" Good-moming, father! it is very cold to-day." 

"It will be warm enough before the day is 
over, boys ! " said the king. "There is much to 
be done. Be brav6, my children, and I will care 
for you as a fether." 

An old soldier, with silver hair, and the scars 
of many wounds upon his face, -approached the 
kmg. 

" Your majesty," said he, in an earnest voice, 
" if we are- crippled, what will become of us ? " 

" You shall be taken care of," said the king. 

" Will your majesty give me your hand upon 
this promise ? " 

This question was followed by deep silence. 
All present were gazing anxiously at the king and 
the old guard. The king advanced, and laid bia 
hand in that of the old soldier. 

" I swear, that any of you who are crippled, 
shall be taken care of." 

The old warrior turned with tearful eyes to his 
comrades. 

"Well," said he, "you hear hun? he is and 
will continue to be the King of Prussia and our 
father. The one who deserts is a rascal." 

"Long live our Fritz!" and throughout the 
^hole camp resounded the cry — " Long live our 
Fritz I Long live our king ! " 

"Onward! onward!" was the cry, for at the 
end of the plain tLt enemy could be seen ap- 
proachmg. 



" Forward ! " cried the soldier's, falling one by 
one into their places, as the king, followed by lies* 
tenant Frankenberg and his men, galloped past 
them. 

A turn in the road showed the Prussians the 
enormous size of the enemy's army. Silence pre- 
vailed for a few moments. Suddenly, here and 
there a voice could be heard singing a battle- 
hymn, and soon, accompanied by the band, the 
whole army was breathing out in song an earnest 
prayer to God. 

A g^iard, approaching the king, said : 

" Is it your migesty's desire that the soldiers 
should cease unging ? " 

The king shook his head angrily. 

"No!" said he, "let them alone. With sudi 
an army, God can but give me victory." 

Nearer and nearer came the enemy, covenog 
the plun with their numbers, and gazing with 
amazement at the little army that dared to qv 
pose them. By the Austrian generals, smiling 80 
contemptuously upon their weak <^p<ments, one 
thing had been forgotten. The Austrians, confi- 
dent of success, were not in the least enthusiastic; 
the Prussians, aware of their danger, and inspired 
by love for their king, had nerved themselTes 
to the contest The armies now stood before 
each other in battle array. The king was at the 
front, the generals were flymg here and th^«, de> 
livering their orders. In obedience to these or- 
ders, the army suddenly changed its position, and 
so strange, so unsuspected was the change, that 
General Daun, turning to the Prince Lothiingen, 
said: 

"The Prussians are retreating ! we "will not at- 
tack them." 

Certain of this fact, they were off their guard, 
and disorder reigned in their camp. This security 
was suddenly changed to terror. They saw the 
Prussians rapidly approaching, threatening at 
once both wings of their army. Messenger upon 
messenger was sent, implormg help from General 
Daun and Charles of Lothringen. The Prus- 
sians were upon, them, felling them to the 
earth, regardless of danger — regardless of the nu- 
merous cannon which were playing upon them 
Da.un, with a part of his command, hurried to the 
aid of General Luqhesi, but he was too late; 
Luchesi had fallen, and terror and disorder were 
rapidly spreading in the right wing, while from 
the left, Nadasky had already dispatched ten mes- 
sengers, imploring assistance from CSiarles of 
Lothringen. In doubt as to which most needed 
help, he at last determined upon the right wing, 
whose ranks were thinning rapidly ; he sent them 
aid, and took no notice of Nadasky^s messenscers 
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And now the Prussians fell upon the left wing 
of the Austrians. This attack was made with 
fury, and the Austrians retreated in wild disorder. 
It was in vain that other regiments came to their 
aid ; they had not time to arrange themselves be- 
fore they were forced back. They stumbled upon 
one another, the flying overtaking and trampling 
tipon the flying. Again and agam the imperial 
guards endeavored to place themselves in line of 
battle ; they were at once overpowered by the 
Prussian cavalry, who, intoxicated with victory, 
threw themselves upon them with demoniac 
strength. Yes, intoxicated — ^mad with victory/ 
were these Prussians. With perfect indifference 
they saw their friends, their comrades, fall beside 
them; they did not mourn over them, but re- 
venged their death tenfold upon the enemy. 
Those even who fell were inspired by enthusiasm 
and courage. Forgetful of their wounds, of their 
torn and broken limbs, they gazed with joy -and 
pride at their comrades, joining in their shouts 
and hurrahs, until death sealed their lips. 

A Prussian grenadier, whose left leg had been 
shot oflf in the early part of the battle, raised 
himself from the ground ; using his gun as a crutch, 
he dragged himself to a spot which the army had 
4o pass, and cried to the comrades who were look- 
ing pityingly upon his bleeding limb : " Fight like 
brave Prussians, brothers I Conquer or die for 
your long 1 " 

Another grenadier, who had lost both legs, lay 
upon the ground weltering in his blood, quietly 
smoking his pipe. An Austrian general galloping 
by, held in his horse and looked in amazement at 
the soldier. '* How is it possible, comrade," said he, 
" that in your fearful condition, you can smoke ? 
Death is near to you." 

Taking the pipe from his mouth, the grenadier 
answered with white, trembling lips : " Well, and 
what of it ? Do I not die for my king? " 

Where the danger was the greatest, there was 
the king encoura^g his soldiers. When a col- 
umn was seen to reel, there was Frederick in their 
midst inspiring new courage by his presence. 
The king was the soul of his army, and as his 
soul was aans peur et aans reproehe^ the army was 
victorious. Napoleon, speakmg of this battle, 
says: "Oette bataille de Leuthen est propre 
k immortaliser le caraotdre moral de Fr^d^rio, et 
met k jour sea grands talents militaires." And 
somewhat later, he says : ** Cette bataille 6tait nn 
ehef d'oeuvre de mouvements, de manoeuvres, et 
de resolution, seul elle suffirait pour immortaliser 
Fr6d6ric, et lui donne un lang parmi les plus 
grands g4n6raux I " 

The victory was gained. The defeated Aus- 



trians fled in haste, leaving a hundred cannon, fif- 
ty banners, and more than twenty thousand pris- 
oners in the hands of the Prussians ; while upon 
the battle-field six thousand of their dead and 
wounded were lying, with but two thousand dead 
and wounded Prussians. The victory belonged to 
Prussia. They had all distinguished themselves ; 
the king and every common soldier had done his 
duty. Frederick, accompanied by his staff, to 
which Lieutenant Frankenberg and his fifby men 
did not now belong, passed the bloody, smo- 
king battle-field. His countenance was spark 
Img with joy — ^his eyes shone like stars. He 
seemed looking for some one to whom to open his 
grateful heart. 

He who had ^ven most assistance in the bat- 
tle was Prince Moritz von Dessau, whom at the 
battle of Collin the king had threatened with his 
sword, and with whom he had ever since been 
angry because his prophecy proved true. But 
there was no anger now in the king's heart ; and 
as he had, in the presence of all his staff, threat- 
ened the princi^, he wished also in their presence 
to thank and reward him. The prince was at a 
slight distance from him, so busily engaged in giv- 
ing orders that he did not perceive the king until 
he was quite close to hun. 

" I congratulate you upon this victory," said 
the king, in a loud voice — " I congratulate you, 
field-marshal" 

The prince bowed in a silent, absent manner, 
and continued to give his orders. 

The king, raising his voice, said: "Do you not 
hear, field-marshal ? I congratulate you I " 

The prince looked hastily at the king. " How ? 
Your majesty," said he, doubtfully, "has ap- 
pointed me — ^** 

" My field-marshal," said the king, interrupting 
him. "And wdl have you deserved this promo- 
tion ; you have assisted me in this battle as I have 
never before been assisted." He grasped the 
princess hand and pressed it tenderly, and there 
were tears of emotion not only in the eyes of the 
new field-marshal, but also in those of the king. 

A fearful day^s work wa« finished — how fear- 
fiil, could be seen by the wounded, the dymg; ly- 
ing pell-mell upon the battle-field amidst the dead, 
too exhausted to move. But the day had passed. 
The cries and shouts of the flying enemy had now 
ceased — the victory, the battle-field, belonged to 
the Prussians. What was now most needed by 
them was an hour's rest. Above the bloody bat- 
tle-field, above the dying, the sleeping, the groan- 
ing, the sighing, now rose the moon grandly, sol- 
emnly, OS if to console the dead and to lead the 
living to raise their grateful prayers to heaven^ 
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And grateful praise ascended above that night — 
thanks for the preservation of thdr own and ihdr 
friends' lives — ^thanks for thdr hero's victpry. 
Side by side, whispering in low tones, lay the sol- 
diers — ^for the hour seemed to all too solemn to be 
broken by any loud sound. 

No hearts were so full of gratitude and joy as 
those of Charles Henry Buschman and Fritz Eo- 
ber. In the pressure of the battle they had been 
separated and had not again met during the en- 
gagement. In vain they had sought and caUed 
upon one another, and each one thought of the 
fearful possibility that the other had fallen. At 
last they stumbled upon each other. With shouts 
of joy they rushed mto each other's arms. 

"You are not wounded, Fritz Kober?" said 
Charles Henry, with a beating heart 

" I am unharmed ; but you, my friend ? " 

** Only a little cut in the hand, nothing more. 
How many prisoners did you take f " 

" Seven, Charles Henry." 

" You will be promoted I You will be an offi- 
cer!" 

" Not unless you are also. How many prison- 
3rs did you take ? " 

" I am not sure, Fritz ; I think there were nine. 
But the captain will know." 

*♦ We will both be promoted, the king promised 
t, and now I am willing to accept it" 

*^ But what is this to us now, my friend," said 
Charies Henry ; " we have found one another, and 
I am indifferent to all else." 

" You are right, Charles Henry ; this has been 
a fearful, a terrible day. My knees tremble be- 
neath me — let us rest awhile." 

He laid himself upon the groimd. Charles Hen- 
ry knelt beside him, laying one hand upon his 
shoulder, and looked at the starry sky; a holy 
smile glorified his countenance. As he gazed at 
the moon, tender feelings were at work in his heart. 
He thought of his distant home — of the graves of 
his loved parents, upon which the moon was now 
shining as brightly as upon this bloody battle- 
field. He thought how kind and merciful Cod had 
been to preserve his fi:iend, his only consolation, 
the One joy of his weary, lonesome life. The sol- 
emn stillness by which he was surrounded, the 
bright moonlight which illuminated the battle- 
field, the thought of the hard struggle of the past 
day, all acted strongly upon his feelings. The 
brave, daring soldier, Charles Henry Buschman, 
was once more transformed into the gentle, soft- 
hearted Anna Sophia Petzloff; now, when danger 
was past, she felt herself a weak, trembling wo- 
man. Deep, inexpressible emotion, earnest pray- 
ers to God, were busy in Anna Sophia's heart 



Kneeling upon the ground, resting on her fiiend, 
she raised her eyes heavenward, and conmienced 
singing in an earnest, impassioned tone that glo- 
rious hymn, " Thanks unto God ! " Fritz Eob^, 
actuated by the same feelings, joined in the hyom, 
and here and there a comrade lent his voice to 
swell the anthem ; it became stronger, louder, un- 
til at last, like a mighty stream, it passed over tbe 
battle-field, knqpking at every heart, and urging it 
to prayer, finding everywhere an open ear. 

The moon stood smiling above the batUe^dd, 
upon which eight thousand dead and wounded 
men were lying. Even the wounded, who a short 
tune before filled the air with groans of pain and 
agony, raised themselves to join in the song of 
pnuse which was now sung, not by a handred,Dot 
by a thousand, but by thirty thousand soldiers, 
thirty thousand heroes, who, after that bloody daj 
had earned the right to sing " Thanks unto God." 



CHAPTER XV. 

WIKTEB QUABTEBS IN BRESLAU. 

Faint and exhausted, the king had withdrawn 
to his room ; he was alone. To-day was the twes* 
ty-fourth of January, Frederick's birthday, and, 
although he had forbidden all congratulations, aQ 
celebrations, he could not avoid receiving tiie 
highest tribunals of Breslau, and also a few depu- 
tations of the dUzens of this reconquered city. 
These visits wearied the kfaig; he- was grave and 
out of spirits. Once more alone, he could indulge 
in the sad memories that came over him inrolmi- 
tarily and forcibly. For here in Breslau he bad 
lately experienced a bitter disappointment; everj 
thing hi the castle reminded him of the treach^ 
ous friend whom he had loved so dearly , and who 
had so shamefhlly betrayed him. 

The king was now thinking of the Bishop von 
Schaffgotsch. An expression of painful gloom 
clouded his face, he felt solitary and deserted ; the 
cold, silent room chilled his heart, and the snow 
blown against the window by the howling winds, 
oppressed hun strangely. He was more d^eeted 
and anxious than he had ever felt before a battle. 

" The marquis cannot travel in such weather," 
he said, sighing, '* and my musicians will be care- 
ful not to trust themselves upon the highway ; they 
will imagine the snow has blocked up the way, 
and that it is impos^ble to come throt^lu Thej 
will remain in Berlin, caring but little that I am 
counting the weary hours until they arrive. Yes, 
yes, this is an example of the almighty .power of 
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a king ; a few saow-flakes are sufficient to se^ hia 
commands aside, and the king remains but an im. 
potent child of the dust Of what avail is it that 
I have conquered the Austrians and the French ? 
I have sown dragons' teeth, from which new ene- 
mies will arise, new battles, perhaps new defeats. 
What have I gained by consecrating my heart to 
my friends ? They are but serpents — ^I have nour- 
ished them in my breast, and they will stmg 
when I least suspect them. Even those whom 
I still trust, forsake me now when I most need 
them ! " 

The wild storm increased, and blew a cloud of 
snow-flakes against the window, and the wind 
whistled mournfully in the chimney. 

" No," murmured the king, " D'Argens will cer- 
tainly not come ; he will remain quietly in his be- 
loved bed, and from there write me a touching 
epistle concerning the bonds of friendshif^. I know 
that when feeling does not flow from the hearts of 
men, it flows eloquently from ink as a pitiful com- 
pensation. But," he continued after a pause, 
'* this is all folly 1 Solitude makes a dreamer of 
me — I am sighing for my friends as a lover sighs 
for his sweetheart ! Am I then so entirely alone ? 
Have I not my books? Come, Lucretius, thou 
friend in good and evil days ; thou sage, thou who 
bast never lefl me without counsel and consola- 
tion 1 Come and cheer thy pupil — ^teach him how 
to laugh at this pitiful world as it deserved! " 

Taking Lucretius from the table, and stretching 
himself upon the sofa, he commenced reading. 
Deep stilhiess surrounded him. Bells were ring- 
ing in the distance m honor of the royal birthday. 
The Breslauers, who had so shortly before joyfully 
welcomed the conquering Austrians, now desired 
to convince the Bang of Prussia that they were his 
zealous subjects. The evening of the kingly 
birthday they wished to show the joy of their 
hearts by a brilliant illumination. 

The king still read, and became so absorbed 
that he did not hear the door gently opened. The 
tall, slender form of tiie Marquis d'Argens appeared 
at the threshold. Overcome with joyful emotions, 
he remained standing, and gazing with clouded 
eyes at the king. Composing himself, he closed 
the door softly behind him and advanced. 

" Sire, will you forgive me for entering unan- 
nounced ? '* 

The king sprang from his seat and held out 
both his hands. " Welcome, welcome I I thank 
you for coming." • 

The marquis could not reply ; he pressed his 
b'ps silently upon the king's hands. ** My God," 
he said, in a trembling voice, " how my heart has 
longed for this happy moment — how many oflfcr- 



inga I have vowed to Heaven if allowed to see the 
kmg once more." 

"You did not win Heaven by promises alone, 
friend, but you have offered up a victim. You 
have left that precious bed which you have occu- 
pied for the past eight months — ^you have gained 
a victory over yourself which is of more value 
than many victories." 

" Ah, your majesty," cried the marquis, whose 
black eyes were again sparkling with mirth, " I 
now feel that my poor heart spoke the truth when 
it declared that you were ever by its side. We 
have really not been separated, and your majesty 
begins with me to-day where you left off but yester- 
day. You laugh now as then at me, and my poor 
bed, which has heard for more than a year past only 
my si^s and prayers for your nuyesty's success. 
It was not difficult for me to leave it and to obey 
the summons of my king. If you think this con- 
quest over myself worth more than a victory over 
our enemies, how lightly the hero of Rossbach 
and Leuthen regards victories ! " 

" Not so, marquis ; but you know what the re- 
nowned King of the Hebrews said — ^that wise 
king who rejoiced in a thousand wives : * He who 
conquers himself is greater than he who taketh a 
city.' You, marquis, are this rare self-conqueror, 
and you shall be rewarded right royally. I have 
had rooms prepared as warm and comfortable as 
the marquise herself could have arranged for you. 
The windows are stuffed with cotton, furs are ly- 
ing before the stove, cap and foot-muff, so your 
faithful La Pierre may wrap and bundle you up to 
your heart's content. Not a breath of air shall 
annoy you, and all your necessities shall be pro- 
vided for with as much reverence as if you were 
the holy fire in the temple of Vesta, and I the 
priestess that guards it." 

The marquis laughed heartily. ** Should the 
fire ever bum low and the flame pale, I beg my 
exalted priestess to cast her burning glance upon 
me, and thus renew my heat Sire, allow me, be- 
fore all other things, to offer my congratulations. 
May Heaven bless this day which rose like a star 
of hope upon all who love the great, the beauti- 
ful, the exalted, and the — ^" 

" Enough, enough," cried Frederick ; " if you 
begm in this way, I shall fly from you; I shall 
believe yOu are one of those stupid deputations 
with which etiquette greets the king. In this 
room, friend, there is no king, and when we are 
here alone we are two simple friends, taking each 
other warmly by the hand and congratulating our- 
selves upon having lived through another weary 
year, and having the courage bravely to meet the 
years that remain. Should you still desire to add 
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k wish to this, marquis, pray that the war fever 
which has seized all Europe, may disappear^that 
the trium?irate of France, Russia, and Austria, 
may be vanquished — ^that the tyrants of this tmi- 
verse may not succeed in bmding the whole 
world in the chsdns they have prepared for it" 

"Tour majesty will know how to obtain this 
result — ^to break this chain — and if they will not 
yield willingly, the hero of Rossbach and Leuthen 
will know how to crush them in his Just rage." 

" God grant it ! " Sighed the kmg ; *' I long for 
peace, although my enemies say I am the evil ge- 
nius that brings discord and strife into the world. 
They say that if Frederick of Prussia did not ex- 
ist, the entire world would be a paradise of peace 
and love. I could say to them, as Demosthenes 
sfdd to the Athenians : * If Philip were dead, what 
would it signify f You would soon.make another 
Philip.* I say to the Austrians : * Your ambition, 
your desire for universal reign, would soon rouse 
other enemies. The liberties of Germany, and in- 
deed of all Europe, will always find defenders.* 
We will speak no more of these sad themes; they 
belong to the past and the future. Let us try to 
forget, friend, that we are in wmter quarters at 
Breslau, and ima^e ourselves to be at our dear 
Sans-Souci." 

** In our beautiful convent,** said the marquis, 
"whose abbot has so long been absent, and whose 
monks are scattered to the four winds.** 

"It is true,** sighed the king, gloomily, " wide- 
ly scattered ; and when the abbot returns to Sans- 
Souci, every thing will be changed and lonely. Oh, 
marquis, how much I have lost smce we parted 1 ** 

" How much you have gained, sire I how many 
new laurels crown your heroic brow I ** 

" You speak of my victories,*' said the king, 
shaking his head ; " but believe me, my heart has 
suffered defeats from which it will never recover. 
I am not speaking of the death of my mother — 
although that is a wound that will never heal ; 
that came from the hand of Providence ; against 
its decrees no man dare murmur. I speak of 
more bitter, more cruel defeats, occasioned by the 
ingratitude and baseness of men.** 

"Your majesty still thinks of the unworthy Ab- 
bot of Prades,** said D'Argens, sadly. 

" No, marquis ; that hurt, I confess. I liked 
him, but I never loved him — he waft not my 
friend ; his treachery grieved but did not surprise 
me. I knew he was weak. He sold me I Find- 
ing himself in my camp, he made use of his op- 
portunity and betrayed to the enemy all that came 
to his knowledge. He had a small soul, and upon 
such men you cannot count. But from another 
source I receive 1 a great wrong— this lies like 



iron upon my heart, and hardens it I loved ^b 
op Schaffgotsch, marquis; I called him friend; 1 
gave him proof of my fnradship. I had a right 
to depend on his faithfulness, and believe in s 
friendship he had so often confirmed by oaths. 
My lo7e, at least, was unselfish, and deserved oot 
to be betrayed. But he was false in the hour of 
danger, like Peter who betrayed his Master. The 
Austrians had scarcdy entered Breslau, when be 
not only denied me, but went further — he tramj^ed 
upon the orders of my house, and held a TeDeum 
in the dome in honOr of the Austrian victory at 
Collin.** The king ceased and turned away, that 
the marquis might not see the tears that clouded 
his eyes. 

" Sire,** cried the marquis, deeply moved, " for- 
get the ingratitude of these weak souls, who were 
unworthy of a hero*s friendship.*' 

" I will"; but enough of this. You are here, 
and I still believe in you, marquis. You and tiie 
good Lord Marshal are the only friends left me 
to lean upon when the baseness of men makes mj 
heart fail** 

"These friends will never fail you, sire," said 
the marquis, deeply moved; "your virtues and 
your love made them strong.** 

The kmg took his hand affectionately. "Let 
us forget the past,** said he, gayly ; " and as we 
both, in our weak hours, consider ourselves poets, 
let us d^m that we are in my library in our be- 
loved Sans-Soud. We will devote this holy time 
of peace to our studies, for that is, without doubt, 
the best use we can make of it You shall see a 
flood of verses with which I amused myself in 
camp, and some epigrams written against my en- 
emies.** 

"But if we were even now in Sans-Souci, sire, 
I do not thhik you would give this hour to books. 
I dare assert you would be practising with Quantz, 
and preparing for the evening concerts.'* 

"Yes, yes; but here we are denied that happi* 
ness,** sjud the kmg, sadly, f * I have written for a 
part of my band, and they will be here I hope in 
eight days ; but Graun and Quantz will certainly 
not — ^** The king paused and listened attentive- 
ly. It seemed to him as if he heard the sound of 
a violin in the a^'oining room, accompanied by 
the light tones of a flute. Yes, it yfss indeed so ; 
some one was tumng a violin and the soft sound 
of the flute mingled with the violoncello. A flush 
of rosy joy lighted the king*s face— he cast a 
questioning glance upon the marquis, who nodded 
smiUngly. With a joyfid cry the king crossed the 
room — an expression of glad surprise burst from 
his lips. 

There they were, the loved companions of his 
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evening concerts. There was Graun, with his 
soft, dreamy, artistic face ; there was Quantz, with 
his sullen, discontented look — ^whose grombling, 
even Frederick was compelled to respect ; there 
was the young Fasqh, whom the king had just en- 
gaged, and who played the violoncello in the even- 
ing concerts. 

As the king advanced to meet them, they 
greeted him loudly : " Long live our king I — our 
great Frederick I " Even Quantz forgot himaeif 
for a moment, and laughed good-humoredly. 

" Listen, sire ; it will be a mortal sin if you 
scold us for coming to you without being sum- 
moned by your majesty. This is throughout all 
Prussia a festal day, and no one shoiUd desecrate 
it by scolding or fault-finding — not even tlie 
king." 

" Oh, I am not disposed to scold," said Freder- 
ick, in low tones ; he did not wish them to hear 
how his voice trembled — " I do not scold — ^I thank 
you heartily." 

" We had nothing better to send your majesty 
on your birthday than our unworthy selves," said 
Graun ; " we come, therefore, to lay ourselves at 
our king's feet, and say to him : * Accept our 
hearts, and do not spurn the gift.' A warm, hu- 
man heart is the richest gift one man can offer an- 
other. Your majesty is a great king, and a good 
tnd great man, and we dare approach you, there- 
fore, as man to man." 

"And my, Graun is so renowned a composer, 
that any man must count it an honor to be be- 
loved by him," said Frederick, tenderly. 

"For myself;" said Quantz, gravely, handing 
tlie king a small roU carefully wra^^ed np, " I 
have brought something more than my naked 
heart in honor of my king's birthday. I pray 
your majesty to accept it gradously." * 

The king opened it hastily. " A flute I " cried 
he, joyfully, " and a flute made for me by the 
great master Quantz, I am sure." 

" Yes, your , mtyesty ; all the time you were in 
the field, I have worked upon it. As the courier 
brought the news of the battle of Leuthen, all 
Berlin shouted for joy, and the banners floated in 
every street and at every window. Then this 
dute broke its silence for the first time — ^its first 
music was a hosanna to our great king." 

"From this time forth," said Frederick, "let 
no man dare to say that battles are in vwn. The 
bloody field of Leuthen produced a flute from 
Quantz; and by Heaven, that is a greater rarity 
than the most complete victory in these warlike 
lays I" 



♦ Pocas, " Frederick the Great and his Friends." 



" Sire," said the marquis, drawing some letters 
from his pocket, " I have also some gifts to ofler 
This is a letter from Algarotti, and a small boi 
of Italian snuf^ which he begs to add as an evi- 
dence of his rejoicing in your victories.* Here is 
a letter from Voltaire, and one from Lord Mar. 
shal." 

"From all my distant friends — ^they have all 
thought of me," said Frederick, as he took the 
letters. 

" But I have no time to read letters now ; we 
will have music, and if agreeable to you, mes- 
sieurs, we will practise a quartet which I com- 
posed during my solitude, these last few days." 

" Let us try it," said Quantz, carelessly opening 
the piano. 

Frederick went to his room to seek his note- 
book, and place his letters upon the table, but, 
before he retuAied, he called the marquis to him. 

" D'Argehs," said he, " may I not thank you 
for this agreeable surprise ? " 

" Yes, sire, I proposed it, and took ihe respon- 
sibility upon myself. If your majesty is displeased, 
I am the only culprit I " 

"And why have you made yourself the postil- 
ion, and brought me all these letters, marquis ? " 

" Sire, because — ^" 

" I will teU you, marquis," said Frederick, with 
a loving glance, and laying his hand upon D'Ar- 
gens* shoulder ; " you did this, because you knew 
my poor heart had received a deep wound, and 
you wished to heal it. You wished to surround 
me with many friends, and make me forget the 
one who fails, and who betrayed me. I thank 
you, marquis I Yours is a great heart, and I be- 
lieve your balsam has ma^o in it I thank you 
for this hour, it has done me good ; and though 
the world may succeed in poisoning my heart, I 
will never— never distrust you ; I will never for- 
get this hour ! " 

"And now, messieurs,'^ said Frederick, as he 
returned to the musicians, "we will take our 
parts, and you, Quantz, take your place at the 
piano." 

The concert began. Frederjpk stood behind 
the piano, at which Quantz sat ; Graun and Fasch 
had withdrawn to the window, in order to ei^oy 
the music, as Frederick was first to play a solo on 
his finite, with a simple piano accompaniment 

The king played artistically, and with a rare 
enthusiasm. The marquis was in ecstasy, and 
Graun uttered a few low bravos. Suddenly, all 
the musicians shuddered, and Quantz was heard 
to mutter angrily. The king had committed a 

♦ PocOs, **rrederlek the Great and his Fripnds." 
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greftt fiiult in his compontion— 4i fault agiinst the 
Bererest nilea of art He played ou, however, 
qoietlj, and said, when he had completed the 
page — ^Da capo/" and recommenced. Again 
came the false notes, firightM to the ears of mn- 
sidans. And now Grami and Fasch could not 
keep time. The king held his breath. 

♦*Go on, Quantz,'' said he, zealously, placing 
tiie flute again to his lips. 

Quantz cast a sullen look at him. 
**Ab your majesty pleases,** said he, and he 
played so fiercely that Graun and Fasch shivered, 
and Quantz himself whistled to drown the discord. 
The unlearned marquis looked in blessed igno- 
rance upon his royal friend, and the beautiful 
mufflc brought tears to his eyes. When the piece 
was ended, the king sud to Quantz : 
"Do you find this text felse ?" 
"Yes, your majesty, it is false! " 
" And you two also believe it false ? ** 
" Yes, your majesty, it is false I " said Graun 
and Fasch. 

"But, if the composer will have it so ? " * 
" It is still false ! " sjud Quantz, sullenly. 
" But if it pleases me, and I think it melodi- 
ous?" 

"Your majesty can never find it so," said 
Quantz, angrily. " The notes are false, and what 
is false can never please your majesty." 

" Well, well I " said the kmg, good-humoredly ; 
" don't be quite so angry I it is, after all, not a 
lost battle I * If this passage is impossible, we 
will strike it out." 

" If your majesty does that, it will be a beauti- 
ful composition, and I would be proud myself to 
have composed it" 

The king smiled, well pleased. It was evident 
that this pndse of his proud and stem master was 
most acceptable to the hero of Leuthen and Ross- 
bach. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

THE BROKEN HEART. 

A CARRIAGE Stopped before the pleasure palace 
of Oranienburg. The lady who sat in it, cast 
anxious, questioning glances at the windows, and 
breathed a heavy sigh when she saw the closed 
shutters, and observed the absence of life and 
movement in the palace. At this moment an 
officer stepped hastily from the great portal to 
greet the lady, and assist her to descend. 



♦ The king's own words. 



" Does he still Cve? " said she, breatlilessly. 
''He lives, countess, and awaits yoa eageily! 
said the officer. 

She did not reply, but raised her large, melaa- 
choly eyes thankfully to heaven, and her Upa 
moved as if in prayer. 

They stepped silently and rapidly through the 
dazzling saloons, now drear and deserted. Thdr 
pomp and splendor was ptunful; it harmonized 
but litUe with their sad presentiments. 

" We have arrived, countess," said the officer, 
as they stood before a closed and thickl j-curtained 
door. " The prince is in this garden-saloon." 

The lady's heart beat loudly, and her lips were 
pale as death. She leaned for a moment against 
the door, and tried to gather strength. 

" I am ready ! announce me to the prince ! " 

"That is unnecessary, countess. The prince's 
nerves are so sensitive, that the slightest noise 
does not escape him. He heard the rolling of 
your carriage-wheels, and knows that you are 
here. He is expecting you, and has conunanded 
that you come unannounced. Have the goodness 
to enter; you will be alone with the prince." He 
raised the curtain, and the countess looked back 
once more. 

" Is there any hope ? " siud she, to her cchd- 
pamon. 

"None! The physician says he mnst die to- 
day!" 

The countess opened the door so noiselessly, 
that not the slightest sound betrayed her presence. 
She sank upon a chtdr near the entrance, and 
fixed her tearful eyes with inexpressible agODT 
upon the pale form, which lay upon the bed, near 
the open door, leading into the garden. 

What ! — this wan, emaciated figure, that coun- 
tenance of deadly pallor, those fallen cheeks, those 
bloodless lips, the hollow temples, thinly shaded 
by the lifeless, colorless hair — was that Augustus 
William ? — ^the lover of her youth, the. worshipped 
dream-picture of her whole life, the never-effaced 
ideal of her faithful heart ? 

As she looked upon him, the sweetly-painful 
sad, and yet glorious past, seemed to fill her soul 
She felt that her heart was young, and beat, even 
now, as ardentiy for him who lay djring before 
her, as in the early time, when they stood side by 
side in the fulness of youth, beauty, and strength— 
when they stood side by side for the last time. 

At that time, she died! Youth, happiness, 
heart were buried ; but now, as she looked upon 
hhn, the coffin unclosed, the shroud fell back, and 
the immortal spirits greeted each other with ta« 
love of the olden time. 

And now, Laura wept no more. Enthusiasm, 
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inspiration were written upon her face. She felt 
no earthly pain ; the heavenly peace of the resur- 
rection morning Med her souL She arose and 
approached the prince. He did not see her ; his 
ayes were closed. Perhaps he slumbered; per- 
haps the king of terrors had already pressed his 
first bewildering kiss upon the pale brow. Laura 
bent over and looked upon him. Her long, dark 
ringlets feU around his face like a mourning veil 
She listened to his light breathing, and, bowing 
lower, kissed the poor, wan lips. 

He opened his eyes very quietly, without sur- 
prise. PeatefuUy, joyfully he looked up at her. 
And Laura — she asked no longer if that wasted 
form could be the lover of her youth. In his eyes 
she found the long-lost treasure — ^the love, the 
youth, the soul of the glorious past. 

Slowly the prince raised his arms, and drew her 
toward him. She sank down, and laid her head 
by his cold cheek. Her hot breath wafted him a 
new life-current, and seemed to call back his soul 
from the spirit-world. 

For a long time no word was spoken. How 
could they speak, in this first consecrated mo- 
ment ? They felt so much, that language failed. 
They lay heart to heart, and only God understood 
their hollow sighs, their unspoken prayers, their 
suppressed tears. Only God was with them I 
Qod sent through the open doors the fresh fra- 
grance of the flowers; He sent the winds. His 
messengers, through the tall trees, and their wild, 
melancholy voices were like a solemn organ, ac- 
companying love's last hymn. In the distant 
thickets the nightingale raised her melancholy 
notes, for love's last greeting. Thus eternal Na- 
ture greets the dying sons of men. 

God was with His children. Their thoughts 
were prayers ; their eyes, which at first were fixed 
upon each other, now turned pleadingly to heaven. 

" I shall soon be there I " said Prince Augustus 
— ^'^ soon I I shall live a true life, and this struggle 
with death will soon be over. For sixteen years 
I have been slowly dying, day by day, hour by 
iiour. Laura, it has been sixteen years, has it 
not?" 

She bowed silently. 

"No," said he, gazing earnestly upon her ; " it 
was but yesterday. I know now that it was but 
yesterday. You are just the same — ^unchanged, 
my Laura. This is the same angel-face which I 
have carried in my heart Nothing is changed, 
and I thank God for it. It would have been a 
great grief to look upon you and find a strange 
face by my side. This is my Laura, my own 
Laura, who left me sixteen years ago. And now, 
look at me steadily ; see what life has made of 



me ; see how it has mastered me — tortured me 
to death with a thousand wounds I I call no man 
my murderer, but I die of these wounds. Oh, 
Laura I why did you forsake me ? Why did you 
not leave this miserable, hypocritical, weary world 
of civilization, and follow me to the New World, 
where the happiness of a true life awaited us ? " 

" I dared not," ^aid she ; " God demanded this 
offering of me, and because I loved you bound- 
lessly I was strong enough to submit. God also 
knows what it cost me, and how these many years 
I have struggled with my heart, and tried to learn 
to forget." 

" Struggle no longer, Laura, I am dying ; when 
I am dead you dare not forget me." 

She embraced him with soft tenderness. 

" No, no," whispered she, " God is merciful ! 
He will not rob me of the only consolation of my 
joyless, solitary life. I had only this. To think 
he lives, he .breathes the same air, he looks up 
into the same heavens — ^the same quiet stars greet 
him and me. And a day will come in which mil- 
lions of men will shout and call him their king ; 
and when I look upon his handsome face, and see 
hun in the midst of his people, surrounded by 
pomp and splendor, I dare say to myself, That is 
my work. I loved him more than I loved myself, 
therefore he wears a crown — ^I had the courage 
not only to die for him, but to live without hiw, 
and therefore is he a king. Oh, my beloved, siy 
not that you are dying I " 

"If you love me truly, Laura, you will not wish 
me to live. Indeed I have long been dying. For 
sixteen years I have felt the death-worm in my 
heart — it gnaws and gnaws. I have tried to crush 
it-xl wished to live, because I had promised you to 
bear my burden. I wished to prove myself a man. 
I gave the love which you laid at my feet, bathed in 
our tears and our blood, to my fatherland. I was 
told that I must marry, to promote the interest of 
my country, and I did so. I laid a mask over my 
face, and a mask over my heart. I wished to 
play my part in the drama of life to the end ; I 
wished to honor my royal bhrth to which fate had 
condemned me. But it appears I was a bad ac- 
tor. I was cast out from my service, my gay uni- 
form and royal star torn firom my breast. I, a 
prince, was sent home a humiliated, degraded, 
ragged beggar. I crept with my misery and my 
shame into this comer, and no one followed me. 
No one showed a spark of love for the poor, 
spumed cast-away. Love would have enabled me 
to overcome all, to defy the world, and to oppose 
its slanders boldly. I was left alone to bear my 
shame and my despair — wholly alone. I have a 
wife, I have children, and I am alone ; they live 
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&r away from me, and at the moment of my 
death they will smile and be happy. I am the 
h^ of a thrcme, but a poor beggar ; I asked only 
of fate a little love, but I asked in Tain. Fate had 
no pity— only when I am dead will I be a prince 
again ; then they will heap honors iq>on my dead 
body. Oh, Laura I how it bums in my heart — 
how terrible is this hell-fire of shame ! It eats up 
the marrow of my bones and devours my bnun. 
Oh, my head, my head! how terrible is this 
pami" 

. With a loud sob he sank back on the pillow ; 
his eyes closed, great drops of sweat stood on his 
brow, and the breath seemed struggling in his 
breast 

Laura bowed oyer him, she wiped away the 
death-sweat with her hur, and hot tears fell on the 
poor wan face. These tears aroused him — he 
opened his eyes. 

" I have got something to say," whispered he ; 
"I feel that I shall soon be well When the 
world says of me, * He is dead,' I shall have just 
awaked from death. There above b^ins the true 
life ; what is here so called is only a pitiful pro- 
logue. We live here only that we may learn to 
wish for death. Oh, my Laura 1 I shall soon live, 
love, and be happy." 

"Oh, take me with you, my beloved," cried 
Laura, kneeling b^ore hhn, dissolved in tears. 
'* Leave me not alone^-it is to sad, so solitary in 
tlus cold world I Take me with you, my be- 
loved 1" 

He heard her not ! Death had already touched 
him with the point of his dark wings, and spread 
his mantle over him. His spirit struggled with the 
exhausted body and panted to escape. He no 
longer heard when Laura called, but he still lived : 
his eyes were mde open and he spoke agam. But 
they were single, disconnected words, which be- 
longed to the dreamland and the forms of the in- 
visible world which his almost disembodied spirit 
now looked upon. 

** Once," he said, in a loud voice, and this time 
he looked with full consdousness upon Laura, ** I 
close my life — a life of sorrow. Winterfeldt has 
shortened my days, but I die content in knowing 
that so bad, so dangerous a man is no longer in 
the army." * 

* The prlnce^B own words. He died the 12tb. of June, 
1758, at thlrty-slx years of age. As his adjutant. Von 
nagen, hroaght the news of his death to the king, Freder- 
ick asked, « Of what disease did my brother die ? " " Grief 
and shame shortened his life," said the officer. Frederick 
toned his back upon him without a reply, and Yon Hagen 
was never promoted. 
The king erected a monament to Winterfeldt, Ziethen, 



His mind wandered, tod he thoaght he was od 
the battle^eld, and called out, loudly : 

" Forward I forward to the death ! *» 

Then all was still but the song of the birds and 
the sighing winds. 

Laura knelt and prayed. When she turned her 
glance firom the cloudless heavens upon her be 
loved, his countenance was changed. There waa 
a glory about it, and his great, wide-opened eyes 
flashed with inspiration ; he raised his d3ring head 
and greeted the trees and flowers with his last 
glance. 

** How beautiful is the world when ^ne is about 
to die," said he, with a sweet sniile. " Farewell, 
world I Farewell, Laura ! Come, take me in your 
arms — let me die in the arms of love I Hate has 
its reign in this world, but love goes down withos 
into the cold grave. Farewell I — fareweU ! — ^fare- 
well!" 

His head fell upon Laava^ shdnlder ; one last 
gasp, one last shudder, and the heir of a throne, 
the future ruler of millions, was nothnig but a 
corpse. 

The trees whispered gayly — ^no cloud shadowed 
the blue heavens; the birds sang, the flowers 
bloomed, and yet in that eventful moment a prince 
was bom, a pardoned soul was wafted to the skies. 

Love pressed the last kiss upon the poor, wan 
lips ; love closed the weary eyes ; love wept over 
him ; love prayed for his- soul. 

" Hate has her reign in this poor world, love 
goes down with us into the dark tomb." 



and Schwerin, but he left it to his brother Henry to erect 
one to the Prince of Prussia. This was done in Beinenx, 
where a lofty pyramid was bnilt in honor of the h^xiea of 
the Beyen Tears* War. The names of all the genoala, 
and all the battles they had gained were engraven npoa 
it, and it was crowned by a bast of Angnstus William, the 
great-grand&ther of the present King of Prussia^ 

The king erected a statue to Winterfeldt, and forgot hw 
brother, and now Prince Henry forgot to place Winte^ 
feldt^s name among the heroes of the war. When the 
monament was completed, the prince made a 8pee<^ 
which was fall of enthusiastic praise of his beloved 
brother, so early numbered with the dead. Prince Henry 
betrayed by inslnnation the strifes and difficnlties -which 
always reigned between the king and himself; he did not 
allude to the king daring his speech, and did not fti«i«hnn 
among the heroes of the Seven Years^ War. 

In speaking of the necessity of a monament in memory 
of his best beloved brother, Augustus William, he alluded 
to the statue of Winterfeldt, and added: "IL^abaa det 
richesses et da poavolr 61dve des statues de marbre et de 
bronze k ceux qui n*6taient pas dignes de passer a la pos* 
t6rit6 sous Temblfime de l'honneur."--Eoaille'8 ** Vie dt 
Prince Henry." 

Itecently a signal honor has been shown to Prince An* 
gustus William, his statue has the principal place an. Ifci 
monument erected in honor of Frederick the Greai ii 
Berlin.— Bouille. 
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CHAPTER I. 

THE KIKG AND HIS OLD AND NEW ENEMIES. 

Three years, three long, terrible years had 
passed since the begmning of this fearM war ; 
since Eling Frederick of Prassia had stood alone, 
without any ally but distant England, opposed by 
all Europe. 

These three years had somewhat undeceived the 
proud and self-confident eneniies of Frederick. 
The pope still called hun the Marquis of Branden- 
burg, and the German emperor declared that, not- 
withstanding the adverse circumstances threaten- 
ing him on every side, the King of Prussia was 
still a brave and undaunted adversary. His en- 
emies, afber having for a long time declared that 
they would extmguish him and reduce him once 
more to the rank of the little Prince-Elector of 
Brandenburg, now began to fear him. From 
every battle, from every eflfort, from every defeat. 
King Frederick rose up with a clear brow and 
flashing eye, and unshaken courage. Even the 
lost battles did not cast a shadow upon the lustre 
of his victories. In both the one and the other 
he had shown himself a hero, greater even after 
the batUes in his composure and decision, in his 
unconquerable energy, in the curcumspectibn and 
presence of mmd by which he grasped at a glance 
all the surroundings, and converted the most 
threatening into favorable circumstances. After 
a great victory his enemies might indeed say they 
had conquered the King of Prussia, but never that 
they had subdued him. He stood ever undaunted, 
ever ready for the contest, prepared to attack 
\hem when they least expected it ; to take advan- 
tage of every weak pomt, and to profit by every 
iDcautious movement The fallen ranks of his 
brave soldiers appeared to be dragons' teeth, 
which produced armed warriors. 

la 



In the camps of the allied Austrians, Saxons, 
and Bussians hunger and sickness prevailed. In 
Vienna, Petersburg, and Dresden, the costs and 
burden of the war were felt to be almost insup- 
portable. The Prussian army was healthy, their 
magazines well stocked, and, thanks to the English 
subsidy, the treasury seemed inexhaustible. 

Three years, as we have said, of never-ceasing 
struggle had gone by. The heroic brow of the 
great Frederick had been wreathed with new laurels. 
The battles of Losovitz, of Bossbach, of Leuthen, 
and of Zomdorf were such dazzling victories that 
they were not even obscured by the defeats of 
Collin and Hochkirch. The allies made their 
shouts of victory resound throughout all Europe, 
and used every means to produce the impression 
upon the armies and the people that these victo- 
ries were decisive. 

Another fearful enemy, armed with words of 
Holy Writ, was now added to the list of those 
who had attacked him with the sword. This new 
adversary was Pope Clement Xni. He mounted 
the apostolic throne in May, 1758, and unmediate- 
ly declared hunself the irreconcilable foe, of the 
little Marquis of Brandenburg, who had dared to 
hold up throughout Prussia all superstition and 
bigotry to mockery and derision ; who had illumi- 
nated the holy gloom and obscurity of the church 
with the clear light of reason and truth ; who mis- 
used the priests and religious orders, and wel- 
comed and assisted in Prussia all t^ose whom the 
holy mother Catholic Church banished forhereries 
and unbeUef. 

Benedict, the predecessor of the present pope, 
was also known to have been the enemy of iVed- 
erick, but he was wise enough to be silent and not 
draw down upon the cloisters, and oollegeB, and 
Catholics of Prussia the rage of the king. 

But Clement, in his fanatical zeal, was not BAi- 
isfied to pursue this course. He was resolved to 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



142 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY. 



do battle agcunst this heretical king. He foilmi- 
nated the anathemas of the church and bitter 
imprecations against him, and showered down 
Words of blessing and salvation upon all those who 
declared themselves his foes. Because of this 
fanatical hatred, Austria received a new honor, a 
new title from the hands of the pope. As a re- 
ward for her enmity to this atheistical marquis, 
and the great service which she had rendered in 
this war, the pope bestowed the title of apostolic 
majesty upon the empress and her successors. 
Not only the royal house of Austria, but the gen- 
erals and the whole army of pious and believing 
Christians, should know and feel that the blessing 
of the pope rested upon their arms, protecting 
them from adversity and defeat. The glorious 
victory of Hochkirch must be solemnly celebrated, 
and the armies of the allies incited to more daring 
deeds of arms. 

For this reason. Pope Clement sent to Field- 
Marshal Baun, who had commanded at the battle 
of Hochkirch, a consecrated hat and sword, thus 
changing this political into a religious war. It was 
no longer a question of earthly possessions, but a 
holy contest against an heretical enemy of mother 
church. Up to this time, these consecrated gifts 
had been only bestowed upon generals who had 
already subdued unbelievers or subjugated barba- 
rians.* 

But King Frederick of Prussia laughed at these 
attacks of God's vicegerent To his enemies, 
armed with the sword, he opposed his own glittei> 
ing blade ; to his popish enemy, armed with the 
tongue and the pen, he opposed the same weap- 
ons. He met the first in the open field, the last 
in winter quarters, through those biting, mocking, 
keen Fliegenden BlaUerny which at that tune made 
all Europe roar with laughter, and crushed and 
brought to nothing the great deeds of the pope by 
the curse of ridicule. 

The consecrated hat and sword of Field-Mar- 
shal Baun lost its value through the letter of 
thanks from Baun to the pope, which the king 
intercepted, and which, even in Austria, was 
laughed at and made sport of. 

The congratulatory letter of the Princess Sou- 
bise to Baun was also made public, and produced 
general merriment 

Whan the pope called Frederick the "heretical 
Harchese di Brandenburgo," the king returned the 
compliment by calling him the ** Grand Lama,'* 
and delighted himself over the assumed infallibil- 
ity of the vicegerent of the Most High. 

But the king not only scourged the pope with 

♦ (Euvrcs Posthumes, vol. iii. 



his satirical pen — the modest and prudish Em- 
press Maria Theresa was also the victim of hia 
wit. He wrote a letter, supposed to be from the 
Marquise de Pompadour to the Queen of Hun- 
gary, in which the inexplicable friendship between 
the virtuous empress and the luxurious mistress of 
Louis was mischievously portrayed. This letter 
of Frederick's was spread abroad in every direction, 
and people were not only naive enough to read it, 
but to believe it genuine. The Austrian court 
saw itself forced to the public declaration that all 
these letters were false ; that Field-Marshal Bann 
had not received a consecrated wig, but a hat ; and 
that the empress had never received a letter of 
this character from the Marquise de Pompadour .« 

These Fliegende Bldttery as we have said, 
were the weapons with which King Frederick 
fought against his enemies when the rough, inclem- 
ent wmter made it impossible for him to meet 
them in the open field. In the winter quarters in 
ITSS most of those letters appeared ; and no one 
but the Marquis d'Argens, the most faithful friend 
of Frederick, guessed who was the author of these 
hated and feared satires. 

The enemies of the king also made use ol this 
winter rest to make every possible aggression; 
they had their acquaintances and spies ibronghont 
Germany ; under various pretences and disguises, 
they were scattered abroad— even in the highest 
court circles of Berlin they were zealously at woit 
By flattery, and bribery, and glittering promises, 
they made friends and adherents, and in the capi- 
tal of Prussia they found ready supporters and in- 
formers. They were not satisfied with this — they 
were haughty and bold enough to seek for allies 
among the Prussians, and hoped to obtain en- 
trance into the walls of the cities, and possession 
of the fortresses by treachery. 

The Austrian and Russian prisoners confined 
in the fortress of Kiistrui conspired to give it up 
to the enemy. The number of Russian prisoner 
sent to the fortress of EUstrin after the battle v^ 
Zomdorf, was twice as numerous as the garrison, 
and if they could succeed in getting possession 
of the hundred cannon captured at Zomdorf and 
placed as victorious trophies in the market-place, 

♦ In this letter the marquise complained bitterly that 
the empress had made it Impossible for her to hasten \» 
Yiemia and offer her the homage, the love, the friendship 
she cherished for her in her heart. The empress had es- 
tablished a comi; of virtue and modesty in Viemia, and 
this tribunal conld hardly receive the Pompadour gn- 
cionsly. The marqnise, therefore, entreated the emprees 
to execute Judgment against tMs fearftil tribunal of virtne, 
and to bow to the yoke of the omnipotent goddess Yenui 
All these letters can be seen in the "Supplement am 
(Euvres Posthumes." 
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't would be an easy thing to fall upon and over- 
come the garrison. 

This plan was all arranged, and about to be car- 
ried out, but it was discovered the day before its 
completion. The Prussian commander doubled 
the guard before the casemates in which three 
thousand Russian prisoners were confined, and ai> 
rested the Russian officers. Their leader. Lieu- 
tenant von Yaden of Courland, was accused, con- 
demned by the court-martial, and, by the express 
command of the king, broken upon the wheel. 
Even this terrible example bore little fruit. Ever 
new attempts were being made— ever new con- 
spiracies discovered amongst the prisoners ; and 
whilst the armies of the allies were attacking 
Prussia outwardly, the prisoners were carrying on 
a not less dangerous guerilla war — ^the more to 
be feared because it was secret — ^not in the open 
field and by day, but under the shadow of night 
and the veil of conspiracy. 

Nowhere was this warfare carried on more vig- 
orously than in Berlin. All the French taken at 
Rossbach, all the Austrians captured at Leuthen, 
and the Russian officers of high rank taken at 
Zomdorf, had been sent by the king to Berlin. 
They had the most enlarged liberty ; the whole 
city was their prison, and only their word of hon- 
or bound them not to leave the walls of Berlin. 
Besides this, all were zealous to alleviate the sor- 
rows of the " poor captives," and by fetei and ge- 
nial amusements to make them forget their captiv- 
ity. The doors of all the first houses were opened 
to the distinguished strangers— everywhere they 
were welcome guests, and there was no assembly 
at the palace to which they were not invited. 

Even in these fearful times, balls and fete» were 
given at the court. Anxious and sad faces were 
hidden under gay masks, and the loud sound of 
music and dancing drowned the heavy sighs of the 
desponding. While the Austrians, Russians, and 
Prussians strove with each other on the bloody 
battle-field, the Berlin ladies danced the graceful 
Parisienne dances with the noble prisoners. This 
was now the mode. 

Truly there were many aching hearts in this 
gay and merry city, but they hid their grief and 
tears in theb quiet, lonely chambers, and their 
clouded brows cast no shadow upon the laughing, 
rosy faces of the beautiful women whose broth- 
ers, husbands, and lovers, were far away on the 
bloody battle-field. If not exactly willmg to ac- 
cept these strangers as substitutes, they were at 
least glad to seek distraction in their society. Af- 
ter all, it is hnpossible to be always mournmg, al- 
ways complainmg, always leading a cloistered life. 
In the beguining, the oath of constancy and re- 



membrance, which all had sworn at parting, had 
been religiously preserved, and Berlin had the 
physiognomy of a lovely, interesting, but dejected 
widow, who knew and wished to know nothing 
of the joys of life. But suddenly Nature had as- 
serted her own inexorable laws, which teach for- 
getfulness and inspire hope. The bitterest tears 
were dried — the heaviest sighs suppressed ; peo- 
ple had learned to reconcile themselves to Kfe, 
and to snatch eagerly at every ray of sunshine 
which could illumine the cold, hopeless desert, 
which surrounded them. They had seen that it 
was quite possible to live comfortably, even while 
wild war was blustering and raging without — ^that 
weak, frail human nature, refused to be ever 
strained, ever excited, in the expectation of great 
events. In the course of these three fearful years, 
even the saddest had learned again to laugh, jest, 
and be gay, in spite of death and defeat. They 
loved their fatherland — they shouted loudly and 
joyfully over the great victories of their king — 
they grieved sincerely over his defeats ; but they 
could not carry their animosities so far as to be 
cold and strange to the captive officers who were 
compelled by the chances of war to remain in Ber- 
lin. They had so long striven not to seek to re- 
venge themselves upon these powerless captives, 
that they had at last truly forgotten they were 
enemies ; and these handsome, entertaining, cap- 
tivatmg, gallant gentiemen were no longer looked 
upon even as prisoners, but as strangers and trav 
ellers, and therefore they should receive the hon- 
ors of the city.* 

The king commanded that these officers should 
receive all attention. It was also the imperative 
will of the king that court balls should be given ; 
he wished to prove to the world that his family 
were neither sad nor dispirited, but gay, bold, 
and hopeful 



CHAPTER II, 

THE THREE OFFICERS. 

It was the spring of 1*759. Winter quarters 
were broken up, and it was said the king had left 
Breslau and advanced boldly to meet the enemy 
The Berlin journals contained accounts of com- 
bats and skirmishes which had taken place here 
and there between the Prussians and the allies, 
and in which, it appeared, the Prussians had al- 
ways been unfortunate. 

*Sulzer writes: "The prisoners of war are treated 
here as if they were distinguished travellers and visitors.* 
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Three captive officers sat in an elegant room of 
a house near the castle, and conyersed upon the 
news of the day, and stared at the morning jour- 
nals which lay before them on the table. 

" I beg jou," said one of them in French — " I 
beg you will have the goodness to translate this 
sentence tor me. I think it has relation to Prince 
Henry, but I find it impossible to decipher this 
barbarous dialect." He handed the journal to his 
neighbor, and pointed with his finger to the para- 
graph. 

" Yes, there is something about Prince Henry," 
said the other, with a peculiar accent which be- 
trayed the Russian; **and something. Monsieur 
Belleville, which will greatly interest you." 

** Oh, I beseech you to read it to us," swd the 
Frenchman, somewhat impatiently ; then, turning 
graciously to the third gentleman who sat silent 
and indiflTerent near him, he added : " We must 
first ascertain, however, if our kind host. Mon- 
sieur le Comte di Ranuzi, consents to the read- 
ing." 

** I gladly take part," said the Italian count, 
" in any thing that is interesting ; above all, in 
every thing which has no relation to this weari- 
some and stupid Berlin." 

" Vraiment ! you are right," sighed the French- 
man. " It is a dreary and ceremonious region. 
They are so inexpressibly prudish and virtuous — 
so filled with old-fashioned scruples — ^led captive 
by such little prejudices — ^that I should be greatly 
amused at it, if I did not suflfer daily from the 
dead monotony it brings. What would the en- 
chanting mistress of France — what would the 
Marquise de Pompadour say, if she could see m«, 
the gay, witty, merry Belleville, conversing with 
such an aspect of pious gravity with this poor 
Queen of Prussia, who makes a face if one al- 
ludes to La Pucelle d'Orl^ans, and Wishes to make 
it appear that she has not read Gr^billon ! " 

" Tell me, now, Giurgenow, how is it with your 
court of Petersburg ? Is it as formal, as ceremo- 
nious as here in Prussia ? " 

Giurgenow laughed aloud. "Our Empress 
Elizabeth is an angel of beauty and goodness — 
mild and magnanimous to all — sacrificing herself 
constantly to the good of others. Last year she 
gave a ball to her body-guard. She danced with 
every one of the soldiers, and sipped from every 
glass; and when the soldiers, carried away by 
her grace and favor, dared to indulge in somewhat 
free jests, the good empress laughed merrily, and 
forgave them. On that auspicious day she first 
turned her attention to the happy Bestuchef. He 
was then a poor subordinate officer — ^now he is a 
prince and one of the richest men in Russia." 



'* It appears that your Russia has some resem^ 
blance to my beautiful France," said Belleville, 
gayly. "But how is it with you, Count Ranun? 
Is the Austrian court like the court of France, or 
like this wearisome Prussia ? " 

" The Austrian court stands alone — resembles 
no other," said the Italian, proudly. " At the 
Austrian court we have a tribunal of justice to 
decide all charges against modesty and virtue. 
The Empress Maria Theresa b its president." 

" Diable I " cried the Frenchman, ** what earth- 
ly chance would the Russian empress and my 
lovely, enchanting marquise have, if summoned 
before this tribunal by their most august ally the 
Empress Maria Theresa? But you forget, Gill^ 
genow, that you have promised to read us some- 
thing from the journal about Prince Henry." 

" It is nothing of importance," said the Russian, 
apathetically ; " the prince has entirely recovered 
from his wounds, and has been solacing himself in 
his winter camp at Dresden with the representa- 
tions upon the French stage. He has taken part 
as actor, and has played the rdle of Yoltaire's Enr 
fant Frodigue, It is further written, that he has 
now left the comic stage and commenced the 
graver game of arms." 

"He might accidentally change these rUes^'"^ 
said Belleville, gayly, " and play the Enfant Pro. 
digue when he should play the hero. In which 
would he be the greater, do you know, Ranuzi?" 

The Italian shrugged his shoulders. "Ton 
must ask his wife." 

" Or Baron Kalkreuth, who has lingered here 
for seven months because of his wounds," said 
Giurgenow, with a loud laugh. " Besides, Prince 
Henry is averse to this war ; all his sympathies 
are on our side. If the fate of war should cost the 
King of Prussia his life, we would soon have peace 
and leave this detestable Berlin — this dead, sandy 
desert, where we are now languishing as prison- 
ers." 

" The god of war is not always complaisant," 
said the Frenchman, grimly. " He does not al- 
ways strike those whom we would gladly see fall ; 
the balls often go wide of the mark." 

"Truly a dagger is more reliable," said Ranuii, 
coolly. 

The Russian cast a quick, lowering side glance 
upon him. 

" Not always sure," said he. " It is said that 
men armed with daggers have twice found their 
way into the Prussian camp, and been caught in 
the kmg's tent. Their daggers have been as little 
fatal to the king as the cannon-balls " 

" Those who bore the daggers were Dutchmen," 
said Ranuzi, apathetically ; " they do not undeD 
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itand this sort of work. One must learn to han- 
dle the dagger in my fatherland." 

" Have you learned ? " said Giurgenow, sharply. 

** I have learned a little of every thing. I am a 
dilettanti in all." 

" But you are master in the art of love," said 
Belleville, smiling. " Much is said of your love- 
affairs, monsieur." 

" Much la said that is untrue," said the Italian, 
quietly. " I love no intrigues — ^least of all, love 
intrigues ; while you, sir, are known as a veritable 
Don Juan. I learn that you are fatally in love 
with the beautiful maid of honor of the Princess 
Henry." 

" Ah, you mean the lovely Fraulein von Mar- 
shal," said Giurgenow ; " I have also heard this, 
and I admire the taste and envy the good fortune 
of Belleville." 

" It is, indeed, true," said Belleville ; ** the little 
one is pretty, and I divert myself by making love 
to her. It is our duty to teach these little l5utch 
girls, once for all, what true gallantry is." 

" And is that your only reason for paying court 
to this beautiful girl?" said Giurgenow, frown- 

ingly. 

" The only reason, I assure you," cried Belleville, 
rising up, and drawing near the window. " But, 
look," cried he, hastily; "what a crowd of men 
are filling the streets, and how the people are 
crying and gesticulating, as if some great misfor- 
tune had fallen upon them I" 

The two officers hastened to his side and threw 
open the window. A great crowd of people was 
indeed assembled in the platz, and they were still 
rushing from the neighboring streets into the 
wide, open square, in the middle of which, upon a 
few large stones, a curious group were exhibiting 
themselves. 

There stood a tall, thui man, enveloped in a 
sort of black robe ; his long gray hair fell in wild 
locks around his pallid and fanatical countenance. 
In his right hand he held a bible, which he waved 
aloft to the people, while his large, deeply-set, hol- 
low eyes were raised to heaven, and his pale lips 
murmured light and unintelU^ble words. By his 
side stood a woman, also in black, with dishevelled 
hair floating down her back. Her face was color- 
less ; she looked like a corpse, and her thin, blue 
lips were pressed together as if in death. There 
was life in her eyes — a gloomy, wild, fanatical fire 
flashed from them. Her glance was glaring and 
uncertain, like a will-o*-the-wisp, and filled those 
upon whom it fell with a shivering, mysterious 
feeling of dread. 

And now, as if by accident, she looked to the 
windows where the three gentlemen were standing. 



The shadow of a smile passed over her face, and 
she bowed her head almost imperceptibly. No 
one regarded this ; no one saw that Giurgenow 
answered this greeting, and smiled back signifi. 
cantly upon this enigmatical woman. 

" Do you know what this means, gentlemen ? *• 
said Belleville. 

" It means," said Giurgenow, " that the people 
will learn from their great prophet something of 
the continuance, or rather of the conclusion of 
this war. These good, simple people, as it seems 
to me, long for rest, and wish to know when they 
may hope to att£un it. That man knows, for he 
is a great prophet, and all his prophecies are ful- 
filled." 

" But you forget to make mention of the wo- 
man? " said Ranuzi, with a peculiar smile. 

" The woman is, I think, a fortune-teller with 
cards, and the Princess Amelia holds her in great 
respect; but let us listen to what the prophet ' 
says." 

They were silent, and listened anxiously. And 
now the voice of the prophet raised itself high 
above the silent crowd. Pealmg and sounding 
through the air, it fell in trumpet-tones upon the 
ear, and not one word escaped the eager and at- 
tentive people 

" Brothers," cried the prophet, " why do you 
interrupt me ? Why do you disturb me, in my 
quiet, peacefiil path — me and this innocent woman, 
who stood by my side last night, to read the dark 
stars, and whose soul is sad, even as my own, at 
what we have seen." 

" What did you see ? " cried a voice from the 
crowd. 

"Pale, ghostly shadows, who, in bloody gar- 
ments, wandered here and there, weeping and 
wailing, seating themselves upon a thousand open 
graves, and singing out their plaintive hymns of 
lamentation. * War ! war I ' they cried, * woe to 
war ! It kills our men, devours our youths, makes 
widows of our women, and nuns of our mudens. 
Woe, woe to war I Shriek out a prayer to God 
for peace — ^peace I God, send us peace ; close 
these open graves, heal our wounds, and let our 
great suffering cease ! ' " 

The prophet folded his hands and looked to 
heaven, and now the woman's voice was heard. 

"But the heavens were dark to the prayer of 
the spirits, and a blood-red stream gushed from 
them ; colored the stars crimson, turned the moon 
to a lake of blood, and piteous voices cried out 
from the clouds, and in the air — ^* Fight on and 
die, for your king wills it so ; your life belongs to 
him, your blood is his.* Then, from two rivulets of 
blood, giant-like, pale, transparent forms emerged^ 
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upon the head of the first, I read the number, 
*1759.* Then the pale form opened its lips, 
and cried out : * I bring war, and ever-new blood- 
shed. Your king demands the blood of your 
bods; give it to him. He demands your gold; 
give it to him. The king is lord of your body, 
your blood, and your soul. When he speaks, you 
must obey!'" 

" It seems to me all this is a little too Russian 
in its conception," ^id Ranuzi, half aloud. " I 
shall be surprised if the police do not interrupt 
this sSancey which smells a little of insurrection." 

"The scene is so very piquant," said Giurge- 
now, " I would like to draw nearer. Pardon me, 
gentlemen, I must leave you, and go upon the 
square. It is interesting to hear what the people 
say, and how they receive such prophecies. We 
can, perhaps, judge in this way of the probabili- 
ties of peace and liberty. The voice of the people 
is, in politics, ever the dedsive voice." He took 
his hat, and, bowing to the gentlemen, left the 
room hastily. 



CHAPTER III. 



CJouNT Ranuzi gazed after the Russian with a 
mocking smile. 

" Do you know, Belleville, where he is gomg ? " 

" He has not told us, but I guess it He is go- 
ing to approach this fortune-teller, and give her a 
sign that her zeal has carried her too far, and 
that, if not more prudent, she wiU betray herself." 

" You think, then, that Giurgenow knows the 
fortune-teller ? " 

"I am certain of it. He has engaged these 
charlatans to rouse up the people, and excite them 
against the king. This is, indeed, a very common 
mode of proceeding, and often successful; but 
here, in Prussia, it can bear no fruit. The people 
here have nothing to do with politics ; the king 
reigns alone. The people are nothing but a mass 
of subjects, who obey implicitly his commands, 
even when they know, that in so doing, they rush 
on destruction." 

"Giurgenow has failed, and he might have 
counted upon failure I If you, Belleville, had re- 
sorted to these means, I could have understood it 
In France, the people play an important rdle in 
politics. In order to put down the government, 
you must work upon the people. You might 
have been forgiven for this attempt, but Giurge- 
now never ! " 

" You believe, then, that he is manoeuvring 



here, in Berlin, in the interest of his government ?" 
said Belleville, amazed. 

Ranuzi laughed heartily. 

" That is a fine and diplomatic mode of express* 
ing the thing ! " said he. " Yes, he is here in the 
interest of his government; but when the Pmssiar 
government becomes acquainted with this fact, 
they will consider him a spy. If discovered, he 
will be hung. If successful, when once more at 
liberty, he may receive thanks and rewards from 
Russia. See, now, how rightly I have prophesied ! 
There is Giurgenow, standing by the side of the 
prophetess, and I imagine I almost hear the words 
he is whispering to her. She will commence 
again to prophesy, but in a less violent and £uiati- 
cal manner." 

" No, no ; she. will prophesy no more ! The po- 
lice are breaking their way forcibly through the 
crowd. They do not regard the cries of fear and 
suffering of those they are shoving so violently 
asidte. These are the servants of the police ; they 
will speedily put an end to this prophesying. Al- 
ready the people are flymg. Look how adroitly 
Giurgenow slips away, and does not condescend 
to give a glance to the poor prophetess he inspired. 
Only see how little respect these rough polic«nen 
have for these heaven-inspired prophets ! They 
seize them rudely, and bear them off. They wTJ 
be punished with, at least, twenty-four houra' 
arrest. In Prussia, this concourse and tumult of 
the people is not allowed. Come, monsieur, let 
us close the window ; the comedy is over. The 
prophets are in the watch-house. Their r6Ie is 
probably forever played out !" said BelleviUe, smi- 
lingly. 

" Not so ; they will recommence it to-morrow ; 
These same prophets have high and mighty pro- 
tectors in Berlin; the police will not dare to keep 
them long under arrest The Princess Amelia will 
demand her fortune-teller." 

" VraimetUy monsieur le comte," said the French- 
man, "you seem extraordinarily well acquainted 
with all these intrigues ? " 

" I observe closely," said Ranuzi, with a mean- 
ing smile. " I am very silent — therefore hear a 
great deal." 

" Well, I counsel you not to ^ve to me or my 
actions the honor of your observations,** said 
Belleville. " My life offers few opportunities for 
discovery. I live, I eat, I sleep, I chat, and write 
poetry, and caress, and seek to amuse myself as 
weU as possible. Sometimes I catch myself pray- 
ing to God tearfully for liberty, and truly, not 
from any political considerations — simply from 
the selfish wish to get away from here. You see, 
therefore, I am an innocent and harmless bon en^ 
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fard^ not in the least troubled about public af- 
fairs." 

" No,' said Ranuzi, " you do not love Fraulein 
Marshal at all from political reasons, but solely 
because of her beauty, her grace, and her charms. 
Behold, this is the result of my observations." 

" You have, then, been watching me ? " said 
Belleville, blushing. 

" I have told you that I was always observant. 
This is here my only distraction and recreation, and 
really I do not know what I should do with my time 
if I did not kill the weary hours in this way." 

" You do employ it sometimes to a better pur- 
pose ? " said the Frenchman, in low tones. " Love 
is still for you a more agreeable diversion, and you 
understand the game well." 

" It appears you are also an observer," said Ra- 
nuzi, with an ironical smile. " Well, then, I do 
find love a sweeter diversion ; and if I should 
yield myself up entirely to my love-dreams, I 
would perhaps be less observant. But, Belleville, 
why do you take your hat ? "Will you also leave 
me?" 

" I must, perforce. Through our agreeable con- 
versation I had entirely forgotten that I had prom- 
ised Fraulem Marshal to ride with her. A cava- 
lier must keep his promise with a lady, at least 
till he knows she is ardently in love with him." 
He gave his hand to the duke, and as he left the 
room he hummed a light French cKan»on, 

Ranuzi looked after him with a long, frowning 
glance. " Poor fool," murmured he, " he believes 
he plays his part so well that he deceives even 
me. This mask of folly and levity he has assumed 
is thin and transparent enough — ^I see his true 
face behind it. It is the physiognomy of a sly 
irUrtffuant Oh, I know him thoroughly ; I un- 
derstand every emotion of his heart, and I know 
well what his passion for the beautiful Marshal 
signifies. She is the maid of honor of the Prin- 
cess Henry — ^this is the secret of his love. She is 
the confidante of the princess, who receives every 
week long and confidential letters from the tent 
of her tender husband. Fraulein Marshal is nat- 
urally acquainted with their contents. The prince 
certainly speaks in these letters of his love and 
devotion, but also a little of the king's plans of 
battle. Fraulein von Marshal knows all this. If 
Belleville obtains her love and confidence, he will 
receive pretty correct information of what goes on 
in the tent of the king and in the camp councils. 
Bo Belleville will have most important dispatches 
to forward to his Marquise de Pompadour — dis- 
patches for which he will be one day rewarded 
with honor and fortune. This is the Frenchman's 
plan! I see through him as I do through the 



Russian. They are both paid spies — ^informere 
of their governments — ^nothing more. They will 
be paid, or they will be hung, according as acci- 
dent is favorable or unfavorable to them." Ranu- 
zi was silent, and walked hastily backward and 
forward in the room. Upon his high, pale brow 
dark thoughts were written, and flashes of anger 
flamed from his eyes. 

" And I," said he, after a long pause, " am I in 
any respect better than they ? Will not the day 
come when I also will be considered as a pur- 
chased spy ? a miserable informer ? and my name 
branded with this title ? No, no ; away with this 
dark spectre, which floats like a black cloud be- 
tween me and my purpose ! My aim is heaven ; 
and what I do, I do in the name of the Church — 
in the service of this great, exalted Church, whose 
servant and priest I am. No, no ; the world will 
not call me a spy, will not brand my name with 
shame. God will bless my efforts as the Holy 
Father in Rome has blessed them, and I shall 
reach the goal." 

Ranuzi was brilliantly handsome in this inspired 
mood; his noble and characteristic face seemed 
illuminated and as beautiful as the angel of dark- 
ness, when surrounded by a halo of heavenly 
light. 

** It is an exalted and great aim which I have 
set before me," said he, after another pause ; " a 
work which the Holy Father himself confided to 
me. I must and I will accomplish it to the honor 
of God and the Holy Madonna. This blasphe- 
mous war must end; this atheistical and free- 
thinking king must be reduced, humbled, and cast 
down from the stage he has mounted with such 
ostentatious bravado. Silesia must be torn from 
the hands of this profligate robber and incorpo- 
rated in the crown of our apostolic majesty of 
Austria. The holy Church dare not lose any of 
her provinces, and Silesia will be lost if it remains 
in the hands of this heretical king ; he must be 
punished for his insolence and scoffing, for having 
dared to oppose himself to the Holy Father at 
Rome. The injuries which he heaped upon the 
Queen of Poland must be avenged, and I will not 
rest till he is so humbled, so crushed, as to sue for 
a shameful peace, even as Henry the Fourth, clad 
like a peasant, pleaded to Canoza. But the means, 
the means to attain this great object." 

Hastily and silently he paced the room, his 
head proudly thrown back, and a cold, defiant 
glance directed upward. 

" To kill hun ! " said he suddenly, as if answer- 
ing the voices which whispered in his soul ; "that 
would be an imbecile, miserable resort, and, more- 
over, we would not obtain our object ; he would 
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not be bumiliated, but a martyr's crown would be 
added to bis laurels. When, bowever, be is com- 
pletely bumbled, when, to this great yictory at 
Hochkircb, we add new triumphs, when we have 
taken Silesia and revenged Saxony, then be might 
die ; then we will seek a sure band which under- 
stands the dagger and its uses. Until then, silence 
and caution ; until then this contest must be car- 
ried on with every weapon which wisdom and 
craft can place in our bands. I think my weap- 
ons are good and sharp, well fitted to give a tell- 
ing thrust ; and yet they are so simple, so thread- 
bare—a cunning fortune-teller, a love-sick fool, a 
noble coquette, and a poor prisoner ! these are my 
only, weapons, and with these I wiU defeat the 
man whom his flatterers call the heroic King of 
Prussia." 

He laughed aloud, but it was a ferocious, threat- 
ening laugh, which shocked himself. 

" Down, down, ye evil spirits," said he ; " do 
not press forward so boldly to my lips ; they are 
consecrated now to soft words and tender sighs 
alone. Silence, ye demons I creep back into my 
heart, and there, from some dark comer, you can 
hear and see if my great r6le is well played. It 
is time ! it is time I I must once more prove my 
weapons." 

He stepped to the glass and looked thoughtfully 
at his face, examined his eyes, his lips, to see if 
they betrayed the dark passions of his soul ; then 
arranged his dark hair in soft, wavy lines over bis 
brow ; he rang for his servant, put on his Aus- 
trian uniform, and buckled on the sword. The 
king had been gracious enough to allow the cap- 
tive officers in Berlin to wear their swords, only 
requiring their word of honor that they would 
never use them again in this war. When Count 
Ranuzi, the captive Austrian captain, had com- 
pleted his toilet, he took his hat and entered the 
street. Ranuzi had now assumed a careless, in- 
diflferent expression ; he greeted the acquaintances 
who met him with a friendly smile, uttering to 
each a few kindly words or gay jests. He reached, 
at last, a small and insignificant house in the 
Frederick Street, opened the door which was 
only slightly closed, and entered the hall ; at the 
same moment a side door opened, and a lady 
sprang forward, with extended arms, to meet the 
count. 

" Oh, my angel," said she, in that soft Italian 
tongue, so well suited to clothe lovers trembling 
sighs in words — " oh, my angel, are you here at 
last ? I saw your noble, handsome face, from my 
window ; it seemed to me that my room was illu- 
minated with glorious sunshine, and my heart and 
soul were warmed." 



Ranuzi made no answer to these glowing words* 
silently be suffered himself to be led forward b) 
the lady, then replied to her ardent assurances b; 
a few cool, friendly words. 

*^You aro alone to-day. Marietta," stud he 
" and your husband will riot interrupt our coi 
versation." 

" My husband I " said she, reproachfully, " !& 
liazuchi is not my husband. I despise him ; I 
know nothing of him ; I am even willing that he 
should know I adoro you." 

*^ Oh woman, woman I " said Ranuzi, laughing; 
"how treacherous, bow dangerous you are I Whea 
you love happily, you are like the anaconda, whose 
poisonous bite one need not fear, when it is wdl fed 
and tended ; but when you have ceased to lore, 
you are like the tigress who, rashly awaked from 
sleep, would strangle the unfortunate who dis- 
turbed her repose. Oome, my anaconda, come; 
if you are satisfied with my love, let us talk and 
dream." He drew her tenderly toward him, and, 
kissing her fondly, seated her by his aide ; but 
Marietta glided softly to his feet. 

" Let it be so," she said ; " let me lie at you 
feet ; let me adore you, and read in your face the 
history of these last three terrible days, in whidi 
I have not seen you. Where were you, Cario? 
why have you forgotten me ? " 

"Ah," said he, laughing, " my anaconda begins 
to hunger for my heart's blood ! bow long before 
she will be ready to devour or to murder me ? " 

"Do not call me your anaconda," she said, 
shaking her head ; " you say that, when we are 
satisfied with your love, we are like the sleeping 
anaconda. But, Carlo, when I look upon you, I 
thirst for your glances, your sweet words, your as- 
surances of love. And has it not been thus all mj 
life long ? Have I not loved you since I was ca- 
pable of thought and feeling ? Oh, do you remem- 
ber our happy, glorious childhood. Carlo ? those 
days of sunshine, of fragrance, of flowers, of 
childish innocence ? Do you remember how oftai 
we have wandered hand in hand through the Cam- 
pagna, talking of God, of the stars, and of the 
flowers? — dreammg of the time in which the 
angels and the stars would float down into oar 
hearts, and change the world into a paradise for 
us?" 

" Ah ! we had a better awaking from these 
fair dreams," said Ranuzi, thoughtfully. " My 
father placed me in a Jesuit college ; your mother 
sent you to a cloister, that the nuns might make 
of you a public smger. We had both our own 
career to make. Marietta ; you upon the stage, I 
on the confessor's stooL We were the poor chil- 
dren of poor parents, and every path was closed 
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to us but oney the church and the stage ; our wise 
parents knew this." 

** And they separated us," sighed Marietta ; 
" they crushed out the first modest flame of our 
young, pure hearts, and made us an example 
of their greed ! Ah, Carlo ; you can never know 
how much I suffered, how bitterly I wept on your 
account I was only twelve years old, but I loved 
you with all the strength and ardor of a woman, 
and longed after you as after a lost paradise. The 
nuns taught me to sing.; and when my clear, rich 
voice pealed through the church halls, no one 
knew that not God's image, but yours, was in my 
heart ; that I was worshipping you with my hymns 
of praise and pious fervor. I knew that we were 
forever separated, could never belong to each 
other, soU prayed to Grod to lend swift wings to 
time, that we might become independent and free, 
I as a singer and you as my honored con- 
fessor." 

Ranuzi laughed merrily. " But fate was unpro- 
pitious," said he. " The pious fathers discovered 
that I had too little eloquence to make a good 
priest ; in short, that I was better fitted to serve 
holy mother Church upon the battle-field. When 
I was a man and sufficiently learned, they ob- 
tained a commission for me as officer in the Pope's 
body-guard, and I exchanged the black robe of 
my order for the gold-embroidered uniform." 

** And you forgot me. Carlo ? you did not let 
ine know where you were ? Five years after, 
-when I was engaged in Florence as a singer, I 
learned what had become of you. I loved you 
always, Carlo; but what hope had I ever to tell 
you so ? we were so far away from each other, 
•and poverty separated us so widely. I must 
first become rich, you must make your career. 
Only then might we hope to belong to each other . 
I waited and was silent." 

" You waited and were silent till you forgot me," 
said Ranuzi, playing carelessly with her long, soft 
curls ; " and, having forgotten me, you discovered 
that Signor Taliazuchi was a tolerably pretty fel- 
low, whom it was quite possible to love." 

" Taliazuchi understood how to flatter my van- 
ity," said she, gloomily ; " he wrote beautiful and 
glowing poems in my praise, which were printed 
and read not only in Florence, but throughout all 
Italy. When he declared his love and pleaded for 
my hand, I thought, if I refused hhn, he would 
persecute me and hate me; that mockery and 
ridicule would take the place of the enthusiastic 
hymns in my pndse, with which Italy then re- 
sounded. I was too ambitious to submit to this, 
and had not the courage to refuse him, so I be- 
came bis wife, and in becoming so, I abhorred 



him, and I swore to make him atone for having 
forced me to become so." 

" But this force consisted only in hymns of 
praise and favorable criticisms," said Ranuzi, 
quietly. 

"I have kept my oath," said Marietta; "I 
have made him atone for what he has done, 
and I have often thought that, when afterward 
compelled to write poems in my favor, he cursed 
me in his heart ; he would gladly have crushed 
me by his criticisms, but that my fame was a 
fountain of gold for him, which he dared not 
exhaust or dry up. But my voice had been 
injured by too much straining, and a veil soon 
fell upon it. I could but regard it as great good 
fortune when Count Algarotti proposed to me to 
take the second place as singer in Berlin; this 
promised to be more profitable, as the count 
carelessly offered Taliazuchi a place in the opera 
troupe as writer. So I left my beautiful Italy ; 
I left you to amass gold in this cold north. And 
now, I no longer repent ; I rejoice I I have found 
you again — ^you, the beloved of my youth— you, my 
youth itself. Oh, Heaven ! never will I forget the 
day when I saw you passing. I knew you in spite 
of the uniform, in spite of the many years which 
had passed since we met. I knew you ; and not 
my lips only, but my heart, uttered that loud cry 
which caused you to look up, my Carlo. And 
now you recognized me and stretched your hands 
out to me, and I would have sprung to you from 
the window, had not Taliazuchi held me back. I 
cried out, * It is Ranuzi I it is Carlo ! I must, I 
will fly to hun,' when the door opened and you 
entered and I saw you, my own beloved ; I heard 
your dear voice, and never did one of God's poor 
creatures fall into a happier insensibility than I in 
that rapturous moment." 

" And Taliazuchi stood by and smiled ! " said 
Ranuzi, laughmg ; " it was truly a pretty scene 
for an opera writer. He, no doubt, thought so, 
and wished to take note of it, as he left the room 
when you awaked to consciousness." 

"Since that tune, I am only awake when 
in your presence,'* said Marietta, passionately. 
"When you are not near me, I sleep. You are 
the sun which rouses me to life. When you leave 
me, it is night — dark night, and dark, gloomy 
thoughts steal over me." 

" What thoughts. Marietta ? " said he, placmg 
his hand under her chin, and raising her head 
gently. 

She looked up at him with a curious, dreamy 
smile, but was silent. 

" Well, what thoughts have you when I am 
not with you? " he repeated. 
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" I think it possible a day may come in which 
you will cease to love me." 

" And you think you will then fly to Taliazuchi 
for consolation ? " said Ranuzi, laughing. 

"No; I think, or rather I fear that I will re- 
venge myself; that I will take vengeance on you 
for your unfsdthfulness." 

"Ah! my tigress threatens I" ciied Ranuzl 
" Now, Marietta, you know well that I shall never 
cease to love you, but a day will come when we 
will be forced to separate." 

She sprang up with a wild cry, and clasped him 
stormily in her arms. 

" No, no I " she cried, trembling and weeping ; 
** no man shall dare to tear you from me I We 
will never be separated!" 

"You think, then, that I am not only your 
prisoner for life, but also the eternal prisoner of 
the Kmg of Prussia?" 

" No, no ! you shall be free— free ! but Marietta 
will also be free, and by your side. When you 
leave Berlin, I go with you ; no power can bind 
me here. Taliazuchi will not seek me, if I leave 
him my little fortune. I will do that ; I will take 
nothing with me. Poor, without fortune or pos- 
sessions, I will follow you, Ranuzl I desire noth- 
ing, I hope for nothing, but to be by your side." 

She clasped him in her arms, and did not re- 
mark the dark cloud which shadowed his brow, but 
this vanished quickly, and his countenance as- 
sumed a kind and clear expression. 

" It shall be so. Marietta I Freedom shall unite 
us both eternally, death only shall separate us ! 
But when may we hope for this great, this 
glorious, this beautiful hour? When will the 
blessed day dawn in which I can take your hand 
and say to you, * Come, Marietta, come ; the world 
belongs to us and our love. Let us fly and eiyoy 
our happiness.* Oh, beloved, if you truly love 
me, help me to snatch this happy day from fate ! 
Stand by me with your love, that I may attain my 
freedom." 

" Tell me what I can do, and it is done," said 
she resolutely ; " there is nothing I will not under- 
take and dare for you." 

Ranuzl took her small head in hia hands and 
gazed long and smilingly into her glowing face. 

" Are you sure of yourself ? " said he. 

" I am sure. Tell me. Carlo, what I must do, 
and it is done." 

** And if it is dangerous, Marietta ? " 

" I know but one danger." 

"What is that?" 

" To lose your love. Carlo ! " 

" Then this world has no janger for you, Ma- 
rietta I" 



" Speak, Carlo, speak t How can I aid joq! 
What can I do to obtain your liberty ? " 

Ranuzl threw a quick and searching glance 
around the room, as if to convince himself tht 
they were alone, then bowed down close to bs 
ear and whispered : 

" I can never be free till the King of Prussbk 
completely conquered and subjected, and onljifl 
bring aU my strength and capabilities to this ob- 
ject, may I hope to be free, and rich, and hooored 
The King of Prussia is my enemy, he is the Qienr 
of the Church, the enemy of my gracious aoret^ 
of Austria, to whom I have sworn fealty. A ma 
may strive to conquer his enemies irlih ersf 
weapon, even with craft Will you stand bys 
in this ? " 

"IwiH" # 

" Then observe and listen, and search all arod 
you. Repeat to me all that you hear and sfe- 
seem to be an enthusiastic adherent of theEii; 
of Prussia ; you will then be confided in and kiB» 
all that is taking place. Be kind and sjmpatkt: 
to your husband; he is a sincere follower oft^ 
kmg, and has free intercourse with many distt 
guished persons ; he is also well recaved at coct 
Give yourself the appearance of sympathizii^s 
all his sentiments. When you attend the co^ 
certs at the castle, observe all that passes-era! 
laugh, every glance, every indistinct word, and* 
form me of all. Do you understand. Marietta!' 
will you do this ? " 

" I understand. Carlo, and I will do this, fe 
this all ? Can I do nothing more to help 7011 •" 

" Yes, there are other things, but they are moff 
difficult, more dangerous." 

" So much the better ; the more dangerooB lis 
stronger the proof of my love. Speak, dear Cailo? 

"It is forbidden for the captive officers tos9^ 
sealed letters to their friends or relatives. Ailo^.' 
letters must be read, and if a word of politics i 
found in them, they are condemned, illoti^ 
persons have the right to send sealed letteis s 
every direction. Have you not friends to who 
you write. Marietta? " 

" I have, and from this time onward f^ 
friends will be mine, and Iwill correspond '^'^ 
them." 

As she said this, with a roguish smile, a ^1^ 
joy lighted up Ranu^'s eyes. 

" You understand me, my beloved ; your in^ 
lect is as clear and sharp as your heart is ^ 
and noble. Thmk well what you do — ^what ^ 
ger threatens you. I tell you plainly, MarieW 
this is no question of common friendly ^^ 
but of the most earnest, grave, important in^ 
ests!" 

■ Digitized by VjOOQIC 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY. 



151 



She bowed to his ear and whispered : " AH that 
you espy in Berlin you will confide to these let- 
ters ; you will concert with your friends, you will 
design plans, perhaps make conspiracies. I will 
address these letters and take them to the post, 
and no one will mistrust me, for my letters will be 
addressed to some friends in Vienna, or to whom 
you will. Have I understood you, Carlo ? Is this 
all right?" 

He clasped her rapturously in his arms, and the 
words of tender gratitude which he expressed 
were not entirely wanting in sincerity and truth. 

Marietta was proudly happy, and listened with 
Fparkling eyes to his honeyed words. 

As Ranuzi, however, afker this long interview, 
arose to say farewell, she held him back. Laying 
her hands upon his shoulder, she looked at him 
with a curious expression, half laughing, half 
threatening. 

" One last word, Carlo," she said ; " I love you 
boundlessly. To prove my love to you, I become 
a traitress to this king, who has been a gracious 
master to me, whose bread I eat — ^who received and 
protects me. To prove my love^ I become a spy, 
an informer. Men say this is dishonorable work, 
but for myself I feel proud and happy to under- 
take it for you, and not for all the riches and 
treasures of this world would I betray you. But, 
Carlo, if you ever cease to love me, if you deceive 
me and become unfaithful, as true as God helps 
me, I will betray both myself and you I " 

" I believe truly she is capable of it," said Ra- 
nuzi, as he reached the street ; " she is a danger- 
ous woman, and with her love and hate she is 
truly like a tigress. Well, I must be on my 
guard. If she rages I must draw her teeth, so 
that she cannot bite, or flee from her furious 
leaps. But this danger is in the distance, the 
principal thing is that I have opened a way to my 
correspondence, and that is immense progress in 
my plans, for which I might well show my grati- 
tude to my tender Marietta by a few caresses." 



CHAPTER lY. 

LOUISE DU TROUFFLE. 

MiDAMS DT7 Tbovffle paccd her room restless- 
y; she listened to every stroke of the clock, 
«very soimd made her tremble. 

**He comes not I be comes not!" murmured 
she ; " he received my irony of yesterday in ear- 
nest and is exasperated. Alas! am I really an 
old woman ? Have I no longer the power to en- 



chain, to attract ? Can it be that I am old and 
ugly ? No, no 1 I am but thirty-four years of 
age — that is not old for a married woman, and as 
to being ugly — ^" 

She iuterrupted herself, stepped hastily to the 
glass, and looked long and curiously at her face. 

Yes, yes! she must confess her beauty was 
on the wane. She was more faded than her age 
would justify. Already was seen around her 
mouth those yellow, treacherous lines which van- 
ished years imprint upon the face; already her 
brow was marked with light lines, and silver 
threads glimmered in her hair. 

Louise du Trouffle sighed heavily. 

" I was too early married, and then unhappily 
married ; at eighteen I was a mother. All this ages 
a woman — ^not the years but the storms of life 
have marked these fearful lines in my face. Then 
it is not possible for a man to feel any warm in- 
terest in me when he sees a grown-up daughter 
by my side, who will soon be my rival, and strive 
with me for the homage of men. This is indeed 
exasperating. Oh, my God ! my God ! a day may 
come in which I may be jealous of my own daugh- 
ter ! May Heaven guard me from that ! Grant 
that I may see her fresh and blooming beauty 
without rancor ; that I may think more of her 
happiness than my vanity." 

Then, as if she would strengthen her good reso- 
lutions, Louise left her room and hastened to the 
chamber of her daughter. 

Camilla lay upon the divan — ^her slender and 
beauteous form was wrapped in soft white drapery; 
her shining, soft dark hair fell around her rosy 
face and over her naked shoulders, with whose 
alabaster whiteness it contrasted strongly. Ca- 
milla was reading, and so entirely was she occu- 
pied with hep book that she did not hear her 
mother enter. 

Louise drew softly near the divan, and stood 
still, lost in admiration at this lovely, enchanting 
picture, this reposing Hebe. 

"Camilla," said she, fondly, "what are you 
reading so eagerly ? " 

Camilla started and looked up suddenly, then 
laughed aloud. 

" Ah, mamma," said she, in a silver, clear, and 
soft voice, " how you frightened me ! I thought it 
was my tyrannical governess already returned 
from her walk, and that she had surprised me 
with this book." 

"Without doubt she foroade you to read it," 
said her mother, gravely, stretching out her hand 
for the book, but Camilla drew it back suddenly. 

" Yes, certainly, Madame Brunneu forbade me 
to read this book ; but that is no reason, mamma^ 
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wbj joa should take it awaj finom me. It is to 
be hoped yoa will not play the stern tyrant against 
your poor Camilla." 

** I wish to know what you are reading, Camil- 
la." 

*' Well, then, Voltaire's * Pucelle d'Orl^ans,' and 
I assure you, mamma, I am extremely pletised 
with it" 

" Madame Brunnen was right to forbid you to 
read this book, and I also forbid it." 

" And if I refuse to obey, mamma ? " 

"I will force you to obedience," cried her 
mother, sternly. 

" Did any one succeed in forcing you to obey 
your mother ? " said Camilla, in a transport of rage. 
" Did your mother give her consent to your elope- 
ment with the garden-boy ? You chose your own 
path in life, and I will choose mine. I will no 
longer bear to be treated as a child — ^I am thir- 
teen years old ; you were not older when you had 
the affjur with the garden-boy, and were forced to 
confide yourself to my father. Why do you wish 
to treat me as a little child, and keep me in lead- 
ing-strings, when I am a grown-up girl ? " 

** You are no grown-up girl, Camilla," cried her 
mother; "if you were, you would. not dare to 
fepeak to your mother as you have done; you 
would know that it was unseemly, and that, above 
all other things, you should show reverence and 
obedience to your mother. No, Camilla, God be 
thanked ! you are but a foolish child, and there- 
fore I forgive you." 

Louise drew near her daughter and tried to 
clasp her tenderly in her arms, but Camilla stnig- 
gled roughly against it 

"You shall not call me a child," stdd she, 
rudely. " I will no longer bear it I it angers me ! 
and if you repeat it, mamma, I will declare to 
every one that I am sixteen years old I " 

" And why will you say that, Camilla ? " 

Camilla looked up with a cunning smile. 

" Why ? " she repeated, " ah I you think I do not 
know why I must always remain a child ? It is 
because you wish to remain a young woman — 
therefore you declare to all the world that I am 
but twelve years old ! But no one believes you, 
mamma, not one believes you. The world laughs 
at you, but you do not see it — ^you think you are 
younger when you call me a child. I say to you I 
will not endure it I I will be a lady— I will adorn 
myself and go into society. I will not remain in 
the school-room with a governess while you are 
sparkling in the saioon and enchanting your fol- 
lowers by your beau^ty. I will also have my wor- 
shippers, who pay court to me ; I will write and 
receive love-letters as other maidens do ; I will 



carry on my own little love-affairs as all otic 
girls do ; as you did, from the time you wen 
twelve years old, and still do ! " 

" Silence, Camilla I or I will make 3 ou feel that 
you are still a child I " cried Louise, raising ha 
arm threateningly and approaching the divan. 

"Would you strike me, mother?" said sIh. 
with trembling lips. " I counsel you not to do it 
Raise your hand once more against me, bat thM 
of the consequences. I will run away ! I will fj 
to my poor, dear father, whom you, unhappy oaa 
have made a drunkard ! I will remain with hb 
— he loves me tenderly. If I were with him, be 
would no longer drink." 

" Oh, my God, my God I " cried Louise, v\^ 
tears gushing from her eyes ; " it is he who lus 
planted this hate in her heart — he has been iBe 
cause of all my wretchedness I She loves hs 
father who has done nothing for her, and ^ 
hates her mother who has shown her nothing ba 
love." With a loud cry of agony, she clasped he: 
hands over her face and wept bitterly. 

Camilla drew close to her, grasped her band? 
and pulled them forcibly from her face, tlia 
looked in her eyes passionately and scomfbHr. 
Camilla was Indeed no longer a child. She stooi 
erect, pale, and fiercely excited, opposite to ha 
mother. Understanding and intellect flashed to 
her dark eyes. There were lines around her 
mouth which b^rayed a passion and a power with 
which childhood has nothing to do. 

"You say you have shown me nothing but 
love," said Camilla, in a cold and cutting tone. 
" Mother, what love have you shown me ? Yoi 
made my father wretched, and my childish yean 
were spent under the curse of a most unhappy 
marriage. I have seen my father weep while tod 
were laughing merrily — ^I have seen him druni 
and lying like a beast at my feet, while you were 
in our gay saloon receiving and entertaining guests 
with cool unconcern. You say you have shown mt 
nothing but love. You never loved me, mother, 
never I Had you loved me, you would have taken 
pity with my future— you would not have given 
me a step-father while I had a poor, dear father, 
who had nothing in the wide world but me, me 
alone I You think perhaps, mother, that I am 
not unhappy ; while I am giddy and play foolish 
pranks, you believe me to be happy and contented. 
Ah, mother, I have an inward horror and prophet- 
ic fear of the future which never leaves me ; it 
seems to me that evil spirits surround me — as if 
they enchanted me with strange, alluring songs. 
I know they will work my destruction, but I can- 
not withstand them — ^I must listen, I must sac^ 
cumb to them. I would gladly be different— b( 
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oetter. I desire to be a virtuous and modest 
gir!, but alas, alas, I cannot escape from this 
magic circle to which my mother has condemned 
me ! I have lived too fast, experienced too much 
-^I am no longer a child — ^I am an experienced 
woman. The world and the things of the world 
call me with a thousand alluring voices, and I 
shall be lost as my mother was lost ! I am her 
most unhappy daughter, and her blood is in my 
heart ! " Almost insensible, crushed by excite- 
ment and passion, Camilla sank to the earth. 

Her mother looked at her with cold and tear- 
less eyes ; her hair seemed to stand erect, and a 
cold, dead hand seemed placed upon her heart 
and almost stilled its beatings. " I have deserved 
this," murmured she ; " God punishes the levity 
of my youth through my own child." She bowed 
down to her daughter and raised her softly iu her 
arms. 

" Come, my child," she said, tenderly, " we wDl 
forget this hour — we will strive to live in love and 
harmony with each other. You are right ! You 
are no longer a child, and I will think of introdu- 
cing you to the world." 

**And you will dismiss Madame Brunnen," 
said Camilla, gayly. " Oh, mamma, you have no 
idea how she tortures and martyrs me with her 
Argus-eyes, and watches me day and night. Will 
you not dismiss her, mamma, and take no other 
governess?" 

" I will think of it," said her mother, sadly. But 
now a servant entered and announced Count Ra- 
nuzi. Madame du Trouffle blushed, and directed 
the servant to conduct him to the parlor. 

Camilla looked at her roguishly, and said : " If 
you really think me a grown-up girl, take me with 
you to the parlor." 

Madame du Trouffle refused. "You are not 
properly dressed, and besides, I have important 
business with the count." 

Camilla prmed her back scornfully, and her 
mother left the room ; Camilla returned to the so- 
fa and Madame du Trouffle entered the saloon. In 
xhe levity and frivolity of their hearts they had 
Doth forgotten this sad scene in the drama of a 
demoralized family life ; such scenes had been too 
often repeated to make any lastmg impression. 

Madame du Trouffle found Count Ranuzi await- 
ing her. He came forward with such a joyous 
greeting, that she was flattered, and gave him her 
hand with a gracious smile. She said triumphant- 
ly to herself that the power of her charms was 
not subdued, since the handsome and much ad- 
mired Ranuzi was surely captivated by them. 

The count had pleaded yesterday for an inter- 
riew, and he had done this with so mysterious and 



melancholy a mien, that the gay and sportive 
Louise had called him the Knight of Toggen- 
berg, and had asked him plaintively if he was 
coming to die at her feet. 

" Possibly," he answered, with grave earnest- 
ness — " possibly, if you are cruel enough to re- 
fuse the request I prefer." 

These words had occupied the thoughts of this 
vain coquette during the whole night; she was 
convinced that Ranuzi, ravished by her beauty, 
wished to make her a declaration, and she had 
been hesitating whether to reject or encourage 
him. As he advanced so gracefully and smiling- 
ly to meet her, she resolved to encourage him and 
make him forget the mockery of yesterday. 

Possibly Ranuzi read this in her glance, but he 
did not regard it ; he had attained his aim — ^the 
interview which he desired. " Madame," said he, 
" I come to make honorable amends, and to plead 
at your feet for pardon." He bowed on one knee, 
and looked up beseechingly. 

Louise found that his languishing and at the 
same time glowing eyes were very beautiful, and 
she was entbely ready to be gracious, although 
she did not know the offence. " Stand up, count," 
said she, " and let us talk reasonably together. 
What have you done, and for what must I forgive 
you?" 

" You annihilate me with your magnanimity," 
sighed RanuzL "You are so truly noble as to 
have forgotten my boldness of yesterday, and you 
choose to forget that the poor, imprisoned soldier, 
intoxicated by your beauty, carried away by your 
grace and amiability, has dared to love you and to 
confess it. But I swear to you, madame, I will 
never repeat this offence. The graceful mockery and 
keen wit with which you punished me yesterday has 
deeply moved me, and I assure you, madame, you 
have had more influence over me than any prude 
with her most eloquent sermon on virtue could 
have done. I have seen my crime, and never 
again will my lips dare to confess what lives and 
glows in my heart." He took her hand and kissed 
it most respectfully. 

Louise was strangely surprised, and it seemed 
to her not at all necessary for the count to pre- 
serve so inviolable a silence as to his love ; but 
she was obliged to appear pleased, and she did 
this with facility and grace. 

" I thank you," she said, gayly, " that you have 
freed me from a lover whom, as the wife of M^jor 
du Trouffle, I should have been compelled to ban- 
ish from my house. Now I dare give a pleasant^ 
kindly welcome, to Count Ranuzi, and be ready at 
all times to serve him gladly." 

Ranuzi looked steadily at her. " Will you tni- 
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ly do this ? " said he, sighing — " will you interest 
yourself for a poor prisoner, who has no one to 
hear and sympathize in his sorrows ? " 

Louise gave him her hand. " Confide in me, sir 
count," Bwd she, with an fanpulse of her better 
nature ; ** make known your sorrows, and be as- 
sured that I will take an interest in them. You 
are so prudent and reasonable as not to be my 
lover, and I will be your friend. Here is my 
hand — ^I offer you my friendship ; will you accept 
it?" 

" Will I accept it ? " said he, rapturously ; " you 
offer me life, and ask if I will accept it I " 

Louise smiled softly. She found that Ranuzi 
declared his friendship in almost as glowing terms 
as he had confessed his love. *' So then," said 
she, " you have sorrows that you dare not name ? " 
"Yes, but they are not my own individual 
griefs I suffer, but it is for another." 

" That sounds mysterious. For whom do you 
suffer?" 

"For a poor prisoner who, far from the world, 
far from the haunts of men, languishes in wretch- 
edness and chains — whom not only men but God 
has forgotten, for He will not even send His min- 
ister Death to release him. I cannot, I dare not 
say more — ^it is not my secret., and I have sworn 
to disclose it to but one person." 
" And this person — ^'* 

" Is the Princess Amelia of Prussia," said Ra- 
nuzU 

Louise shrank back, and looked searchingly at 
the count " A sister of the king I And you say 
that your secret relates to a poor prisoner? " 

" I said so. Oh, my noble, magnanimous friend, 
do not ask me to say more ; I dare not, but I 
entreat you to help me. I must speak with the 
princess. You are her confidante and friend, you 
alone can obtain me an interview. 

"It is impossible! impossible!" cried Madame 
du Trouffle, rising up and pacing the room hastily. 
Banuzl followed her with his eyes, observed every 
movement, and read in her countenance every 
emotion of her soul. 

" I will succeed," said he to himself, and proud 
triumph swelled his heart 
Louise drew near and stood before him. 
" Listen," said she, gravely ; " it is a daring, a 
danerous enterprise in which you wish to entangled 
me — doubly dangerous for me, as the king sus- 
pects me, and he would never forgive it if he 
should learn that I had dared to act against his 
commands, and to assist the Princess Amelia to 
save an unhappy wretch whom he had irretriev- 
ably condemned. I know well who this prisoner 
is, but do not call his name — ^it is dangerous to 



speak it, even to think it. I belong not to tk 
confidantes of the princess in this matter, and I 
do not desire it Speak no more of the prisoner, 
but of yourself You wish to be presented «• 
the princess. Why not apply to Baron Pollnitz ? ' 

"I have not gold enough to bribe him; and, 
besides that, he is a babbler, and purchasable. To- 
morrow he would betray me." 

" You are right ; and he conld not obtain joa 
a secret interview. One of the maids of honor 
must always be present, and the princess is sip- 
rounded by many spies. But there is a meiw 
and it lies hi my hands. Listen ! *' 

Louise bowed and whispered. 

Ranun^s face sparkled with triumph. 

" To-morrow, then," said he, as he withdrew. 

" To-morrow," said Louise, " expect me at tb 
castle gate, and be punctual." 



CHAPTER V. 

THX FORTVNR-TKI. L ER. 

The heavy curtains were drawn down, an^i 
gloomy twilight reigned in this great, silent room, 
whose drear stillness was only interrupted by tk 
monotonouA stroke of the clock, and the deep 
sighs and lamentations which came from thesofi 
in a distant part of the room. There in the cor- 
ner, drawn up convulsively and motionless, lay i 
female form, her hands clasped over her breast, 
her eyes fixed storingly toward heaven, and froa 
tune to tame uttering words of grief and scon 
and indignation. 

She was alone in her anguish— ever alone; 
she had been alone for many years ; grief and 
disappointment had hardened her heart, and made 
it insensible to all sorrows but her own. Sbt 
hated men, she hated the world , she railed it 
those who were gay and happy, she had no pitj 
for those who wept and mourned. 

Had she not suffered more ? Did she not still 
suff*er? Who had been merciful, who had pitied 
her sorrows ? Look now at this poor, groaning 
woman ! Do you recognize these fearful features, 
deformed by sickness and grief; these blood-shot 
eyes, these thin, colorless lips, ever convulsivelr 
pressed together, as if to suppress a wild shriek of 
agony, which a-re only unclosed to utter cold, harsh 
words of scorn and passion ? Do you know this 
woman ? Has this poor, unhappy, deformed being 
any resemblance to the gay, beautiful, inteUect- 
ual Princess Amelia, whom we once knew ? and yet 
this is the Princess Amelia. How have the migltj 
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TaUen ! Look at the transforming power of a few 
jorrowful years! The sister of a mighty hero 
king, but a poor desolate creature, shunned and 
ivoided by all ; she knows that men fly from her, 
a,iid she will have it so ; she will be alone — lonely 
in the midst of the world, even as he is, in the 
[oidst of his dark and gloomy prison. Amelia 
caUs the whole world her prison; she often says 
to herself that her soul U shut in behind the iron 
bars of her body and can never be delivered, that 
her heart lies upon the burning gridiron of the 
base world, and cannot escape, it is bound there 
with the same chains which are around about 
and hold him in captivity. 

But Amelia says this only to herself, she de- 
sires no sympathy, she knows no one will dare to 
pity her. Destiny placed her high in rank and 
alone— alone she will remain; her complaints 
might perhaps bring new danger to him she 
loves, of whom alone she thmks, for whose sake 
alone she supports existence, she lives only for 
him. Can this be called life ? A perpetual hope 
— and yet hopeless — a constant watching and list- 
ening for one happy moment, which never comes ! 
She had not been permitted to live for him, she 
would not die without him. So long as he lived 
he might need her £dd, and might call upon her for 
help in the hour of extremest need, so she would 
not die. 

She was not wholly dead, bu: her youth, her 
heart, her peace, her illusions, her hopes were 
dead ; she was opposed to all that lived, to the 
world, to aU mankind. In the wide world she 
loved but two persons : one, who languished in 
prison and who suffered for her sake, Frederick 
von Trenck; the other, he who had made her 
wretched and who had the power to liberate Trenck 
and restore their peace — the king. Amelia had 
loved her mother, but she was dead ; grief at the 
lost battle of Collm killed her. She bad loved 
her sister, the Margravine of Baireuth ; but she 
died of despair at the lost battle of Hochkirch. 
Grief and the anger and contempt of the king had 
killed her brother, the Prince Augustus William of 
Prussia. She was therefore alone, alone I Her 
other sisters were far away ; they were happy, and 
with the happy she had nothing to do ; with them 
she had no sympathy. Her two brothers were 
in the field, they thought not of her. There was 
but one who remembered her, and he was under 
the earth — not dead, but buried — ^buried alive. 
The blackness of thick darkness is round about 
him, but he is not blind ; there is glorious sun- 
shine, but he sees it not 

These fearful thoughts had crushed Amelia's 
youth, her mind, her life ; she stood like a deso- 



late ruin under the wreck of the past. The rude 
storms of life whistled over her, and she laughed 
them to scorn ; she had no more to fear — ^not she; 
if an oak fell, if a fair flower was crushed, her 
heart was glad ; her own wretchedness had made 
her envious and malicious ; perhaps she concealed 
her sympathy, under this seeming harshness ; per- 
haps she gave herself the appearance of proud re- 
serve, knowing that she was feared and avoided. 
Whoever drew near her was observed and sus- 
pected ; the spies of the king surrounded her and 
kept her friends, if she had friends, far off. Per- 
haps Amelia would have been less unhappy if she 
had fled for shelter to Him who is the refuge of 
all hearts; if she had turned to her God in her 
anguish and despair. But she was not a pious be- 
liever, like the noble and patient Elizabeth Chiis- 
tme, the disdained wife of Frederick the Great 

Princess Amelia was the true sister of the king, 
the pupil of Voltaire ; she mocked at the church 
and scorned the consolations of religion. Sho 
also was forced to pay some tribute to her bex ; 
she fkiled in the strong, self-confident, intellectual 
independence of Frederick ; her poor, weak, trem- 
bling hands wandered around seeking support ; as 
religion, in its mighty mission, was rejected, she 
turned for consolation to superstition. While 
Elizabeth Christine prayed, Amelia tried her for- 
tune with cards ; while the queen gathered around 
her ministers of the gospel and pious scholars, the 
princess called to the prophets and fortune-tellers. 
While Elizabeth found comfort in reading the 
Holy Scriptures, Amelia found consolation in the 
mystical and enigmatical words of her sooth- 
sayers. While the queen translated sermons and 
pious hymns into French, Amelia wrote down 
carefully all the prophecies of her cards, her 
coffee-grounds, and the stars, and both ladies sent 
theur manuscripts to the king. 

Frederick received them both with a kindly 
and pitiful smile. The pious manuscript of the 
queen was laid aside unread, but the oracles of 
the princess were carefully looked over. Per- 
hi^>s this was done in pity for the poor, wounded 
spirit which found distraction in such child's }^ay. 
It is certain that when the king wrote to the 
princess, he thanked her for her manuscripts, and 
asked her to continue to send them.* But he also 
demanded perfect silence as to this strange cor- 
respondence ; he feared bis enemies might falsely 
interpret his consideration for the weakness of the 
prmcess ; they might suppose that he needed these 
prophecies to lead him on to victory, as his adver- 
saries needed the consecrated sword. 



*Tlil6b»alc,p.S78. 
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This was one of the days on which the princess 
was accustomed to reccire her fortune-teller ; she 
had been Tery angry when told that she was 
under arrest ; neither the prophet nor the fortune- 
teller were at liberty, and the princess was not 
able to obtain their release. She would, there- 
fore, have been compelled to forego her usual oc- 
cupation for the evening, had not Madame du 
Trouffle come to her aid. Louise had written that 
morning to the princess, and asked permission to 
introduce a new soothsayer, whose prophedes as- 
tonished the world, as, so far, they had been liter- 
ally fulfilled. Amelia received this proposition 
joyfully, and now waited impatiently for Madame 
du Trouffle and the soothsayer ; but she was yet 
alone, it was not necessary to hide her grief in 
stoical indifference, to still the groans of agony 
which, like the last sighs from a death-bed, rang 
from her breast. 

The princess suffered not only ftom mental 
anguish ; her body was as sick as her souL The 
worm gnawing at her heart was also devouring her 
body ; but neither for body nor soul would she 
accept a physician, she ref\ised all sympathy for 
intellectual and physical pain. Amelia suffered 
and was nlent, and only when as now she was 
certiun there was no eye to see, no ear to hear 
her complaints, did she ^ve utterance to them. 
And now the maid entered and announced Madame 
du Trouffle and the prophet. 

** Let them enter," said the princess in a hollow, 
death-like voice ; ** let them enter, and remain 
yourself, Fraulein Lethow ; the soothsayer shall 
tell your fortune." 

The door opened, and Madame du Trouffle en- 
tered. She was gay and lovely as ever, and drew 
near the princess with a charming smile. Amelia 
returned her salutation coldly and carelessly. 

** How many hours have you spent at your toi- 
let to-day?" said she, roughly; "and where do 
you buy the rouge with which you have painted 
your cheeks ? " 

"Ah, your royal highness," said Louise, smi- 
ling, "Nature has been kind to me, and has 
painted my cheeks with her own sweet and cun- 
ning hand." 

" Then Nature is in covenant with you, and helps 
you to deceive yourself to imagine that you are 
yet young. I am told that your daughter is grown 
up and wondrously beautiful, and that only when 
you stand near her is it seen how old and ugly 
you are." 

Louise knew the rancor of the unhappy prin- 
cess, and she knew no one could approach her 
without being wounded — ^that the undying worm 
m her eoul was only satisfied with the blood it 



caused to flow The harsh words of the prioca 
had no sting for her. " If I were truly old," said 
she, " I would live again in my daughter : she is 
said to be my image, and when she is praised, I 
feel myself flattered." 

" A day will c^me when she will be blamed and 
you will also be reproached," murmured Amdii 
After a pause she said : " So you have brought me 
another deceiver who declares himsslf a prophet?" 

" I do not believe him to be an impostor, your 
highness. He has given me convincing proofs of 
his inspiration.*' 

" What sort of proofs ? How can these peope 
who prophesy of the future prove that thej in 
inspbed ? " 

" He has not told me of the future, but of the 
past," said Louise. 

" Has he had the courage to recall any portioi 
of your past to you? " said the princess, with i 
coarse laugh. 

" Many droll and merry portipns, your hi^mes, 
and it is to be regretted that they were aU true,'' 
she said, with comic pathos. 

" Bring in this soothsayer, Fraulein von Lethof. 
He shall prophesy of you : I think you have not, 
like Madame du Trouffle, any reason to fear a pi^ 
ture of your past" 

The prophet entered. He was wrt^ped ia > 
long black robe, which was gathered around ^ 
slender form by a black leathern girdle coTered 
with curious and strange figures and emblems ; ra- 
ven black hair fell around his small, paleface; 
his eyes burned with clouded fire, and flashed 
quickly around the room. With bead erect loi 
proud bearing, he drew near the princess, and onlj 
^ when very near did he salute her, and in a sweet, 
soft, melodious voice, asked why she wished to 
see him. 

" K you are truly a prophet, you will know mj 
reasons." 

"Would you learn of the past? " said he, sol- 
emnly. 

" And why not first of the future ? " 

" Because your highness distrusts me and woiil(i 
prove me. Will you permit me to take my caitis? 
If you allow it, I will first prophesy to this lady. 
He took a mass of soiled, curiously piunted C3r<^ j 
and spread them out before him on the table. He I 
took the hand of Fraulein Lethow and seemed to 
read it earnestly; and now, in a low, musical 
voice, he related little incidents of the past They 
were piquant little anecdotes which had been se- 
cretly whispered at the court, but which no one 
dared to speak aloud, as Fraulein Lethow passed 
for a model of virtue and piety. 

She received these developments of the propM 
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with Tisible scom* In place of laughing and by 
Broiling indifferenca bringiDg their truth in ques- 
tion, she was excited and angrj^ and thus pre- 
pared for the princoaa some ga; und happy mo- 
ments. 

"I dare not decide/' said Amelia, as the prophet 
ceased, "whether what you have told h true or 
false. Fraulein Lethotr alone can know that; 
but she will not be so cruel as to call you an im- 
postor, for that would prevent me from having my 
fortune told. Allow me, therefore, to believe that 
you have spoken the truth* Now take yourcarda 
and shuffle them.'^ 

"Docs your highness wish that I should teL 
you of the past?" siiid the soothsayer, in a sharp 
Toice. 

The princess hesitated. ^'Tes,'* said shCj 
" of my past. But no ; I will first hear a Jittle 
chapter out of the Efe of my chaste and modest 
Louise. Now, now, madamCi you hare nothing to 
fear; you are pure and innocent^ and this little 
recitation of youp by-gone days will seem to us a 
chapter from * La Pucellc d'Orlfiaas,* " 

" I dare to oppose myself to thia lecture," eaid 
Louise, laughing. *' There are books which should 
only be read in solitude, and to that claga belong 
the volumes of my past life. I am ready in the 
presence of your highness to have mj future 
prophesied, but of my past I will hear nothing — 
I know too much already." 

"Had I been alono with Pranlein Lethow, I 
should have told hot ma]iy other thiugs, and she 
would have been forced to beUeve in my power. 
Only when these cards are under your eyes is my 
spirit clear." 

" I must, then, in order to know the whole truth 
from you, be entirely alone ? " said the princess* 

The prophet bowed silently. Amelia fixed a 
piercing glance upon hicu, and loodded to her la- 
dies. 

" Go into the ne^st room," said she. " And now," 
said the princess, ** you can begim'^ 

The magician, instead of ttikLng the cards, knelt 
before the princess and kissed the hem of her 
robe. ** I pray for mercy and forgivenesay" fiaid 
he; "I am nothing but a poor impostor I In or- 
der to reach the presence of your royal highness, 
I have disguised myself under this mofk, which 
alone made it possible. But I swear to you, prin- 
cess, no one knows of this attempt, no one can 
ever know it — ^I alone am guilty. Pardoo, then, 
princess-^pardon for this bold act. I was forced 
to tlus step — ^forced to cluap your knees — to im- 
plore you in your greatuess and magnanimity, to 
stand by me 1 I was impelled irreBistibly, for I 
had sworn a fearful oath to do this tbing/^ 
11 



**To whom Lave you sworn?" said the priji^ 
cess, Etemly, *' Who are you ? what do you ask 
of me?" 

"I am Count Rannai, Austrian captain and pris- 
oner of war, I implore you, noble princess, to 
hare mercy npon a poor, helpless prisoner, con- 
sumed with grief and despair. God and the worid 
have forsaken him, but he has one protecting an- 
gel m whom he trusts, to whom he prays — and 
her name is Ainolia 1 He is bound in chains like 
a wild beast— a hard stone is his couch, and a 
vault beneath Is hia graven — he is living and huried 
— Ills heart lives and heaves and calls to yoUi 
princess, for rescue." 

The Princess Amelia shrank hack trembling and 
gtoaning on the sofa^ her eyes were wide opcn^ 
and staring in the distance. After a long pauses 
she said, slowly : ** Call his name." 

" Frederick von Trencjk ! " 

Amelia shuddered, and uttered a low cry. 
** Tronok ! " repeated she, floMy ; *' oh, what sad 
melody lies in that word I It is like the death- 
ery of my youth, I think the very aii: must weep 
when this name vibrates upon it. Trenck, Trenck 1 
Hoff beautiful, how lonely that sounds j it is a 
sweet, harmonious song; it sings to me soflly of 
the only happiness of my life. Ah, how long, 
how long since this song was silenced I All with- 
in me is desolate I On every side my heart la 
torn — on every side I Oh, so drear^ no fearihU 
All 1 all ! '* Lost m her own thoughtSj thesa 
worda had been elowly nttered. Sbe had forgot* 
ten that she was not alone with her remembraup 
ces, wbich like a cloud had gathered round about 
her and shut off the outward worid. 

Itanuzi did not dare to recall her thoiighta^ 
he still knelt at her feet. 

Suddenly her whole frame trembled, and she 
sprang up. *' My God I I dream, while he calls 
me I I am idly musing, and Treoek has need of 
me. Speak, sir, speak ! What do you know of 
him ? Have you seen him f Did he send you to 
mer^ 

" He sent me, your highness, but I have not 
seen him. Have the grace to listen to me. Ah, 
your highness, in what I now eay I lay the safe- 
ty of a dear and valued friend^ yes, his life, at your 
feet Oct word from you, and ho will be dehv 
ered over to a court-martial and be shot, But 
you will not speak that word-^rou are aa angel of 
mercy." 

"Speak, sir— spuak, sir," said Amelia, breatb 
lessly, *■* My God ! do you not see that I am dying 
from agitation ? '* 

" princess, Trenck Tives— ho is in chain a— he ifl 
in a hole under the earth^but he lives, and ob 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC ^*= 



isa 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY. 



iong as h& lias life, be bfipcs in you — has wCd 
dretuns of liberty, and liia friends think and hope 
with him- Treiick haa rricnda who are ready to 
offer np their lives for hira. One of them is in 
the fortresa of ILigdeburg — he js lieutenant of the 
^lartl ; another h a Captain Kimsky, prisoner of 
Tvar ; I ora a thlri 1 hare known Trenck since 
my youth. In our beautiful days of mirth and 
revelry, we swore to &Uud by eftch other in every 
danger. The moment has come to fulfil my oath 
H — Trenck h a priaoner, and 1 m^ist help to liber- 
ate bim. Our numbers are few and dismembered 
— we need allies in the fortress, and still more in 
the city. We need powerful assistance, and no 
one but your highness can obtain it for us.'* 

" I have an assured and confidential friend in 
Magdeburg/' said the princess ; " at a hint from 
me he will be ready to etand by you to — ^^ 

Suddenly she was silent^ and cast a searching, 
threatening glance at Ranuzi- She had been too 
often deceived and circumvented — snares had 
been too often laid at her feet — she was distrust- 
ful ** No, Tio,'^ said she, at last, sternly, rudely — 
"I will take no part m tbia folly. Go, sir — go. 
Ton arc a poor soothsayer, and I will have noth- 
ing to do with yoa*" 

Eanuzi smiled, fmd dre^ a folded paper from 
his bosom, which he handed to the princess. It 
contained these words: *' Count Ranuzi is an 
honest man— he can be trusted unconditionally." 
Under these words was written : " Nel tue giomi 
felici, vicordati da me." 

The breast of Amelia heaved convulsively — she 
gazed at these written characters ; at last her eyes 
filled with toara— at last her heart was overcome 
by those painful and pasiiionate feelings which 
she had so long kept in bondage. She pressed 
the paper, the lines on which were written with his 
blood, to her lips, and hot tears gushed from those 
poor eyes which for long, long years, had lost' the 
p»wer to weep* 

"Now, sir," said she, "I hclicve in you, I trust 
you. Tell me what I have to do." 

" Three things faU us, princess : A house in 
Magdeburg, where Trenck's friends can meet at 
all hours, and n^^ke all necessary preparations, 
and where be can be concealed after his escape. 
Secondly, a few reliable and confiding friends, who 
will unite with us and aid us. Thirdly, we must 
have gold— we must bribe the guard, we must buy 
horses, we must buy friends in the fortress, and 
astly, we must buy Prcnch clothing. Besides 
this, I must have permission to go for a few days 
to Magdeburg, and there on the spot I can better 
make the final preparations, A fiir pretG:Kt shall 
not fail me for this \ Captain KimakT is my near 



relative — he will be taken suddenly ill, and ai i 
dying request he will beg to see me ; one of h\ 
comrades will bring me notice of this, and I if 
turn imploringly to your highness." 

** I will obtain you a passport," said Amdia, ^ 
cisively. 

** While in Magdeburg, the flight will be e 
ranged." 

" And you believe you will succeed ? " said ts 
princess, with a bright smile, which illumini: 
her poor deformed visage with a gold«i ray f 
hope. 

" I do not only believe it, I know it ; that k't 
your royal highness will assist us.'* 

The princess made no reply ; she stepped tob 
desk and took from it several rolls of gold, tk 
seated herself and wrote with a sWift hand : " Y.^ 
must trust the bearer fully, he is my friend it 
sist him in all that he undertakes." She fc^^ 
the paper and sealed it. 

Ranuzi followed every movement with flasH- 
eyes and loudly beating heart. As she took fe 
pen to write the address a ray of wild triinar' 
lighted his dark face, and a proud smile plsj^ 
about his mouth. As Amelia turned, all tiiis 6 
appeared, and he was dignified and grave as be- 
fore. 

*•* Take this, sur," said she ; ** you see tbt I 
place in your power a faithful and beloved frie^. 
he is lost if you are false. As soon as' you kk^ 
Magdeburg go to him, and he will make < 
friends and allies known to you." 

** Can I make use of this address, and wnt€ s- 
der it to my friend Kimsky ? " said RannzL 

"Yes, without danger. To-day I will fei 
means to inform him that he may expect this lif- 
ter. Here is gold, two hundred ducats, all thai I 
have at present. When this is exhausted, tEts 
again to me and I will agam supply you." 

Kanuzi took the gold and said, smilingly, " fiil- 
is the magic means by which we will break Ibs 
chains." 

Amelia took a costly diamond pin, which bj 
upon the table, and gave it to Ranuzi Sk 
pointed to the paper marked with blood, which sbJ 
still held in her hand. 

** This is a most precious jewel which you &»« 
given me — ^let us exchange." 

Kanuzi fell upon his knees and kissed her hod 
as he took the pin. 

" And now, sir, go. My maid is a salaried spr, 
and a longer interview would make you suspected 
You would be watched, and all discovered. Go! 
If I believed in the power of prayer, I would U 
upon my knees night and day, and pray for Cffld^ 
I blessing upon your effort. As it is^ I can oa^ 
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follow you with my thoughts aud hopes. Fare- 
well!" 

" Your royal liighness sends no reply to these 
tines, written with Trenck's heart's blood ? " 

Amelia took the pen and wrote a few hasty 
lines upon the paper, which she handed Ranuzi. 
The words were: "Ovunque tu sei vicina ti 
sono." 

" Give him that," said she ; " it is not written 
with my heart's blood, but my heart bleeds for 
him — ^bleeds ever inwardly. And now resume 
your r6le of soothsayer — ^I must call my ladies." 

The afternoon of this day Ranuzi wrote to his 
friend, Captain Kimsky, prisoner of war at Mag- 
deburg : 

" The train is laid, and will succeed. The for- 
tress will soon be in our hands. A romantic, sen- 
timental woman's heart is a good thing, easily 
moved to intrigues. Magdeburg will be ours ! 
Prepare every thing — be ill, and call for me ; I shall 
get a passport I have a powerful protectress, 
and with such, you know, a man may attain all the 
desires of his heart ! " 



CHAPTER VI. 



A COURT DAY IN BERLIN. 



It was the birthday of Prince Henry, and was 
to be celebrated with great pomp at the court. 
The king had hhnself written explicitly on this 
subject to the master of ceremonies. Baron Poll- 
nitz. PoUnitz was, therefore, actively occupied in 
the early morning, and no general ever made his 
preparations for a battle with more earnestness 
and importance than the good baron gave his or- 
ders for the splendid fete which was to be given in 
the royal apartments that night. 

And this was indeed a great opportunity. The 
people of Berlin were to enjoy a ball and a con- 
cert, at which all the Italian singers were to be 
present ; and then a rare and costly supper, to 
which not only the court, but all the officers who 
were prisoners of war were to be invited. 

This supper was to Pollnitz the great circum- 
stance, the middle point of the/<?fe. Such an en- 
tertainment was now rare at the court of Berlin, 
and many months might pass away ere the queen 
would think of giving another supper, Pollnitz 
knew that when he thirsted now for a luxurious 
meal he must enjoy it at his own cost, and this 
thought made him shudder. The worthy baron 
was at the same time a spendthrift and a miser. 

Four times in every year he had three or four 
iajs of rare and rich enjoyment; he lived en 



grand seigneur^ and prepare! for himself every 
earthly luxury ; these were the first three or four 
days of every quarter in which he received his 
salary. With a lavish hand he scattered all the 
gold which he could keep back from his greedy 
creditors, and felt himself young, rich, and happy. 
After these fleeting days of proud glory came 
months of sad economy ; he was obliged to play 
the rdle of a parasitical plant, attach himself to 
some firm, well-rooted stem, and absorb its 
strength and muscle. In these days of restraint 
he watched like a pirate all those who were in the 
condition to keep a good table, and so soon as he 
learned that a dinner was on hand, he knew how 
to conquer a place. At these times ho was 
also a passionate devotee of the card-table, and 
it was the greatest proof of his versatility and 
dexterity that he always succeeded in making up 
his party, though every man knew it cost gold to 
play cards with Pollnitz. The grand-master had 
the exalted principles of Louis XV. of France, 
who was also devoted to cards. Every evening 
the great Louis set apart a thousand louis d'or to 
win or lose. If the king won, the gold went into 
his private pocket ; if he lost, the state treasury 
suffered. 

Following this royal example, Pollnitz placed 
the gold he won in his pocket ; if he lost, he bor- 
rowed the money to pay — ^he considered this bor- 
rowed sirni as also the dear profit of his game ; 
he was assured to win, and in this way he ob- 
tained his pocket money. ' 

To day, however, he would not be merry at a 
strange table; he himself would do the honors, 
and he had conducted the arrangements of the 
table with a scholarship and knowledge of details 
which would have obtained the admiration of the 
Duke de Richelieu. 

On thid occasion it was not necessary to restrain 
his luxurious desu-es and tastes. Honor demanded 
that the court should show itself in full pomp and 
splendor, and prove to the world that this long, 
wearisome war had not exhausted the royal treas- 
ury, nor the royal table service of silver ; in short, 
that it was an easy thing to carry on the war, 
without resorting to the private treasui-es of the 
royal house. 

It was, therefore, necessary to bring out for this 
great occasion the golden service which had been 
the king's inheritance from his mother. Frederick's 
portion had been lately increased by the death of 
the Margravme of Baireuth, who had exphcitly 
willed her part to her brother Frederick.* 

♦ When the court fled, after the battle of Kunendorf, 
to Magdeburg, they took the golden service which the 
king inherited from his mother with them ; that portior. 
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Tbe queen and tbe princesses were to appear in 
all the apkiulor of their jewels, and by their costly 
Q^d ciqiti^te toilets impose upon these proud and 
baughty offic^r^, whom fate had sent as prisoners 
o( war to Berlin, and who would not fail to in- 
form their respective governments of all they saw 
in the capital. 

TioA/eU WHS a demoDstration made by the king 
to hla over-<x)Dfideut enemies. He would prove to 
them that if he wished for peace it was not he- 
cau^o the gold failed to carry on the war, but be- 
cause he wUhed to give rest and the opportunity 
to recover to Europe, groaning and bleeding from 
a thousand wounds. Besides this, the king wished 
to show hh aubjecta, by the celebration of his 
brother's bu-thdavj how highly he honored the 
prbice — how gladly he embraced the opportunity 
to distinguish tbe ^oung general who, during the 
whole war, had not lost a single battle ; but, by 
bis bold and masterly movements, had come to 
the king's help in the most difficult and dangerous 
moments. 

This celebrntiqu should be a refutation of the 
tumorij spread abroi&d by the king's enemies, that 
Frederick regarded the success and military talent 
of hid brother with jealous envy. " 

There were, tb etc fore, many reasons why Piill- 
nitz should make this a luxurious and dazzling 
feaBt ; he kuew also that Prince Henry would re 
ceive a detailed account of the celebration from 
his adjutant, Count £lalkreuth, who had lingered 
^me moDtb^ ia Berlin because of his wounds, 
waa now fully restored, and would leave Berlin the 
momiDg after the ball to return to the army. 

And now the important hour had arrived. Poll- 
nitz wandered through the saloons with the search- 
ing glance of a warrior on the field of battle; he 
pronounced that all was good. 

The i^alooDs were dazzling with light ; pomp and 
splendor rdgned throughout, and on entering the 
fiupper^room you were almost blinded by the ar- 
ray of gold aud silver adorning the costly buffet, on 
whose glittering surface the lights were a thou- 
sand times refleeted. 

Suddenly the rooms began to fill ; everywhere 
gold-emhroldered uniforms, orders, stars, and 
flashing gems were to be seen; a promiscuous 
and stracge crowd was moving through these lofty 
saloon El, illuminated by thousands of lights and 
adoraus with the fragrance of flowers. 

Side by side with the rich, fantastic uniform of 
^he Hufi$iiin, was seen the light and active French 
cha^eur ; here was to be seen the Hungarian hus- 

^Ten to rtederidt hy tbo margravine was left in Berlin, 
■nd the next year, llfSf}, was seized by the Bosslans and 
HUrled to PflteBftbtu-g,— ^' Gesdlchte BcrllnV vol. v., p. 2. 



sar, whose variegated and tasteful costume con, 
trasted curiously with the dark and simple uniform 
of the Spaniard, who stood near him, both con- 
versing gayly with an Italian, dressed in the while 
coat of an Austrian officer. 

It seemed as if every nation in Eurof e had ar- 
ranged a rendezvous for this day in the royal pal- 
ace at Berlin, or as if the great Frederick hadseet 
specimens to his people of all the various natioos 
against whom he had undertaken this gigantic 
war. 

There were not only Germans from all the prov- 
inces, but Italians, Spaniards, Russians, Swedes, 
Hungarians, Netherlanders, and Frenchmen. All 
these were prisoners of war — ^their swords h*l 
been stained with the blood of Prussians; the ftfe 
of war now confined them to the scabbard, anJ 
changed the enemies of the king into guests at bl^ 
court. 

Hundreds of captive officers were now waiun* 
in the saloon for the appearance of the queen, bat 
the Prussian army was scarcely represented. ID 
who were fit for service were in the field, only tbe 
invalids and the old warriors, too infirm for acliTe 
duty had remained at the capital ; even the youtlis 
who had not attained the legal age for militaiy 
duty, had hastened to the army, full of courage 
and enthusiasm, inspu'ed by the example of their 
fathers and brothers. 

The dazzling appearance of these royal saloon.' 
was therefore mostly owing to the flashing ^ 
forms of the prisoners of war. Only a fewoW 
Prussian generals, and the courtiers, whose duties 
prevented them from being heroes, were added to 
the number. 

Herr von Giurgenow, and his friend Capta^E 
Belleville, were mvited to the ball, and were veil 
pleased to offer theb homage to the majesty of 
Prussia. Count Ranuzi, who, reserved and sileci 
as usual, had been wandering through the saloon^ 
now joined them, and they had all withdrawn toJ 
window, in order to observe quietly and od^ 
turbed the gay crowd passing before them. 

"Look you," said Ranuzi, laughing, ^^ 
reminds me of the frantic confusion in the an*^ 
rooms of hell, which Dante has described in sncfi 
masterly style. We all wear our glittering 
masks, under which our corpses are hidden ,* oaf 
word firom our master and this drapery would fsH 
ofi^ and these grinning death-heads be broogbtto 
ruin. It depends solely upon the will of Fred- 
erick of Prussia to speak this word. He is o^ 
master, and when he conmiands it, we must hj 
aside our swords and exchange our uniforms vx 
the garments of a malefactor." 

*• He wUl not dare to do this," said Giurgeno*! 
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" all Europe would call Mm & barbftriau, and 
make him anawerable for hia msoloiic<?." 

** First, all Europe must bo in a condition to call 
him to account/' said Ranuzi, biugliing ; "and 
that is certainly not the cas» at present, I am 
sorry to say." 

" You have not heard^ then," said BeJlevlllej ''of 
the glorious victory whitrh our great GGueral 
Broghe has gained over Duke Ferdiuand of Bruns- 
wick; all France ia JubUant ovor this happy cvont^ 
and the Marquise de Pompadour, or ratbcr King 
Louis, has made this eccond Turenne, our noble 
Broglie, marsh aL" 

"I know of this/* said Rannzi; "but I know 
also that the fortune of battles is inconstant, 
otherwise we would not now be here," 

"It is to be hoped we will not be here long/* 
said Giurgenow, impatiently. '' Does it not lio in 
our power to go at once? What think you? 
Have we not our swords ? They have not dared 
to take them from ua 1 They tremble before ua, 
and honor, in otir persons, the nations we repre- 
sent. Look at the conaplaifgance and eonsiderflr 
tion with which we are met on all sides. The 
King of Prussia fears his powerM enemies, and 
does all in hia power to conciliate them. Suppose 
that to-night, as soon as the royal family are 
assembled, we draw bur sT-,*ords and take them all 
prisoners ; we have overpowering numbers, and I 
think it would be an easy victory. We could 
make a fortro^s of thia palace, and defend our- 
selves; they would not dare to make a violent 
attack, as th$ queen and princesseH would be in 
our power. Wliat think you of this plan. Count 
Ranuzi?" 

Ranuzi met the sharp and piercing glance of the 
Russian with cool composure. 

" I think it bold, but impossible* We could 
not maintiun our position, one hour. The gar- 
rison of Berlin would overcome us* We have 
no thousands of prisonei's in the casements herCj 
as in Kiistrin, to aid ua in such au atten:>pt." 

"The count h right," said Belleville, gayly j 
"such a grandiose and warlike conspiracy would 
amount to nothing. We must revenge ourselves 
in another way for the tedious ennui we are made 
to endure here, and my friends and myself are 
resolved to do so. We will no longer enbmit to 
the shackles of etiquette, which are laid \ipon ns ; 
we will be free from the wearisome constraint 
which hema ua in on every side. These proud 
ladies wish us to believe that they ar^ modest and 
virtuous, because they are stiff and ceremonious. 
They make a grimace at every e^ivofue. We 
will prove to them that we are not bhnded by thia 
outwafd seeming, and not disposed to lie like 



Dutchmen, languishing at the feci of our inexo- 
rable fair ones. Our brave brothers Imve con- 
quered the Prusiiiana atHoehkirch and at Bergen; 
we cannot stand side by aide with them in the 
field, but here, at lea^t, we can humble the Pru:*- 
sian women I " 

^^I tan well believe,** whispered Giargeuow, 
'*■ that you would be pleased to humble the beauti- 
ful Frauiein von Mai:shal? " 

" Ah, nay friend,'^ said Ranuzi, laughing, '*■ you 
touch the wound of our poor friend. You dg 
not seem to know that the beautiful Mar-ihal is 
responsible for the scorn and rage of Comit Bello- 
ville. She is indeed a haughty and presumptoua 
beauty ] she not only dared to reject the lof e of 
the fascinating count, but she showed Mm the 
door ^ and when afterward he ventured to eend 
her a passionate and tender billet-dous:, she iu" 
formed him, through her servant, that she would 
gvve the letter to her chambermaid, for whom, 
without doubt, it was intended," 

*^ Eh U^ what do you say to this insolence ? " 
cried the enraged Frenchman, "But she shall do 
penance for it. I have already made the neces- 
sary arrangements with my friends. This is not 
simply a personal affair, it touches the general 
honor. The whole French army^ all France, ia 
insulted in mj person. It is necessary wc should 
have sattsfaction, not only from this preaumptuona 
lady J bnt from all the ladies of the court ! We will 
have our revenge this evening 1 We will show to 
these dull dames what we think of their prudery. 
And the queen shall see that we are not at all in- 
clined to bow down to her stiff ceremonies. She 
JB, in our eyes, not a queen-dimply the wife of an 
enemy over whom wo will soon triumph glori- 
ously." 

" I counsel you, however, to wait till the hour 
of triumph for your revenge,'* said Ranuzi " Your 
intentions may lead to the worst consequences for 
us all. The great Fredericlt will never be a harm- 
less adversary till he 18 dead, and we would all 
be ignominiously punished for any contempt shown 
the queen. You have a personal affair with 
Frauiein Marsha! ; well, then, you must make her 
personally responsible ;: but do not involve us all 
in your difficulties. It would he an eaiiy thing to 
forfeit even this appearance of freedom,'' 

*' You are right," said Giurgenow^ ** we might 
be banished from Berlin, and that would be a 
bitter punishment for us all." 

" But look ! the doors are being thrown open^ 
and the queen and court will appear ; you will have 
the happiness of fleeing your cruel fair one," whis- 
pered Ranui^i to the Frenciiman. 

** I assure you she shall repent of her sruelty to- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



162 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY. 



Uiglit," sajQ neriovillo^ gnashing his teeth. Ex- 
clijuigmg a sigiilfiejiTit glance with several French 
ofiieera, who were atandmg not far off, he advanced 
into the ealoou to the outer circle, which was 
formed on both eidos, and through which the 
queen and court must pass. 

Now the gmnd master of ceremonies appeared 
en the threshold, with his golden Ftafif. Behind 
him the queen and the Princess Amelia entered 
the room ; both appeared in all the pomp and 
splendor of their rank. A small diamond-crown 
flittered in the blonde hwr of the queen, a mag- 
nific42nt neckkcu of diamonds and emaralds was 
clasped aroi]Dd her dazzlingly white and beauti- 
fuJly form^^d throat, 

Jiielfeld had once declared that this necklace 
could purehase a kingdom. A white robe worked 
with silver an J a dark-red velvet shawl trimmed 
with enniuc fcjH In graceful folds around the noble 
and graceful figure of the queen, whose bowed head, 
imd quiet, modest bearing contrasted strangely 
wtth the luxury and splendor which surrounded 
her. 

Another striking contrast to the queen was 
offered in the presence of the Princess Amelia. 
Like her royal sister, she appeared in complete 
toilet, adorned t\ ith all her jewels ^her arms, 
her throat, her Jiair, and her hands flashed with 
diamonds. The festoons of her robe of silver 
gauze were fastened up with diamond buttons, 
DTid bcnciUh appeared a green robe embroid- 
ered wltli isilver. The princess knew full well 
that all this splendor of toilet all these flashing 
gemE, would but bring into j contemptuous notice 
her sharji, angular ligure, and her poor deformed 
visage ; she knew that the eyes of all would be 
fised upon hef in derision, that her appearance 
alone woulfi be gi^eeted as a cherished source of 
amu-ieintnt, and as soon as her back was turned 
the whole court would laugh merrily. She as- 
sumed, as ufiual, a eold contemptuous bearing ; she 
iii(Lt mockery with mockery, and revenged herself 
by sharp Wit and catting irony for the derisive 
glances which plainly spoke what the lips dared 
not utter. She no sooner entered the saloon than 
she began to greet her acquaintances ; every word 
contained a poisonous sting, which inflicted a 
grievous wound. When she read in the faces of 
her victims that her sharp arrows had entered the 
quivering flesh, a malicious fire sparkled in her 
eyeij and a bitter smile played upon her lips. 

Behind the queen and Princess Amelia appeared 
the Prince? 3 Henry. She was also superbly 
dressed, but those who looked upon her thought 
tLot of her toilet \ they were refreshed, enraptured 
»y her ndorrible beauty — ^by the goodness and 



purity written on her rosy cheek. To-day, how- 
ever, the eyes of the princess were less clear and 
dazzling than usual — a gleam of sadness shad- 
owed her fair brow, and her coral lips trembled 
lightly as if in pain. Perhaps it was the remem- 
brance of the beautiful and happy days, past and 
gone like a dream, which made the lonely pr^ent 
seem so bitter. Absent-minded and thought^ 
she stepped forward without looking to the right 
or left, regardless of the flashing orders and stais, 
of the handsome oflScers and courtly circle bow- 
mg profoundly before her as she passed on. 

The court had now passed; the bowed heads 
were raised, and now the young French officers 
cast impertinent, almost challenging glances, at 
the ladies of the queen and the pnncesses, who 
drew near and bestowed here and there stolen 
smiles and light greetings upon their admirers. 

Fraulein Marshal did not seem to be aware that 
the insolent eyes of these haughty Frenchmen 
were fixed upon her. Proudly erect she advanced; 
her large blue eyes were turned toward the prin- 
cess ; she gave neither glance nor smile to any one; 
her noble and beautiftd countenance had a stem, 
resolved expression — her lips were pouting, and 
her usually soft eyes told tales of an angry sool 
There was something Juno-like in her appear- 
ance — she was lovely to behold, but cold and 
stem in her beauty. 

As she passed by Count Belleville, he exclaimed 
with a sigh to his neighbor : " Ah, look at this 
majestic Galatea, this beautiful marble statue, 
which can only be awaked to life by kisses." 

Fraulein Marshal trembled slightly ; a crimson 
blush suffused her face, her shoulders, and even 
her back ; but she did not hesitate or turn. She 
moved on slowly, though she heard the officers 
laughmg and whispermg— though she felt that 
thek presumptuous eyes were fixed upon her. 

The queen and princesses made the ffrande 
tournee through the rooms, and then mingled with 
the guests ; all formal etiquette was now laid aside, 
and a gay and unembarrassed conversation might 
be carried on till the beginning of the concert. 
This seemed to degenerate, on the part of tho 
French officers, to an indiscreet, frenzied levity. 
They laughed and talked boisterously— they 
walked arm in arm before the ladies, and re- 
marked upon them so boldly, that crimson blushes, 
or frightened pallor, was the result Even tho 
queen remarked the strange and unaccountable 
excitement of her guests, and to put an end to it 
she entered the concert-room and ordered the mu- 
sic to commence. Even this had no effect. The 
royal capello played an overture composed by the 
king, with masterly precision — tho dingers emu- 
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Sated tbem in an Italian aria — but all this diJ not 
fiilence the noisj con versa tiou of tbe Frenchmeu, 
They lauglied and chatted \iithout roatraiat j aad 
neither the amazed glances of the princcsaes nor 
the sigaa of tho grand-master of ccrcmoniea, 
made the slifjhtest impressicn npon tbera. 

SuddL'ulj there wa3 a slight pau^e, and the 
Princesa Amelia rose up from her seat and beck- 
oned with her ian to Baron Pollnitz. In a loud 
and angry Toice, she said j ** Baron Pullnitz, I in- 
sist upon joar forcing these ehriekiii^ popinjays 
of the Jlarfiuiae de Pompadour to silence. We 
cannot hear the mnslc for their loud chattering* 
The like birdd may pasa very well in the gallant 
boudoir of a certain marquise, but not lu a royal 
palace of Berlin." 

Pollnitz sLtriink back m alarm^ and fixed an im- 
ploring look apon th^ princess. Amongst the 
French officers arose an angry tannnnr, swelling 
louder and loader, tnor*; and more threatening, 
and completely drowning the music ivbicb was 
just recommencing. 

The queen bowed down to the princess, *^I 
pray you^ sister,'' said she, in a low Toice, " re- 
member that we are poor, unprotected women, 
and not in a condition to deft^nd ourselves. Let 
us appear not to remark this unmannerly conduct, 
and let ne rem cm her that the king has made it 
our dutj to receive the French officers with marked 
attention*" 

"You, el^ter, are simply a fllave to the com- 
mands of the king. I!e is more truly your mas- 
ter than your husband/^ said the princL^sa^ angrily* 

The (jaeen smiled sweetly. "You are right- I 
am his slave, and my soul has ebosen him for its 
lord. Blame me not, then, foe my obedience." 

"Do you intend to allow the arrogant presump- 
tion of these haughty Frenchmen to go unpun- 
ished ? " 

"I will take psiins not to observe it," said the 
queen, turnlug her attention again to tho music. 

During all tins time, Count Belleville Stood be- 
hind Frauldn Marshal. While the concert was 
going on J ho ho wed over her and spoke long and 
impressively. Franlein Marshal did not reply ; 
neither bi^ ardent Lovc^ssuranees, nor his glowing 
reproaches, nor hie passionate entreaties, nor his 
bold and oflTcnaive iusoleiiee, could draw from her 
one word, one look. 

When the concert was over, and they were 
about to return to the saloon where, until supper^ 
they could dance and amuse themselves, the 
young maiden turned with calm composure and 
indifference to Count Ik41eville. "Sir, I forbid 
you to molest me with your presence, and I coun- 
Bel yoa no longer to offend my ears with ihes^ in- 



decent romances, which you have no doubt learned 
upon the streets of Paris. But if, believing that 
r am unprotected, you still dare to insult mc, I 
inform you that my father has this moment ar- 
rived, and will certainly relieve me from your dia* 
agreeable and troublesome society." She epoke 
aloud, and not only Belleville, but tJie graup of 
French officers who stood behind him, beard every 
word. She passed by them with calm indiffei^ 
ence and joined a large^ elderly officer, who was 
leaning against a pillar, and who stretched outhij 
band smilingly towarci her, 

*' Father," she sal J^ ''God himself put it in 
your heart to come to Berlin this day. You are 
by my side, and I have nothing to fear, I know 
you can prot^jct me." 

In the mean time, the musicians commenced to 
play tho grave and at the same time coquettish 
minuet, and the officers drew near the hidiea to 
lead them to the dance. ThL? was done, however, 
in so bold and unconstrained a manner, with such 
manifest nonchidance^ the request was made with 
inch levity, the words were so little rcspectftili 
that the ladies drew back fngiitened 

Princess Amelia called Fraulein Marshal to her 
side. She took her hand with a kindly smile. 

*' My child," she said, " I rtjolco that yon have 
the courage to defy these shameless coiteombs. 
Go on^ and count upon my protection. Why ai e 
you not dancing ? " 

'^Because no one has asked me." 

At this moment an officer drew near with dili- 
gent haste, apparently to lead her to the dance. 
While in the act of offiiring his hand to her he 
made a sudden movement, os if he had just recog- 
nized the lady^ turned his hack, and withdrew 
without a word of apology. 

The princess was enraged. **I promise yon 
they shall be punished for this presumption." 
She turned to Baron Marsha!, who stood behind 
his daughtcn *' Baron," said she, "if this leads 
to a duel, I will be your e^ond I " 



CHAPTEE YII. 

IN TFIB WIJiDOW-NIGHE, 

While these events were occurring in the dan- 
elng-room, and the queen was seated at the card- 
table^ the Princess Wilhehnina, wife of Prince 
Henry, stood in tiie window-niche of the ball- 
room and conversed with Count Kalkreuth, the 
friend and adjutant of her husband. Tiic count had 
bee a sent home amongst the wounded, but be was 
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now restored and siliout to return to the camp. 
Tbej spoke quickly and impressive! j togethePj but 
the mu^sic drowned their worda and made them 
Indistinct to all others* What said tUcj to each 
other? Seemingly petty and indiflfcreDt things. 
They had, petliaps, a deeper*, secret meaning, for 
the coimtenance of the princess and that of the 
count wet^ grave and sad, and the sweet emLle had 
Taniahed from the charming face of the princess. 
They epoke of unimportant things, perhaps, be- 
cause they had not the courage for the great 
word which mTist be spoken — th^ word farewdl ! 

'* Your royal highness has then no further com- 
mission to give me for tlie prinee? " said the connt, 
after a pause. 

" No/' said the prince.=iB ; '* I wrote to iihn yes- 
tCTday by the courier. Describo the hall to him, 
and tell him how we are, and how jou left me," 

"Imugt tell him, then, that your highneE^s is 
perfectly gay, entirely happy j and glowing with 
health and beauty," said the count, The^e were 
simple and suitable words, but they were spoken 
in a hard and bitter tfln<*. 

The prineess fixed her large soft eyca with an 
almost pleading ejcpreesion iipon the count; then 
with a quick movement she took a wi-eath of white 
poses, which she wore in her bosom, and held them 
toward him, "As a proof that I am gay and 
happy,^' paid she, "take these flowers to my hus- 
band, and tell him I adorned myself with them in 
honor afhhftte." 

The connt pressed his lips convulsively together 
and looked angrily upon thti princess, but he did 
not raise his hiind to take the flowers^ — did not 
appear to see that she held them toward him. 

" Well, sir," said Princess Wilheknina, "you do 
not take the flowers * " 

**No,*^£aid he, paAaiotiately, *'I will not take 
them." 

The princess looked anxiously around- she 
feared some one might have heard this stormy 
" No." She soon convinced herself that there was 
no listener nearer than her maid of honor j Frau- 
leln Marshal was stitl near the Princess J\nieHa, 
and she was somewhat isolated by etiquette ; she 
saw, th^^refore, that she dared carry on this oou* 
versation. 

"Why will yon not take my flowers ? " she said, 
proudly 

The count drew nearer, " I will tell you, prio- 
:iess," said he — " I will tell you, if this passionate 
pain now burning in my breast does not slay me, 
t will not take your flowers, because I will not be 
1 messenger of love between you and the prince ; 
Decausc I cannot accept the shame and degmda- 
tion which auch an office would lay upon me. 



Princess you have forgotten, but I remember there 
was a wondrous time in which I, and not the 
prince, was favored with a like precioiis gift. At 
that time you allowed me to hope that this glow- 
ing, inextinguishable feeling which filled my heart, 
my soul, found an echo in your breast ; that at 
least you would not condemn me to die unheard, 
misunderstood." 

'*I knew not at that time that my husband 
loved me," murmured the princess ; '* I thought I 
was free and jostified in giving that heart whidi 
no one claimed to whom I would." 

"You had no sooner learned that the prince 
loved you than you turned from me, proud and 
cold," said the count, bitterly ; " relentlessly, with- 
out mercy, without pity, you trampled my heart 
under your feet, and not a glance, not a word 
showed me that you had any remembrance of the 
past. I will tell you what I suffered. You have 
a cold heart, it will make you happr to hear of 
my anguish. I loved you so madly I almost hated 
you ; in the madness of my passion I cursed yon. 
I thanked God for the war, which forced me to 
that for which I had never found the moral 
strength to leave you. Yes, I was grateful when 
the war called me to the field — I hoped to die. I 
did not wish to dishonor my name by suicide. I 
was recklessly brave, because I despised life— I 
rushed madly into the ranks of the enemy, seek- 
ing death at their hands, but God's blessed mims- 
ter disdained me even as you had done. I was 
borne alive fr<jm the battle-field and brought to 
Berlin to be nursed and kindly cared for. Ko one 
knew that here I received daily new and bitter 
wounds. You were always cruel, cruel even to 
the last moment ; you saw my sufferings, but yoa 
were inexorable. Ob, princess, it would have been 
better to refuse me entrance, to banish me from 
your presence, than to make my heart torpid un- 
der the influence of your cold glance, youp pol- 
ished speech, which ever allured me and yet kept 
me at a distance. You have played a cruel game 
with me, princess, you mock me to the last. Shall 
I be your messenger to the prince ? You know 
well that I would give my heart's blood for one 
of those sweet flowers, and you send them by me 
to another. My humility, my subjection ia at att 
end ; you have sinned a^inst mo as a woman, 
and I have therefore the right to accuse you as t 
man, I will not take these flowers I I will not 
give them to the prince ! And now I have fio' 
ished — ^I beg you to dismiss me." 

The princess had listened tiembUngly ; her fact 
became ever paler — completely exhausted^ she 
leaned against the wall 

** Before yon go " -^liispered she, " listen to t 
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few words ; it tnay be that the death you aeelc 
may be found on the battle-field — this may be onv 
last interview in tJiis world ; in such a moment 
we dare speok the tmtb to each other ; from the 
louls which have been closely veiled^ may cloud 
and darknesB be for one moment lifted. What I 
now say to you Ehall go oa a sacred secret with 
you to the grave, if you fall ; but if God bears my 
prayer, and you return, I command you to forget 
it, never to remind me of it. Tou gay I have a 
cold heart. Aka 1 1 only choked the flame which 
raged within me ; I would not have my honor and 
my duty burned to flsbea. You say tbat my eyes 
are never clouded, that they ehed no tears. Ah ! 
believe me, 1 have wept inwardly, and the silent, 
unseen tears the h^art weep3 are bitterer than all 
others. You reproach me for having received you 
when you returned here aiek and wonndled, and 
for not having closed my doors against you, I 
know well that was my duty, and a thousand times 
I have prayed to God on my knees for strength to 
do this, but Fe did not hear me, or He had no 
mercy. I coald not send you off; had my lips 
spoken the fearful worda, the eh nek of my heart 
would have called yon back. My lips had strength 
to refuse an answer to the question which I i-ead 
in your face, m your deep dejection, but ray heart 
answered you in silence and tears. Like you, I 
could not forget — like you I remembered the 
bounteous sweet past* Now you know all — go 1 
As you will not take these flowers to the prince, 
they are yoiu's, were intended for you; I have 
baptized them with my tears. Farewell 1 " 

She gave him tbe flowers, and without looking 
toward him, viithont giving him time to answer, 
she stepped forward and called her chamberlain. 

" Count Saldow, be kind enough to accompany 
Count Kalkreutl), and give him the books and pa^ 
pers my husband Ims ordered.*^ 

Wilhelmina pn,3sed on proadly^ calmly, with a 
smile on her lip.'i, but no one knew what it cost 
her poor heart. She did not look back. Kal krenth 
would have given years to take leave once more 
of the lovely face, to ask pardon for the hard, rude 
words he had dared to say. The princess had 
still the bashful timidity of virtue ; after the con- 
fession she had made she dared not look upon 
him. The count controlled himself ; he followed 
Saldow. He was b«wildeped, rapturously giddy. 
As he left the eastle and entered hU carriage be 
looked up at the window and said : " I will not 
die \ — ^I will letum I " — then pressed the bouquet 
to his lips and sank back iu the carriage. 



OHAPTEE yill. 

THE NtTTSHELLS BEHIND THE KArTEUIL OP TIJl 

PRiNCEsa WiLHi^HiNA, as WO havc said, did 
not look back ; she stepped silently through the 
ball-room, and approached the Priuc^a Amelia. 
She stood for a moment behind a couple who were 
dancing the Fraji^ais^, The FVench officers bad 
just taught this dance to the Prusaian laJics aa 
the newest Parisian mode* 

It was a graceful and coquettish dance^ ap- 
proaching and avoiding ; the ladies Stood opposite 
their cavaliers, and advanced with smiling graee, 
then appeared to fly from them in mocliiiig haste. 
They were pursued In artij^tic toura by their eava- 
lieis ; at the end of the dance their hands were 
clasped m each other's, and they danced through 
the rooni with the graceful time and step of the 
minuet* 

Princess Willielmina stood silent and unobaei^ 
vant; she knew not the dance was ended; she 
kuew not that the music was silenced. A softer, 
sweeter, dearer melody sounded in her ears ; sho 
heard the echo of that voice «hich bad apokeu 
scornfully J despairingly, and yet love had been the 
sweet theme. 

The sudden stilhieas waked her from her dream 
and she stepped forward. The general silence 
was interrupted by the wtill-known coarse, Stem 
voice of the Princess Amelia. 

" Does this danoe please you, Baron Marshal ? 
The French officers have taught it to our ladies as 
a return for tho liancc which our brave Prussian 
soldiers taught the French at Rossbacb ; at Rosa- 
bach J however, they danced to a quicker, faster 
tempo. These Frenchmen are now calling out, 
* ^n avant/^ but at Eossbacb, I am told, * Mi ar- 
riAhef^ was the word of command." 

A death'like silence followed these sarcastic 
words of the princess, and throughout tho room 
her mocking, derisive laugh which followed these 
words was distinctly heard. She rose, and lean* 
iug upon the arm of Baron Marshal, advanced to 
meet the Princess WQbelmina, and cast a fierce 
glance at the officers, who were assembled in 
groups and talking in low tones hut earnestly with 
each other. 

Suddenly Belleville, leaning on another officer, 
advanced from one of these groups ; they walked 
backward and forward, laughing and chattering 
loudly, without regarding the presence of the prjn^ 
cess. They then drew Dear the orohestra, ani 
called otit in a jovial tonei 

"Messieurs, have the kindness to play a Datd 
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TraltBj but iti the quick time which the AualtianB 
played at ItocbkircLi, when they drove the Prus- 
iiima befora them ; and in which Field-Marahal 
BrQghe plajed at Bergeoi when he tramped upon 
the PrusslfLus ! Play on, measieura ! pi ay on [ '* 

Belleville tiieii danced forward with great levity 
of raaimer to Franleiu Marshal, who fltood hj the 
Bide of her ialhuT ; without saluting her, he soiacd 
her hand, 

*'Come, -ma ioule hcJle^'^ aald ho, "you ha^-e 
played the marble statue long enough for ono day \ 
it \& time that you should awake to life in my 
arms. Come, tht^n, and dance with mo your Lia- 
civious Dutch walt^, which no respectable woniaa 
in FranQe would dare to daucc ! Come I come ! " 

Belleville tried to drag Frauldn Marshal for- 
■waiN3, but at the instant a powerfid and heavy 
arm was laid upon him, and his hand was dashed 
off rudely. 

''T bave heard you to the end," said Baron Mar- 
shal, calmly ; " I wished to see a little of the re- 
nowned gallantry of wliicli th^ Fr<?nchman is eo 
proud- It appears to me that a strange ton must 
now teign iu Pari-^, well suited, perhaps, to the 
boud<jire <jf mistresses, but not fitting or accept 
fthle to the ears of rei?pectable womciL I beg you 
therefore, sir, not to assume this Ion in Berlin ; I 
am resolved not to endure iL" 

Belleville laughed aloud, drew very near the 
baron, and looked him insolently in tho face. 

"Who are you, monsieur^ irho dare take the 
liberty of begging me, who do not know you, to 
do or not do any thing P " 

"I am Baron Marshal, the father of this hidy 
irhora you have dared to offend I " 

Belleville laughed a till louder than before. 

" Aha! that is a heautiful fairy tale I You who 
arc as hideous as a baboon, and hare borrowed 
the dji^ of the cat ! — you the father of the lovely 
Galatea Marshal ! — tell that tale to other ears — I 
do not believe in such aberrations of Sfaturo. I 
repeat my question : who are you ? what is your 

"I repeat to you, I am Baron Matshal, the 
father of this lady." 

^*Tou are more crodulous^ sir, than I atn,if you 
believe that," said Belleville, coarsely* 

"Perhaps I am le&s credulous than you sup- 
pose," said Marshal, quietly* *' It would, for ex- 
ample, be difficult for me to believe that you are 
a nobleman. I can assure you, however, that I 
am not only noble, but a man of honor.*' 

Belleville was in the act of giving a passionate 
answer, when the doors of the supper-room were 
thrown open, and a sea of light irradiated the 
rooQL 



At this moment, the queen and Her ladies at 
tered from the card-room, and, at her ftppcaraao; 
every word^ every sound was baalied, SilemlT, 
and with a conciliatory smile, the que.en paisd 
throug;h tlio saloon, and seated berBelf at the table^ 
she then gave the aign to the grand-master, thil 
her guests should be seated. And now the fl«v 
vants, in golden hveries, flew from side to ^h 
bearing silver p!atea, containing the rare and fei 
grant viands which the mventive li^^ad of Bana 
Pollnitz had ordei^ for the favored guests of hff 
majesty the Queen of Prussia. 

Nothing is so wdl calculated to quiet the pa- 
tui-bed floul as a costly and well-prepared feasi^ 
The haughty Frenchmen soon forgot tbeir ai«i 
fied vanity and resentment, and were well pkaaei 
to he seated at the table of the *' great FrederidL*^ 
They ate and drank right merrily in honor of if 
bold and brave prince who liad sent them hai 
from Rossbach ■ but if the rieh dishea mode tbd 
forget their mortification, the fiery wine esciceJ 
yet more their presumptuous levity. They ioT^ 
that they were the guests of a queen. Louder aal 
more extravagant was their gayety^ more boi3t£^ 
oufl, more indiscreet their unrcstrtiined langtt^t 
In their frantio merriment thcj dared to auc 
aloud some of the little ambiguous, equivoci 
chcLnaong^ which belonged to the gamine of IVi^ 
and at which the Marq^uise de Pompadour lauglne:!! 
till she shed tears when sung sometimes by tit 
merry courtiers* 

In vain the grand-master besought them, m 
hia most polished manner, not to sing at table. 

** We have been so long forced to listen to ti* 
dull, screeching discord of you.r singers, that n 
mnst have eome compensation!'* said thej. 
^' Besides,'* said Belleville, in a loud voicei, *" it 
belongs now to hon ton to sing at the table; &ai 
the Pru&sian court should thank iis for introducio* 
tins new Parisian mode.'* 

They sang^ chatted, laugh ed^ and almost over* 
powered the music by their boisterous leri^. 
Their presumptuous revelry seemed to be cvci^ 
moment on the increase. The Austrian and Bu* 
sian officers looked upon them with disgust aal 
alarm, and entreated tbem to deaiat \ but tha 
Preneh officers were regardless of all etiquette, 
During the dessert, Eelkville and some of bis fricniiJ 
arose and drew near the table at which the que» 
and the prtncesses were seated j this was in tk 
middle of the room, and slightly separated froo 
the other tables. They gazed at the princessae 
with insolent eyes, and, placing themselves be 
hind the chair of the queen^ they began to ci*t 
nuts with their teeth, and throw the ehelU c»i» 
Icssly upon the floor, near her majestj. 
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The queen continacd a quiet converfia-tiori wilh 
the Princess WilhelTDina, and appeared whoUj un- 
conscious of tbia rudeness and vulgarity ; but her 
face was pallid, and her ejes filled with tears. 

"I praj your majesty to rise from the table I '* 
said the rrincesa Wilhelmina, " Look at tlie 
Princess Anoelin; ber countenance glows with 
anger ; tlierc is a tempest on her bi'o^v, and it is 
about to burst upoa us.^* 

" You are right ; that !a the beat way to end 
this tortan>." She rose from the table, and gave 
a sign for a general nioyement 

When the qn&en and her euit^ had left the 
room, Baron Marahal drc^ near Count Belleville, 

**Sir/* said he, *'I told you before that I was 
not sufficiently credulous to take you for a noble- 
man. Your conduct at the table has proved tbat 
I did 'Well to doubt you. Yourself and friends 
have sho^Tn that you are strangers to the duties 
of cavaliers, and utterly ignorant of the mannera 
of good society," 

"Ah !" cried Belleville, "this offience demands 
satisfaction." 

" I am ready to grant h" said Baron Marshal j 
" name the time and pUce of meeting." 

" Yon knoff well," cried Belleville, " that I am 
a prisoner, and have given my word of honor not 
to use my sword ! " 

" So you were impertinent and shameless, because 
you kne*^ ynu were aafe? You knew that^ thanks 
to your word of honor^ you could not be chas- 
tised!'* 

" Sir/' cried Eellevillej " you forget that yon 
speak not only to a nobleman, but to a aoldierJ* 

" Well, I know that I speak to a Fronchman, 
who lost bis powder-mantle and pomatum-pot at 
Rossbach." 

Belle villCj beside himself with rage, eeized his 
Bword, and half drew it from the scabbard, 

" God be praisetl, I have a sword with which to 
revenge insult 1" he cried, "I have given my 
word not to nse it on the battle-field against the 
Prussians, but bcre we stand as private adversar 
Ties, man to man, and I challenge yon^ sir — I chal- 
lenge yon to mortal combat I will have satisfac- 
tion! You hare iasnlted me as a nobleman, as a 
Frenchman, and as a soldier* No consideration 
shall restrain me, I dare not use my sword — ■ 
well, then^ we will fight with pistols* As to time 
and placei, expect me to-morrow, at eight oMock, 
3n the Thiergarden." 

"I accept the conditions, and I will await yon 
with your seconds," said Baron Marshal 

"If the baron has not chosen his seconds," 
said a soft voice behind him, " I beg to offer my 
Bervicea." 



Baron Harsbal turned, and saw an officer in 
the Austrian uniform, 

"Count Ranusi," cried Belleville, ostotiisbed ; 
" how, monsieur 1 you ofiFef yourself as second to 
my adversary ? I had thought to ask this service 
of you." 

" I suspected so," said Ranuzi^ with his aecufl- 
tomed calm and quiet mamier, " therefore I anti- 
cipated you. The right is certainly on the side of 
Baron Marshal, and in offering myself as his sec- 
ond, I do so in the name of all the Austrian offi- 
cers who are present, Thej have all seen the 
events of this evening with painful indignation. 
Without doubt the world will soon be acquainted 
with them ■ w^e wish to make an open, public dcm* 
onstration that wc wholly disapprove the con- 
duct of the Prencb officers. The nutsbena thrown 
bebmd the faut^uU of the queen have made us 
your adversaries, Count Belleville J* 

" That is not the occasion of this duel, but tha 
aflront offered me by Baron Marshal," cried Belle- 
vllie, " This being the case, will you still be the 
second of my opponent ? *^ 

" I was compelled to insult yo^i," said Baron 
Marshal, *' because you would have given mo no 
satisfaction for the nutshells thrown behind the 
faut^dl of the queen ; but he assured that I do 
not fight with you in order that you may wash 
out jxxy offenee with my blood, but wholly and 
alone that your blood may wash away the nut- 
shells from the feet of the queen*" 

Baron Marshal then turned to Ranun. " I ac- 
cept your offer, sir, and rejoice to make the ac- 
quaintance of a true noblemam Have the good- 
ness to meet the seconds of Count Belle viDe, and 
make all necessary arrangements. I will call for 
you early in the morning, I only say further that 
it is useless to make any attempts at recon- 
cihation — I shall not listen to ihem, Prussia and 
Franco are at war. My great king has made no 
peace — T also will not bear of it. The nutshells 
lie behind the fauteuil of the queen, and only the 
blood of Count Belleville can wash them away.'* 

lie bowed to Ilanuzi, and joined bis daughter, 
who, pale and trembling, awaited hun in the next 
room. 

*' Oh, father," said she, with teaps gushing from 
lior eyes,, " your life is in danger — yon meet death 
on my account I " 

" No, thank God, my child, your name will not 
be mixed up in this ofialr, No one can s:iy that 
the mortified father revenged an insult offered to 
Ins daughter. I fight this duel not for you, but 
because of the nutshells behind the fauteuil of tba 
queau." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE DUEL AND STS CONSEQUENCES. 

Harlt 111 the morning two boraemen dashed 
down tliG Linden. Their loud conversation, their 
pert and noisy laughter, aroused the curiosity of 
the porters who stood yawnmg in the hous^doors, 
and the mdds opened the windows and gazed cu- 
riously at the two gallant French officers who 
were taking such an early ride to the Thiergarden. 
When the girls were young and pretty, Belleville 
threw tbf^m a kiss as he passed by, and com- 
miinded them to give it with his tenderest greet- 
ing to their fair mistresses. 

" nap[jily," said his companion, " these good 
Betlinera do not understand our speech sufficiently 
to inform their mistresses of this last insolence of 
Count Belleville." 

" They do not, but their mistresses do, and I 
cannot think that they are still sleeping. No, I 
am convinced they have risen early, and are now 
standing behind their maids, and watching us go 
by* In this street dwell those who call themselves 
society 5 they were at the castle yesterday, and 
know of this duel I think our good marquise 
wtU one day reward me richly for this duel, when 
I t€U her that I stood behind the queen and cracked 
nuts like a gamin in Paris, and that I was shot at 
because of the nutshells. She will laugh tears — 
teflrfl which I will strive to convert into diamonds 
for myself/* 

''You feel assured that you will return un- 
harmed from this duel ? " 

^*Yefl, I cannot doubt it. I always won the 
prize at our pistol-shooting in Paris, and then, this 
Btupid Dutchman is, without doubt, horrified at 
the thought of shooting at a man, and not at a 
mark. No, vraiment, I do not doubt but I shall 
be Tictorions, and I rejoice in anticipation of that 
d^euner dinatoire with which my friends will cel- 
ebrate it." 

" But,^* said his second, " let us for a moment 
suppose that you are not victorious; one must 
eTEjr bo prepared in this poor world, ruled by acci- 
dent^ for tlie worst that can bofall. In case you 
fall, have you no last commissions to give me ? " 

Count Belleville stopped his horse as they were 
in the act of entering the garden. 

** You positively insist on burying me ? Well, 
then, I will make my last will In case I fall go 
Instantly to my quarters, open my writing-desk, 
ftnd press upon a small button you will see on the 
left eide ; there you will find letters and papers ; 
tic them carefully, and send them in the usual 
way to Countess Bemis. As to my heritage, you 



know I have no gold ; I leave nothing bat deba 
My clothes you can give to my faithful serrtn; 
Francois ; for the last year I have paid him n 
wages. Now my testament is made — ^no, stop, I 
had forgotten the most important item. Should tb; 
inconceivable, the unimaginable happen ? shool: 
this Dutch village^evil slay me, I make it the 
duty of the French officers here to revenge me m 
the haughty daughter of my adversary, and on tl 
these dull and prudish beauties. They must car? 
out what I intended yesterday. I have draws i 
few sketches and added a few notes ; make <? 
many copies as are required, and paste them ontk 
designated places. If I fall, this mnst be do« 
the following night, that my wandering soul mj 
find repose in the sweet conscioosness of reveo^ 
If my enemy's ball strikes me, hasten fbnrard, 
and, before any one dares lay his hand upon s^ 
take from my breast-pocket a paper, which joi 
will find there, and conceal it ; it is the dn^m, 
and it is my legacy to my comrades. Swear to me 
to do as I have said." 

"I swear I" 

** And now, mon ami, let us forget this stnjEi 
thought of death, and look life saucilj and menfr 
in the face. Life will not have the courage to break 
with a brave son of la beUe FranceJ^^ 

Belleville drew his bridle suddenly, and spraH 
through the gate into the garden ; turning to the 
right, they rode for some time under the shadot 
of the trees, then through a side aUee, whidi kd 
to an open place surrounded by lofty oaks. At this 
moment he heard the roll of an open carria^ 
and turning, he saluted gayly the two gentlemai 
who were seated in it ; 'he checked his horse sikJ- 
denly in order to ride by their side, and provokini 
the beautiful and noble beast by the rude use d 
his spurs, he forced it into many difficult n\ 
artistic evolutions. Arrived at the place of res- 
dezvous, he sprang lightly from the saddle as^ 
fastened his horse- to a tree, then drew near Baca 
Marshal, who, with Ranuzi, was just desceDdiBi 
frm the carriage. 

" No man could be more prudent than yomseli^ 
sir," said he, laughing, "to come to a rendezvoos 
in a carriage ; truly, that is a wise and, I think oi 
this occasion, weD-grounded precaution.*' . 

** A forethought which I have exercised on yoar 
account," said the baron, gravely. "Yon, sir, 
wHl require a carriage, and knowing you, as 1 
stranger, had no carriage in Berlin, I brought 
mine. It shall be at your service." 

" Vraiment/ you are too good I I hope, hor 
ever, not to make use of your offer." 

Now, according to custom, Ranuzi drew netf 
the baron to make a last attempt at reconcifiadoB. 
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He answered sternly : " You know that I am not 
to blame, and therefore will take no step in this 
matter. I suppose, Count lleUeville is as little 
disposed as mjMi to muke apologies ^' 

"I intend to prove to jou^ sir hmvon, that I am 
a nobleman and a. brave one ; aud as to the nuts 
which I cracked behind the queePj luy only regret 
is, that they, like every thing else in yoac detested 
Berlin, were boUow." 

" No, sir, they were not at all hollow/* said 
Baron MaRibal, druning up the eock of his pis- 
tol; "in one of those nuta I saw a deatli-worm, 
which will fioon bore Into jo\i^ flesh," 

He bowed to Belleville and took the place 
pointed out by liia second. The second of Belle- 
ville then drew near^ nM led him to the outennoat 
point of the line. 

The Frenchman laughed aloud, *' How/* said 
he, " you will take me to the end of the world to 
secure me from the ball of my enemy ? '* 

" Sir," said the grave and solemn voice of the 
baron, " you wiU still be too near me," 

" Well, sir baron, I give you precedence," said 
Belleville, laughing, ^' though, I believe, I have the 
right; but age must have the precedeDoe^-£re, 
sir." 

" No, young man/^ said MarBhal, fladly ; "I 
will grant you one more glance at the glad sun 
and the frt^sh, green earth ; you shall fire first, 
and I council you to lay aside your levity ; let 
your hand be firm and your aim steady ; if you 
fail, you are lost, I urn a good shot, and I am 
without mercy*" 

There was something so convincing, so gloomy 
m his tone, Uiat Belleville was involuntary affected 
by it. For the first time his brew was clouded, 
and a slight pallor took possession of bis cbeek ; 
but he forced back i)i\a pmphctle shudder q^uiok- 
ly, and raised hia pistol with a firm band- 
Far away, in the still park, sounded the echo 
of his shot ; but opposite to him stood his adver- 
sary, £rm and calm a^ before, with hi$ eye fixed 
steadily upon him. 

Belleville threw bis pistol to the groimd, and 
drawing his gold snuff-bos: from his vest-pocket 
with his small white hands, adorned with eii^ of 
lace, he played carelessly upon the lid ; then opened 
It, and slowly and gracefully took a pinch of snuff, 
Baying, coolly, " I await your ball." 

Marshal rai:sed bis pistol and aimed directly at 
<he head of his enemy, who looked him firmly in 
the eye. The appearance of this youthful, fresh, 
and brave face softened, against his will, the noble 
and magnanimous soul of this good man. He let 
"is arm fall " Sir," said he, ■* you are so young, 
|>erhaps your life may improve, I will not kill 



you. But you need for this life a great, impressive 
lesson and a lasting warning. I will therefore 
shoot you through the right leg, just above the 
knee.*** Ee iiiiscd the pistol quickly, and 
fired. As the smoke was lifted, Belleville waa 
seen lying bleeding on the ground. The shot had 
gone right through the knee and broken the knee- 
pan. 

As hia second bowed over him, Belleville whis- 
pered, with broken eyes and trembling lips : "My 
legacy I do not forget my legacy I I believe I 
ehall die ; this pain is horrible," 

The Frenchman took the paper firora his pocket 
and concealed it, 

** I will be avenged," said Belleville, with a con- 
vulsive emile, then sank into unconsciousness, ' 

Belleville was placed in the carriage of Baron 
Marshal and carried to the clty^ Baron Marshal 
went immediately to the commandant of Berlin, 
gave notice of what had taken place, and declared 
himself under arrest. 

The commandant took his band kindly, " The 
laws forbid duelling, and I must consider you un^ 
der arrest until I receive further orders. That ia 
to say, bouse-arrea t \ you must give me your word 
not to leave your bouse. I will send a courier 
immediately to the king, I was in the castle last 
night, and witness to all the circumstances whlth 
led to this duel, witne&sed the conduct of these 
Frenchmen, and in your place I would have acted 
just flfl you have done." 

The French officers fdfiited the vow they had 
made to their wounded comrade ; they had prom- 
Lied to revenge him on Fraulein Marshal and the 
other ladies of the court. 

The morning after the duel, on the comers of 
all the principal streets, placards were pasted, 
which were soon surrounded by crowds of men^ 
eshihiting astonishment and indignation. These 
placards contained a register of ail the young and 
beautiful women of the court and city ; to these 
names were added a frivolous and voluptuous pep- 
aonal description of every lady, and to this the 
name of the French oMcer which each was sup- 
posed to favor,f 

An outcry of ficom and rage was beard through- 
out Berlin ; every one was ejtdttjd at the bound- 
less shamelesaness of the French officers, and on 
this occasion the mass of the people took thf 
part of the rich and the distinguished, whom gcn^ 
erally they envied and despised. They felt them^ 
selves aggrieved by the contempt and ridicule 
which these Frenchmen had east upon the daugt^ 



* The wordfl of Baroa Marsbal^-Soa ThiahanlL 
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ters of Prusalflnai and no police fofce was neces- 
Bary to tear tlieao placarda from the walls ; they 
were toni off and trampled under foot, or torn 
into a ihou&and pie<;es aod scattered to the winds. 
If a Frenchman dared to show himself on the 
BtreeC, he was received with curses and threats, 
and the police were obliged to forbid them to ap- 
pear m any public place, a» they feai^ed they 
would tjot be able to protect them from the fierce 
Indication of the people. The doors of all the 
prominent housed^, in. which heretofore they had 
received bo nmch attention, were now closed 
Bgainfit them. Tho commandant of Berlin had 
ftent a detailed account of the conduct of the 
French ofliccra to the king, and the answer had 
been received. 

Eight days afler the placards had been pasted 
np by the Frenchmen, exactly upon the same 
places new placards were to be found, around 
which the people ^ero again assembled ; on every 
face was seen a !iappy smile, from every lip was 
heard expressions of harmony and approbation. 
This was a meeting of the king not only to his 
BerltnerSj but to Prussia and to the world ; he 
waa now *' tbo Great FrEjderiok,'* and all Europe 
listened when he spake. Frederick's greeting 
read tlius : 

" It is kTiowTi to all Europe that I have pro- 
vided every possible comfort to all officers who 
are prisoners of war. Swedes^ Frenchmen, Rus- 
EianSj Austrians I have EilloweJ to pass the time 
of their captivity at my capital. Many among 
them have taken advantage of the confidence 
reposed in them and carried on a forbidden cor- 
respondence ; they have also, by unmannerly and 
presumptuon.^ conduct, greatly abused the priv- 
tlcgcs allowed them ; I therefore feel myself con- 
strained to send them to Spandau, which city 
must not be confounded with the fortress of the 
same name at Spandau ; they will be no more re- 
stricted than in Bcrlini but they will be more 
clos^y watched. 

*'For this dceision I cannot be blamed. The 
law of nations and the example of my allied 
enemies justify me fully. The Austrians have 
not allowed any of my officers who have fallen 
into their hands to go to Vienna. The Russians 
have sent their captives to Kasan. My enemies 
lo^e no opportunity to give a false aspect to my 
acts ; I have, therefore, thought it wise to make 
known the causes which lead me to change my 
^jolicy with regard to the prisoners of war. 

" Frederick.'^ 

Two of the officers, with whom we are ac- 
quainted, were not included in this sentence of 
banishment. 



One was Count Belleville. On the day that b^ 
comrades, deprived of their swords, left Berk 
his corpse was carried through the outer gati 
The shot of Baron Marshal made an ampntatk 
necessary, and death was the conseqncnce. Wlik 
his friends, whose condemnation he had broogi: 
about, marched sadly to Spandao, his bodywsf 
laid in the "Friedhof." To the corpse had bt 
granted a favor denied to the living — his swr 
was allowed to deck his coffin. 

The Austrian officer, Ranuzi, because of b 
wise and prudent conduct and the powerful so- 
port he gave to Baron Marshal, was permitted ti 
remun in Berlin. Ranuzi received this penii* 
sion with triumphant joy. As he looked from kb 
window at the piisoners marching toward ^ 
dau, he said with a proud smile — ^** It is writta, 
*Be wise as a serpent.' These fools havess 
regarded the words of Holy Writ, and therefej 
they are punished, while I shall be rewardei 
Yes, my work will succeed! God gives mi 
visible blessing. Patience, then, patience! i 
day will come when I will take vengeance on ths 
haughty enemy of the Church. On that dijii 
colors of the apostolic majesty of Austria sbal 
be planted on the fortress of Magdeburg ! " 



CHAPTER X. 

THE FIVE COURIERS. 

It was the morning of the thirteenth of Aagitt 
The streets of Berlin were quiet and emptj. 
Here and there might be seen a workman wii 
his axe upon his 'shoulder, or a tradesman 5te.> 
ping slowly to his comptoir. ~ The upper drck d 
Berlin still slumbered and re&eshed Itself t&s 
the emotions and excitements of yesterday. 

Yesterday had been a day of rejoicing ; it lai 
brought the news of the great and glorious victoit 
which the crown prince, Ferdinand of Brunswick, 
had gained at Mmden, over the French ann; 
under Broglie and Contades. 

The crown prince had ever remembered Uiat 
great moment m the beginning of the war, wha 
his mother took leave of him in the presence 
of the Brunswick regiments. Embracing hia 
for the last time, she said: "I forbid yon U 
appear before me till you have performed deedi 
of valor worthy of your birth and your allies ! "* 

Her son, the worthy nephew of Frederick the 
Great had now bought the right to appear befoK 
his mother. 



t Bodman. 
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By tha victoTies of GotsfcM and Mindcti lie liiid 
now wiped out the defeat at Bergeu, aad the 
laurels i^hich Bl'lss:ic bad wan there ivcre n&w 
witbered and dead. 

Berlin had just receiTed tliid joyful new a. After 
BO muuh Borrow^ so maeh humiliation and diaap- 
poiutmentj sho might now indulge heraelf in jl 
day of festal joy, and, by public declarations and 
teatitnoniaLs^ make known to the world how dear 
to her heart was this victory of her king and hia 
generals^ and how deep and warm was the sym- 
pathy she Mt. 

All work was set aalde in honor of tliia great 
celebration — the people were spread abroad in 
tbe meadows and woods, shouting and rejo icing, 
playing and dancing; the rich and the distin- 
giiiahed joined them without eeromony, to prove 
to the world that m such great moments, nil dif- 
fercnccs of rank were forgotten — that they were 
all members of ono body — united in joy and in 
sorrow by an electric chain. 

So they slumbered on; the itreei^ were BtiU 
empty, the windows still closed. 

But see ! There comes a horseman th?oiigh the 
Frankfort gatCj dusty and breathl<^s; hia glowing 
face was radiant with Joy 1 As he dashed through 
the etreeta bewared a white handkerchief high 
in tHe air, and with a loud and powerful voice, 
cried out, " Victory ! victory I *' 

This ono word had a magic infuence* The 
windows flew up, the doors were dashed open, 
and shouting and screaming crowds of men rushed 
after the horseman. At a corner tbey surrounded 
his horse and compelled him to stop* " Who ia 
victorious ? *^ cried they tumultously. 

*^ The king — the great Fredeiick ! He has 
whipped the Russians at Kiinersdorf !" 

A cry of rapture burst from every lip. ** The 
king is victorious I he has defeated the Huasiiina I ^' 

Onward flew Llie courier to the palace; ailer 
Lim streamed the mad people* "The days of 
mourning are over — the blood of our sons has 
not been shed in vain, they are the honored 
dead— thoip death brought victory to the father- 
la od ; they have drenched the soil with the blood 
of our barbarous enemies^ Wq whipped the 
FreDch at Minden, the Russians at Kiinersdcrf, 
and now wo have defeated the Austrians and won 
back the trophies oF their victory at Hochkirch t" 

The people surrounded the castle shouting and 
Iriumphing. Tlie courier had entered to give to 
the queen tb<^ joyful news* Soon the royal mes- 
sengers were flying into every comer of the city 
to summon tlie ministers and officers of etiite to 
tae castle. On foot, on horseback, in carriages, 
they hofliened on^ and the people received them 



with joyful shouts, "Tl;e king ia victotioua; 
the Russians are defeated I " 

And now a door opened on a balcony ^ and 
Minister Ilerzberg stepped out. He waved hia 
hat joyfully high in tlie air. The people re- 
turiied this greeting with a roar like nn exulting 
lion* Ho waved his hand, and the lion ceased to 
roar — there waa death-like silence* He then told 
them that the king had ofi^ered battle to the Rus- 
Biana, yeaterday, not far fram Frankfort, The 
Russian army was greatly superior in numbers ; 
they received the Prussian 3 with a fearful, deadly 
fire I Unrestrainable, regardless of cannon-ballaj 
or of deaths the Prussians rushed on, stormed all 
the strongholds, and drove the Russian mihtia 
with fearful slaughter back to the graveyard of 
Kiinersdorf. At five o^ clock the king sent off 
the courier and the victory waa assured, 

" The victory was aasured !" reechoed the mighty 
voice of the people. With warm and kindly eytw 
they looked upon each other* Proud, glad, happy, 
men who did not know each other, who had neixT 
met, now felt that they were brothers, the sons 
of one fatherhuid, and they clasped hands^, and 
shouted their congratulations* 

Suddenly, at the end of tho street, an<ither 
horseman appeared. He drew nearer and nearer. 
It is a second courier, a second tnessa^e of our 
king to hia family and hia Berlincra. 

The people looked at him distmt^fjlly^ ani- 
ioualy. 'Wliat means this second co jier ? What 
news does he bring f 

His countenance gavj his brow clear, with a 
flashing gimile he greets the prople. lie brings 
news of victory — complete, aai^jred victory. 

Like the first courier, he dashed on to tho 
eaatle, to give his dispatchf/s to the queen and tho 
ministers. The people were drunk with joy. The 
equipages of the nobles rolled by. Every one 
whose rank gave him the privilege wished to offer 
his personal congratulations to the queen. 

And now in the Konlgstrasse was seen a vener- 
able procession* The magistrates of Berlin — -in 
fi'ont the burgomasters with their long periwigs 
and golden chains, behind them the worthy city 
council— all hastened to the castle to offer con- 
gratulations in the name of the city. 

The crowd drew back respectfully before the 
worthy city fathers, and opened a path for them, 
then fixed their eyes again upon the balcouy where 
Minister llerrl^erg again appeared, and called for 
silence^ 

Ue will give ua tho news of the second courier. 
The victory is absolute. The Ru^ians completely 
defeated. They had retreated to Kiinersdorf. In 
this village they proposed to defend themaclvea. 
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But the Pni^L^na were uDceaaliiglj pressing upon 
thero. Severi redoubta, Eirehhofi Spitzberg, and 
one liundred and eight j-eli cannon liad been 
tnkct]. The fiQcmj had Butlered a monetrous loss, 
(LBd was in the grcoteat confusion. The fate of the 
diT seemed concksive. ThU wna owiag to the 
heroic cotLrage of the arm/^ whom neither the 
bl^ziDg heat of the ana nor the unexampled 
Gliughter could for a moment redtroin. At six 
o'doek, when the king sent off tbLj second courier, 
the eneroj had retreated behind his last intrench, 
menta, and taltcn refuge at Gndenher^* 

A loud hurrah broke from tbe people as Hens- 
berg finiBlied aad Uft the balconj. Now there 
jFm no room for doubt. The enemy was over- 
whelmed and bad fled to his kfit intrenchment 
Would the king Icatc him unmolested, and would 
he not still drive the hated cQemj further? 

While groups of men were assembkni here and 
there, iliaeuBfiing Ihe^c weighty questions, and 
otbere, intosicated, drunk with Joy at this great 
Tietory over their hereditary eneraji were making 
eloquent addresses to tho people, a third courier 
appeared in sight. 

Breathless witb expectation and aniiety, they 
would not give him time to reach the castle. 
They must — they would kaowthe news he brings. 
There should be no delay, no temporliiag, no mys- 
tcii<i3. The people wore one great family. They 
awaited the message of their fatJcsi They de- 
manded news of their distant &oan and brothers. 

The third courier bnugs renewed assurances. 
Tlie Eu^aians are routed. The kiog will give 
them no rc^t. He will dnve them from their last 
stronghold* With his whole army, with cavalry and 
miJJtia, vith all lAs cannou, he was in the act of 
stormiDg Gudeuberg. Tliiii is the message of the 
thh-d courier* 

The people are proud and happy. No one thinks 
of going borne. In f^ct, they have Bo home but 
the Btreeta. Every house would be too small for 
this great family which feels a thirst to express its 
joy and ita rapturo to each other. And then it 
was possible tlio king might send another courier. 
Who could go heme till they knew that the Kus- 
slaus were driveu from tbelr last stronghold, that 
Gudenberg was drenched in Eusaian blood? 

No oflc doubted that this news would come — 
muflt come. Not the slightest fear, the least doubt 
troubled the proudj pure joy of this hour. The 
victory was achieved, but it was still charming to 
hear it confirmed ; to receive these heavenly mes- 
eages. Every open space was filled with men. 
Each one would see and bear for himself. No 

• FnMlcrtck the Oreat,— Thl^bault 



man thought himself too distinguished, too sick, 
too weak, to stand for hours in the burning soa, 
carried about involuntarily by this flactuath^ 
wave of humanity. Sde by side with the laborer 
stood the elegant lady in her silk robes ; near ^ 
poor b^gar in his ragged jacket were seen tbf 
high official and the wealthy banker in their ric^ 
dresses. 

More than fifty thousand men were now assao- 
bled and waiting — ^waiting for what they knev 
not — for news — for a courier who could give tbe 
details. It was not enough to know that the kbg 
had conquered ; they wished to know the exteo; 
and the significance of this victory ; and lastly, 
they would know the bloody ofiering which tiii 
victory had cost. 

The dinner-hour was passed. What cared tiij 
happy people for dmner? They hungered forD 
earthly food ; vhey thirsted for no earthly drink; 
they were satisfied with the j'oy of victory. Tia 
clock struck three. Yes, there comes a horsemu, 
his bridle is hanging loose— he is covered with dust 
— ^but how, what means this ? His face is pale a 
death ; his eyes are misty ; he looks around shante- 
&ced and confused. No happy news is written 
upon this dark and clouded brow. What means 
this messenger of death in the midst of j'ot, 
triumph, and proud consciousness of victory? 
They seek to hold him, to question him, but k 
gives no answer. He spurs his wearied horse til! 
he springs alofl, and the men in rash terror are 
crushed against each other; but the horsemss 
makes no sign. Silently he dashes on throogii 
the laughing, chatting crowd, but wherever he 
passes, laughter and smiles disappear, and speech 
is silenced. 

It seemed as if the angel of death had toacbd 
his brow, and the happy ones shuddered at hii 
untimely presence. Now he has reached the castle, 
he descends from his horse. In breathless silence, 
pallid, trembling they know not why, those who 
have seen this dumb messenger look up shudder- 
ingly to the balcony. At last, after long waiting, 
the Minister Herzberg appeared once more. 

But, God I what means this ? he is pale— his 
eyes are filled with tears. He opens his mouth to 
speak, but strength has left him. He holds on to 
the bars of the balcony, otherwise he would sinL 
At last he collects himself. It is not necessary to 
ask for silence ; the silence of the grave is upon 
those torpid men. He speaks ! his voice is faint 
and weak, and trembles— oh, so feaifuUy ! only a 
few in the first rank can hear his words. 

" The battle is lost I The Russians have con- 
quered I The Austrians came to their assistance! 
The presence of the Austrians was not known 
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they had iheir tenta in holes m the ground ! As 
our militia rushed upon the last intrenchment at 
Judenbeig and were only a hundred steps distant, 
Loudon suddenly advanced with his fresh troops, 
against the worn-out and exhausted victors. He 
received the Prussians with so murderous a fire, 
that their ranks faltered, wavered, and, at last, 
broke loose in wild flight, pursued foriously by 
the raging enemy. The fortunes of the day had 
turned ; we lost the battle. But all is not lost. 
The king lives! he is slightly wounded; three 
horses were shot under him. He lives, and so 
long as he lives, there is hope. In the far dis- 
tance, in the midst of the terrible disasters which 
have befallen himself and his army, he thinks of 
his Berlmers. He sends you a &ther*s greeting, 
and exhorts every one of you to save his posses- 
sions, as far as possible. Those who do not feel 
safe in Berlin, and who fear the approaching en- 
emy, the king counsels to withdraw, if possible, 
with their money, to Magdeburg, where the royal 
family will take refuge this, evening.'* 

The mmister was silent, and the people who had 
listened, dumb with horror, now broke out in wild 
cries of anguish and despair. Terror was written 
in every face ; tears gushed from every eye. 
Cries of unspeakable agony burst from those lips, 
which, a few moments before, were eloquent with 
hope and gladness. , 

As if it were impossible to believe in these mis- 
fortunes without further confirmation, some men 
called loudly for the messenger, and the distant 
crowd, as if inspired with new hope, roared louder 
and louder: 

*<The courier! the courier! we vriU ourselves 
speak with the courier I '* 

The demand was so threatening, so continuous, 
it must be compUed with. Herzberg stepped upon 
the balcony, and infonned the crowd that the 
courier would at once descend to the public square. 

A breathless silence succeeded ; every eye was 
fixed upon the castle-gate, through which the 
courier must come. When he appeared, the 
crowd rushed forward toward him in tnad haste. 
Cries of woe and suffering were heard. The people, 
wild— mad with ptun, beside themselves with de- 
spair, had no longer any mercy, any pity for each 
other.. They rushed upon the messenger of mis- 
fortune, without regarding those who, in the midst 
of this wild tumult, were cast down, and trodden 
under foot 

The messenger began his sad story.. He re- 
peated all that the minister had said ; he told of 
the deadly strife, of the bloody havoc, of the 
raging advance of the Austrians, and of the roar 
of vengeance of the reassured Russians. He told 
12 



how the cannon-balls of the enemy had stricken 
down whole ranks of Prussians; that more than 
twenty thousand dead and wounded Prussians lay 
upon the battle-field ; that all the cannon and all 
the colors had fallen into the hands of the enemy. 

The people received this news with tears, cries, 
and lamentations. The courier spoke also of the 
king. He, himself, had belonged to the body- 
guard of the king — had been ever near him. He 
had seen the king standing in the midst of the 
thickest shower of balls, when his two adjutants 
fell at his side. At last, a ball came and wounded 
the king's horse — theYogel — so fearfully, that the 
brave steed feU. Frederick mounted another 
horse, but remained upon the same spot ; a sec- 
ond ball wounded this horse, and the king quietly 
mounted that of Captain Gotzen. At this mo- 
ment, a bullet struck the king in the breast, but 
the golden Uui which the king carried in his 
pocket, had turned it aside, and thus saved his 
life. In vain had the generals and adjutants en- 
treated him to leave this place, and think of his 
personal safety. His answer was— "We must 
seek, at this point, to win the battle. I must do 
my duty here with the rest ! " * 

Many voices cried out — "Where Is the king 
now?" 

The courier did not answer ; but the question 
was so fiercely, so stormily repeated, that he was 
compelled to go on. 

" The king, in the midst of the confhsion and 
horror of the flight, had called him, and com- 
manded him to gallop to Borlm, and bear the fatal 
news to Minister Herzberg. He had then gal- 
loped by him, exactly against the enemy, as if he 
wished their balls to strike him ; a little troop of 
his most faithful soldiers had followed ! " 

" The king is lost ! the kmg is a prisoner — 
wounded — ^perhaps dead!" cried the terrified 
people. 

Suddenly, the mad tumult was interrupted by 
loud shouts of joy, which swelled and thundered 
like an avalanche from the other side of the square. 
A fifth courier had arrived^ and brought the news 
of the complete defeat of the Russians, and a glo- 
rious Prussian victory. 

Now, one of those memorable, wondrous-grand 
scenes took place, which no earthly phantasy could 
contrive or prepare, to which only Providenoe 
could give form and color. As if driven by the 
storm-wmds of every powerful earthly passion, 
this great sea of people fluctuated here and there. 
At one point, thousands were weeping over the 
news which the unhappy messenger had brought 

• The king's own worda.— See Thl6bault o. 214. 
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Near by, thoosaods were huzzaing and shouting 
oyer the joyful intelKgence brought by the fifth 
courier, while ihoee who had ieen near enough to 
the fourth courier to understand his words, turned 
aside to give the sad news to those who were afar 
off Coming at the same time from the other 
side, they were met by a mighty mass of men, who 
announced, with glad cries, the news of victory, 
brought by the fifth courier. Here you could see 
men, with their arms raised to heaven, thanking 
God for the hardly-won victory. A little farther 
on, pale, frightened creatures, motionless, bowed 
down, and grief-strickea Here were women, with 
glowing cheeks and sparklmg eyes, shouting over 
their hero king. There, the people wept and 
moaned ; their king had disappeared, was a pris- 
oner, or dead. As at the Tower of Babel, the 
people spoke in a thousand tongues, and no one 
listened to another ; every one was lost — ^blinded 
by his own passionate hopes and fears. 

At last the two couriers were called upon to 
come face to face and decide these important ques- 
tions. Strong men lifted them upon their shoul- 
ders and brought them together ; a profound and 
fearful silence ensued, every man felt that he stood 
upon the eve of a mighty revelation; fifty thou- 
sand men were waiting breathlessly for news of 
happiness beyond compare, or of unspeakable woe. 
The conversation of the two horsemen standing 
upon the shoulders of their townsmen was quick 
and' laconic. 

"At what hour did the kmg send you oflf?" 
said the fourth courier to the fifth. 

" At six. The king himself commissioned me." 

'* Where stood our army at that time f " said 
the fourth courier. 

" They stood before the hollow ground, and the 
Russians had withdrawn to the intrenchments of 
Zudenberg ; we'bad taken a hundred and twenty 
cannon, and many of our soldiers were wandering 
about the battle-field looking at the batteries they 
had taken.'' * 

" Yes," said the fourth courier, sadly, *' that was 
at six, but at seven we were in full flight Loudon 
had risen from the ground, and the frightened, 
conquered Russians had recovered themselves. 
You left at six, I at dght ; I have ridden more 
rapidly than you. Unhappily, I am right, the 
battle is lost ! " 

" The battle is lost ! " howled the people ; " the 
king is also lost I Woe! woe I" 

At this moment the royal equipages were seen 
making their way slowly through the crowd, and 
the advance guard were praying the people to 

* BodmuL 



open a way for the traveUlng carriages to rock 
the castle. 

These words excited new alarm. " We we k«! 
Let us fly, let us fly t The court, the queen, ami 
the princesses flee— let us save ourselves! Tbe 
Russians will come to Berim — ^they will annihilate 
us. We are deserted and lost, lost !— no ost 
knows whbre our king is ! " 

As if driven by madness, the crowds nishei 
against each other, like the sea when it dirides, 
and in billowy streams pours itself out here taii 
there ; and the cry of anguish which now w? 
out from the castle square, found its echo in ers? 
street and every house. 



OHAPTEPw XI. 



AFTER THE BATTLE. 



The cannon were silenced, the discharges rf 
musketry had ceased. On the great plwn of J'- 
nersdorf, where, a few hours before, a \Mj^ 
tie had been raging, all was quiet Could to ^ 
called repose ? How cruel was the tranqnUlit.' 
which rested now upon this fearful battle-field! 

It was the peace of death — the stillness whW. 
the awful messenger of Heaven presses as a ski 
and seal of his love upon the pale lips of thedwi. 
Happy they whose immortal spirits were qinckl^ 
wafted away by the dread kiss — ^they no W 
suffer. Woe to those who yet live, tlioagh tbef 
belong to death, and who lie surrounded by gai- 
ning corpses ! The cold bodies of thdr coinndeJ 
are the pillows upon which they lay their M 
heads. The groans of the dying form the t^ 
melody which awakes them to consciousness; fi» 
the starry sky of this clear, transparent sumiiff 
night is the only eye of love which bows down^ 
them and looks upon them in their agony. 

Happy those whom the murderous sword indtw 
crushing ball carried off hi an instant to the 1*"* 
of spirits ! Woe, woe to those lying upoo* 
battle-field, living, breathing, conscious of ^ 
defeat and of their great agony 1 Woe I vo«^ ^ 
they hear the sound of the tramping and n&P^ 
of horses— they come nearer and nearer. ^^ 
moon throws the long, dark shadows of those » 
vancing horsemen over the battle-field. It i* ^^' 
ful to see their rash approach ; spurring on o^ 
thousands of pale corpses, not r^arding the df 
ing, who breathe out their last piteous sighs n"*' 
the hoofs of these wild horses. 

The Cossack has no pity; he does not shndde 
or draw back from this monstrous open p*^ 
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which has received thousands of men as if they 
were one great corpse. The Cossack has come to 
rob and to plunder ; he spares neither friend nor 
foe. He is the heir of the dead and of the dying, 
and he has come for his inheritance. If he sees 
a ring sparkling upon the hand of a gi'inning 
corpse, he springs from his horse and tears it off. 
If his greedy, cruel eye rests upon a rich uniform 
he seizes it, he tears it off from the bleeding, 
wounded body, no matter whether it is dead or 
still breathing and rattling. 

Look at that warrior who, groaning with an- 
guish, his limbs torn to pieces, bleeding from a 
thousand wounds, is lymg in an open grave ; he is 
wounded to death ; he still holds his sword in his 
left hand — his right arm has been torn off by a 
cannon-ball, a shot has crushed his legs, and his 
comrades have placed him in this grave that he 
might not be trampled upon by the horses' hoofs ; 
they are forced to leave him in the hands of God 
and to the mercy of man. 

But the Cossack knows no mercy. That is a 
word he has never heard in his Russian home ; he 
has no fear of God before his eyes — ^he fears the 
Czar and his captain, and above all other things, 
he fears the knout He knows nothing of pity, for 
it has never been shown him — ^how then should he 
exercise it ? 

When the Cossack saw the Prussian officer in 
his gold-embroidered uniform, he sprang fiK)m his 
horse and threw the bridle over him; a shrill 
whistle told the wild steed, the Cossack's better 
half, that he must stand still He sprang into the 
grave where the Prussian warrior, the German 
poet, was laid to rest Yes, a great German poet 
lies there — a poet by the grace of God. All Ger- 
many knows him, ** their songster of the spring.'' 
All Germany had read and been inspbed by his 
lays. The Austrian and the Saxon considered the 
Prussian Major Ewald von Eleist their enemy, but 
they loved and admired the poet, Ewald von 
Kleist The people are never enemies to poesy, 
and even politics are silent before her melodious 
voice. 

There he lies, the gallant warrior,' the inspired, 
noble poet ; his broken eyes are turned to heaven ; 
his blue, cold lips are opened and wearily stam- 
mering a few disconnected words. Perhaps he 
thinks in this last hour of the last words of his 
last poem. Perhaps his stiffening lips murmured 
these words which his mangled hand had written 
just before the battle: 

** Death for one^s fktberland is ever honorable. 
How gladly will I die thtt noble death 
When my destiny calls P 

Yes, death wight have been beautiful, but fate 



is never propitious to German poets. It woidd 
have been noble and sweet to die in the wild tu- 
mult of battle, under the sound of trumpets, amid 
the shouts of victory ; sweet thus, with a smile 
upon the lip to yield up the immortal Spirit. 

Ewald von Kleist, the German poet, received 
his death-wound upon the field of battle, but he 
did not die there; he lives, he knows that the bat- 
tle is lost, that his blood has been shed in vain. 
The Cossack has come down into his grave — ^with 
greedy eyes he gazes at the rich booty. This 
bleeding, mangled body — this is to the Cossack 
not a man, it is only a uniform which is his ; with 
hands trembling with greed he tears it from the 
quivering, bleeding form. What to him is the 
death-rattle and the blood — even the bloody shirt 
excites the covetousness of the barbarian, and he 
tears it from the dying frame.* 

The Prussian warrior, the German poet, lay 
there naked, his own blood alone covered his 
wounded body, wrapped it in a purple mantle, 
worthy of the poet's crown with which his coun- 
trymen had decked his brow. 

But Ewald von Eldst is no longer a poet or a 
hero— he is a poor, suffering, tortured child of 
earth ; he lies on the damp ground, he pleads for 
a few rags to cover his wounds, into which the 
muddy water of the hole in which he lies is rush- 
ing. 

And now fate seems favorable. A Russian offi- 
cer is riding by — ^he takes pity on the naked man 
with the gapmg wounds ; he throws him a soldier's 
old mantle, a piece of bread, and a half gulden.f 
The Gorman poet receives the alms of the Russian 
thankfuUy — ^he covers himself with the cloak, he 
tries to eat the bread. 

But destiny is never propitious to German poets. 
The Cossacks swarm agdn upon the battle-field, 
and again they approach the groaning warrior in 
the open grave ; he has no longer a glittering uni- 
form, but the Cossack takes all; the poor old 
mantle excites his greed — he tears it from the un- 
resisting soldier; he opens his hands and takes 
out the half gulden which Ewald von Eleist had 
received firom the Russian hussar. 

Again he lies naked, again the muddy water 
forces into his wounds, and adds cruel torture to 
the agonies of death. So lies he till the next day, 
till the enemy takes pity upon him and carries 
Mm as a prisoner to Frankfort. X 

» " History of the Seven Tears' War."— TblAbault, 868. 

t « Seven Tears* War," 258. 

X Ewald von Kleist died a few days after this, on the 
24th of Angost The Bossians gave him an honwable 
burial ; and as there was no sword upon his coflln, Captain 
Balow, ch|ef of the Raseian dragoons, took his own from 
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Happy those who meet with sudden death. It 
is true all the liying did not share the cruel fate 
of Ewald Yon Eleist, but all those thousands who 
were borne wounded and bleeding from the battle- 
field were- conscious of their sufiferings and their 
defeat. 

The little village of Octshef near the battle- 
field was a hospital During the battle all the in- 
habitants had fled. The wounded had taken pos- 
session of the huts and the surgeons were hasten- 
ing from house to house giving relief where it was 
possible. No one entered into those two little 
huts which lay at the other end of the village, 
somewhat separated from the others. And yet 
those huts contained two wounded men. They 
had been brought here during the battle — ^the sur- 
geon had examined thdr wounds and gone out 
silently, never to return. Groaning from time to 
time, these two wounded men lay upon the straw, 
their eyes fixed upon the door, lon^g for the 
sui^eon to bring them help, or at least allevi- 
ation. 

And now the door was indeed opened, and an 
officer entered. Was it the obscurity of twilight, 
or had blood and pain blinded the eyes of the 
wounded men so that they could not recognize the 
stranger ? It was true his noble and generally 
cheerful face was now grave and stan, his cheeks 
were ashy pale, and his great, flashing eyes were 
dim ; but there was still something inexpressibly 
majestic and commanding in his appearance — 
though defeated and cast down, he was still a he- 
ro, a king — ^Frederick the Great I 

Frederick had come to take up his quarters in 
this lonely hi;t, to be alone in his great grief ; but 
when he saw the two wounded men, his expres- 
sion changed to one of earnest sympathy. With 
hasty steps he drew near to the two officers, 
bowed over and questioned them kindly. They 
recognized his voice — that voice which had so 
often inspired them to bold deeds in the wild whirl 
of battle, but whose tones were now mild and 
sympathetic. 

" The king I " cried both in joyful surprise, and 
forgetting their wounds and helplessness, they 
strove to rise, but sank back with hollow groans, 
with the blood streaming anew from their wounds. 

"Poor children," said Frederick, "you are 
badly wounded.'* 

" Yes," groaned Lieutenant von Grabow, " bad- 
ly wounded, but that is of small consequence, i^ 
your majesty, we only knew that we had gained 
the day. We had taken two redoubts, and were 

his side add placed it upon the bier, Baying, " So worthy 
an officer shall not be buried without every mark of hon- 
•r.''— Archenholtz, 262. 



Storming the third, when tlus misfortune befeQ us 
Tell us, your nugesty, is it not true ? Is not tin 
victory ours ? " 

A dark shadow passed over the ffice of the 
king, but soon disappeared. 

" You must now think only of yoursdves. Toa 
have proved that you are brave — ^the rest is acci- 
dent or fate. Do not despond, all will be well 
Have your wounds been dressed ? Have you bed 
fed?" 

"Ah, sire, no devil will dress our wounds," 
groaned Lieutenant von HubenfalL 

" How," cried the kmg, " have they left joe 
here without care and assistance ? " 

" Yes, sire, there is no earthly hope for us." 

The king was about to answer, when seveni 
people, bearing hand-barrows, accompanied bn 
surgeon, entered. 

" What do you wish ? " said the kmg, augrilj. 

" Sire," answered the surgeon, " we will remoTE 
the wounded, as your majesty will make your 
night-quarters here." 

The king threw a scornful glance upon them. 

" And you suppose that I will allow this? Tiie 
wounded men remain here. I will seek shelter 
elsewhere. But, above all things, examine the 
wounds of these two officers at once, and dres 
them." 

The surgeon advanced, and examined then 
carefully, then drew near the king. 

"Your majesty," said he, shrugging his shoulder^ 
" it would be all in vain, A cannon-ball has ton 
oflf the right arm of one of these men, and be 
must die of gangrene. The other has a cartridge- 
load of iron in his face and in his body. It^ 
impossible to bind up these wounds." 

The king did not answer him. He steppe*^ 
hastily to the straw-bed, and took both the 
wounded men by the hand. Then, turning to 
the surgeon, he said — 

" Look, now, these two men are young t^ 
powerful— they have no fever. With suoh yoong 
blood and fresh hearts Nature often does won- 
ders. Dress them, and bind up their wonnds, 
and, above all things, see that they have DO«f 
ishment — ^they have need of it. 

" Ah, yes, your majesty ; we have been hungry 
and thirsty a long time," said Grabow. 

The kmg smiled. " See, now, you think the! 
are lost, and yet they have healthy stomachs; s> 
long as a man is hungry he will not die." 

The surgeon opened his case of instrumflits 
and commenced to dress the wounds. The ^ 
watched him for a long time, then stooped down 
and said, tenderly, " Children, do not despair; I 
will learn how it goes with you, and if you are do 
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longer fit for service, I will take care of jou. Be- 
lieve that I will not forget you." He bowed 
kindly and left the room. His ac|jutants were 
awiuling him at the door of the tent.* 

The king signed to them to follow him, and 
stepping rapidly through the village, he passed by 
the huts from which loud cries of anguish and low 
murmurs were heard, 

" Ah," cried Frederick, ** Dante did not know 
all the horrors of hell, or he forgot to paint those 
I now suffer." He hastened on — on — on, in the 
obscure twilight of the summer night, pursued by 
the sighs and groans of his dying and wounded 
soldiers ; a deep, immeasurable sadness lay upon 
his brow; his lips were trembling; cold perspira- 
tion stood upon his forehead ; his eyes wandered 
over the battle-field, then were raised to heaven 
with a questioning and reproachful expression. 
Already the village lay far behind him ; but he 
harried on, he had no aim, no object; he wished 
only to escape this hell, this cry of despair and 
woe from the condemned. An adjutant dared at 
last to step forward and awake him from his sad 
mood. 

** Sire," said he, " the Cossacks are swarming 
in every direction, and if your mfgesty goes on, the 
most fearful results may be anticipated. The 
Cossacks shoot at every man who wears a good 
coat." 

The king shook bis head sadly. " There is no 
ball for me," said he in a low tone ; ** I have in 
vain called upon death. I have prayed in mercy 
for a ball; it came, but it only grazed my breast 
No, no— there is no ball for me I " He advanced, 
and the adjutant dared once more to interrupt 
him. 

" Sire," sfdd he, " will not your majesty seek 
night-quarters ? " 

Frederick raised his head, and was in the act 
of answering hastily, then said : " Yes, I need 
night-quarters." He looked around and saw an 
empty peasant's house by the wayside, drew near 
and entered silently. 



CHAPTER XII. 

A HEROIO SOUL. 

**IwiLL pass the mght here," said he, "the 
place appears deserted ; we will disturb no one." 

* The king^s own words. The whole scene Is historioaL 
These two officers, whom the king saved in this way from 
death, recovered rapidly. After they were completely re- 
itored, they again took part in the contest, and were again 



The king was right. The miserable old hut 
was empty. No one advanced to meet him as he 
entered. In one comer of the room there was 
some dirty straw ; in the other a Wooden table 
and stool — this was all. 

" It suffices for me," said the king, smiling. " I 
will pass the night here. Have you my writing 
materials with you ? " 

" I sent A(^'utant von Goltz for them, sire, as 1 
did not tnsh to leave you alone." 

Goltz now entered with the king^s portfolio, and 
informed him that he had brought two grenadiers 
to guard the house. 

" Have I still grenadiers ? " naurmured the king, 
in a trembling voice. His head fell upon his 
breast, and he stood thus lost in deep thought for 
a while. " Gentlemen," said he, at length, " in- 
spect the house. See if there is a more comfort- 
able room t^an this ; if not, I suppose we can man- 
age to sleep here. Send one of the guard for some 
soldiers, by whom I can forward my dispatches." 

The adjutants bowed, apd left the room. The 
king was alone. He could at last give way to his 
despab — his grief. 

" All, all is lost I " murmured the king, and a 
voice within him answered : " When aU is lost, 
there is no escape but death I It is unworthy to 
continue a life without fame, without glory. The 
grave alone is a resting-place for the broken- 
hearted, humiliated man ! " 

The king listened attentively to this voice. He 
had home with patience the sorrows and depriva- 
tions of the past years, but he could not survive 
the ruin of his country. His country was lost. 
There was no chance of saving it ; his army was 
gone. The victorious enemy had taken all the 
neighboring provinces. The Russians could now 
march undisturbed to Berlin. They would find no 
resistance, for the garrison there consisted of in- 
valids and cripples. 

Berlin was lost t Prussia was lost t The king 
was resolved to die, for he was a king without a 
crown, a hero without laurels. He wished to die, 
for he could not survive the destruction of his 
country. But first he must arrange his affairs, 
make his will, and bid adieu to his friends. The 
king opened the door hastily, and desired tha^ a 
light should be brought— it was no easy thing to 
procure in this dismal, deserted village. The ad- 
jutant succeeded at last, however, in getting a few 
small tallow candles, and placing them in old bot- 
ties, in the absence of candlesticks of any descrip- 



severoly wounded at Eolberg. They served nntU peace 
was dechired, and then retired on the invalid list, and, by 
the express order of the king, were most kindly cared 
for.— See Nlcolat 
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tlon, he carried them to the king. Frederick did 
not observe him ; he stood at the open window, 
gazing earnestly at the starry firmament The 
bright light aroused him; he turned, and ap- 
proached the table. 

** My last letters I " murmured he, sinking upon 
the wooden stooi, and opening his portfolio. 

How his enemies would have rejoiced, could 
they have seen him in that wretched hovel ! He 
first wrote to Greneral Fink, to whom he wished to 
leave the command of his army. He must fulfil 
the duties of state, before those of friendship. It 
was not a letter — rather an order to General Fink, 
and read as follows: 

" General Fink will find this a weary and tedious 
commission. The army I leave is no longer in a 
condition to defend itself from the Russians, 
^addeck will hasten to Berlin. Loudon also, I 
presume. If you intercept them, the Russians 
will be in your rear ; if you remam by the Oder, 
Haddeckwill surround you. I nevertheless be- 
lieve, were Loudon to come to Berlin, you could 
attack and defeat him. This, were it possible, 
would give you time to arrange matters, and I can 
assure you, time is every thing, in such desperate 
circumstances as ours. Eoper, my secretary, will 
give you the dispatches from Torgau and Dres- 
den. You must acquaint my brother, whom I 
make genend-in-chief of the army, with all that 
passes. In the mean time, his orders must be 
obeyed. The army must swear by my nephew. 
This is the only advice I am able to give. Had I 
any resources, I would stand fast by you. 

" Frederick.*' * 

" Yes, I would have stood by them," murmured 
the king, as he folded and addressed his letter. 
" I would have borne still longer this life of op- 
pression and privation ; but now, honor demands 
that I should die." 

He took another sheet of paper. It was now 
no order or command, but a tender, loving, fare- 
well letter to his friend. General Finkenstein. 

"This morning, at eleven o'clock, I attacked 
the enemy ; we drove them back to Gudenberg. 
All my men performed deeds of daring and bra- 
very, but, at the storming of Gudenberg, a terrific 
number of lives were lost My army became 
separated. I reassembled them three times, but 
in vain. At last, they fled in wild disorder. I 
very nearly became a prisoner, and was obliged to 
leave the field to the enemy. My uniform was 
torn by cannon-balls, two horses were shot under- 
neath me, but death shunned me ; I seemed to 
bear a charmed life ; I could not die t From an 

♦ The king's own word* 



army of forty-eight thousand men, there now i& 
mains three thousand. The consequences of thb 
battle will be more fearful than the battle itself 
It is a terrible misfortune, and I will not sorrivc 
it There is no one to whom I can look for 
\ieVp, I cannot survive my country's ruin. Pare- 
weU!" 

" And now," said the king, when he had sealed 
and directed his letter, "now I am ready; mj 
worldly aflkirs are settled. I am at the eod of mj 
sufferings, and dare claim that last, deep ret 
granted by Nature to us all. I have worked enoDgii, 
suffered enough ; and i^ after a life of stormy dis- 
asters, I seek my grave, no one can say it wis 
cowardly not to live— for all the weight of Kft 
rolled upon me, forced me to the ground, and the 
grave opened beneath my feet I continued to 
hope, when overwhelmed with defeat at ctht 
point. Every morning brought new clouds, d€» 
sorrows. I bore it courageonsly, trusting tlut 
misfortune would soon weary, the storms blow 
over, and a clear, cloudless sky envelop me. ^ 
deceived myself greatly; my sorrows increjaei 
And now, the worst has happened; ray coontiyii 
lost I Who dares say I should survive this losa? 
To die at the proper time is also a duty. The 
Romans felt this, and acted upon it I am t tree 
scholar of the old masters, and wish to prore my- 
self worthy of them. When all is lost, the libertj 
to die should not be denied. The world bas 
nothing more to do with me, and I laugh at her 
weak, unjust laws. Like Tiberius, will I live wwl 
die! Farewell, then, thou false existence; &«• 
well, weak man ! Ah ! there are so many fools- 
so few men amongst you ; I have found so v0! 
faithless friends, so many traitors, so few hone*' 
men I In the hour of misfortune they all deserted 
me ! But, no I " said he ; " one remabed true. 
D'Argens never deceived me, and I had ahn**' 
forgotten to take leave of him. Well, death m"^ 
wait for me, while I write to D'Argens ! " 

A heavenly inspiration now beamed on ^^ 
countenance ; his eyes shone like stars. The holy 
muse had descended to comfort the despairing 
hero, to whisper loving and precious words tohini- 
Thus standing at death's portals, Frederick in(M 
his most beautiful poem, called ^^Am ^ ^ 
en estjetey A great wail of woe burst from hi* 
soul. The sorrows, the grievances hid until no* 
from all, he portrayed in touching, beautilhlwon» 
to his absent friend. He pictured to bim his 8<^ 
ferings, his hopes, his struggles, and finally, hJ* 
determination to die. When all this had b^^" 
pamted in the most glowing colors, when ^ 
wounds were laid bare, he wrote a last and ton*' 
ing farewell to his friend : 
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** Adieu, jyAxg&aB ! dans ce tableau, 
De mon trSpas ta vols la oanse ; 
Aa rooins ne pense pas du n^ant da caveau, 
Qnej 'aspire k Tapothfiose. 
Tout ce que Tamiti^ par ces vers propose, 
O'est que tant qa'id-basle celeste flambeau; 
Eclairera tes Jours tandis que Je repose, 
Et lorsque le printemps paralssant de nouveau. 
De son sein abondant t'offre lea fleurs ^closes, 
Ohaque fois d^un bouquet de myrthes et de roses, 
Tu daignes parer mon combeau.*^ * 

** Ah I " murmured the king, as he folded and 
addressed his poetical letter, ** how lovely it must 
now be at Sans-Souci I Well, well ! my grave shall 
be there, and D^Argens will cover it with flowers. 
And have I no other friends at Sans^ouci? My 
good old hounds, my crippled soldiers! They 
cannot come to me, but I will go to them.*' 

The king then arose, opened the door, and 
asked if a messenger was in readiness ; receiving 
an answer in the afiBlrmative, he gave the three 
letters to the adjutant " And now my work is 
finished," said he, " now I can die." He took 
from his breast-pocket a small casket of gold 
which he always carried with him, and which, in 
the late battle, had served him as a shield against 
the enemy's balls. The lid had been hollowed in 
by a ball ; strange to say, this casket, which had 
saved his life, was now to cause his death. For 
within it there was a small vial containing three 
pills of the most deadly poison, which the king 
had kept with him since the beginning of the war. 
The kmg looked at the casket thoughtfully. 
'^ Death here fought against death ; and still how 
glorious it would have been to die upon the 
battle-field believing myself the victor I " He held 
the vial up to the light and shook it ; and as the 
pills bounded up and down, he said, smiling sadly, 
^* Death is merry ! It comes eagerly to invite me 
to the dance. Well, well, my gay cavalier, I am 
ready for the dance." 

He opened the vial and emptied the pills into 
his hand. Then arose and approached the win- 
dow to see once more the sky with its glittering 
stars and its brightly-beaming moon, and the bat- 
tle-field upon which thousands of his subjects had 
this day found their death. Then raised the hand 
with the pills. What was it that caused him to 
hesitate ? Why did his hand fall slowly down ? 
What were his eyes so intently gazing on ? 

The king was not gazmg at the sky, the stars, 
or the moon ; but far off into the distance, at the 
Austrian camp-fires. There were the conquerors, 
there was Soltikow and Loudon with their armies. 
The kmg had observed these fires before entering 
the hut, but their number had now increased, a 
§igQ that the enemy had not advanced, but was 
resting. How ? Was it possible that the enemy, 
* Bee note, page 8*^^ 



not taking advantage of their victory, was not fol- 
lowing the conquered troops, but giving them time 
to rally, to outmarch them, perhaps time to reach 
the Spree, perhaps 'Berlin ? 

" If this is so," said the king, answering his 
own thoughts, " if the enemy neglects to give me 
the finishing-blow, all is not lost. If there is a 
chance of salvation for my country, I must not 
die ; she needs me, and it is my duty to do all in 
my power to retrieve the past." 

He looked again at the camp-fires, and a bright 
smile played about his Ups. 

" If those fires speak aright," said he, "my ene- 
mies are more generous — or more stupid — ^than I 
thought, and many advantages may still be de- 
rived from this lost battle. If so, I must return 
to my old motto that * life is a duty.' And so 
long as good, honorable work is to be done, man 
has no right to seek the lazy rest of the grave. 
I must ascertain at once if my suspicions are cor- 
rect Death may. wait awhile. As long as there 
is a necessity for living, I cannot die." 

He returned the pills to the vial and hid 
the casket in its former resting-place. Then pass- 
ing hastily through the room, he opened the door. 
The two adjutants were sitting upon the wooden 
bench in front of the hut; both were asleep. 
The grenadiers were pacing with even tread 
up and down before the house ; deep quiet pre- 
vailed. The king stood at the door looking in 
amazement at the glorious scene before him. He 
inhaled with delight the soft summer air ; never 
had it seemed to him so balmy, so full of strength- 
ening power, and he acknowledged that never liad 
the stars, the moon, the sky looked as beautiful. 
With lively joy he felt the night-wind toying with 
his hair. The king would not tire of all this ; it 
seemed to him as if a friend, dead long since, 
mourned and bewailed, had suddenly appeared to 
him beaming with health, and as if he must open 
his arms and say. " Welcome, thou returned one. 
Fate separated us ; but now, as we have met, we 
will never leave one another, but cling together 
through life and death, through good and evil re- 
port." 

Life was the friend that appeared to Frederick, 
and he now felt his great love for it. Raising his 
eyes m a sort of ecstasy to the sky, he murmured, 
'^ I swear not to seek death unless at the last ex- 
tremity, if, when made a prisoner, I cannot escape. 
I swear to live, to suffer, so long as I am free." 

He had adsumed the harness of life, and wai! 
determined to battle bravely with it 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THX TWO GBEN1J>I£B8. 

Smiling, and with elastic step, the king ad- 
vanced to meet the two grenadiers, who stood 
rooted to the spot as he approached them. 

" Grenadiers," said he, " why are you not with 
your comrades ? " 

" Our comrades fled," said one. 

" It is dishonorable to fly," said the other. 

The king was startled. These voices were fa- 
miliar, he had surely heard them before. 

" I ought to know you," said he ; " this is not 
the first time we have' spoken together. What is 
your name, my son ? " 

" Fritz Kober is my name," said the grenadier. 

" And yours ? " 

'* Charles Henry Buschman," said the other. 

^ You are not mistaken, sir king t we have met 
and spoken before, but it was on a better night 
than this." 

" Where was it ? " said the king. 

" The night before the great, the glorious battle 
of Leuthen," said Fritz Kober, gravely ; " at that 
time, sir king, you sat at our tent-fire and ate 
dumplbigs with us. Charles Henry knows how to 
cook them so beautifully I " 

"Ah I I remember," said the king ; " you made 
me pay my share of the costs." 

"And you did so, like a true king," said Fritz 
Kober, " Afterward you came back to our tent- 
fire, and Charles Henry Buschman told you fairy 
tales; nobody can do that so beautifully as 
Charles Henry, and you slept refreshingly through- 
out." 

" No, no, grena(Her," said the king, " I did not 
sleep, and I can tell you to-day all that Charles 
Henry related.* 

" Well, what was it?" aaid Fritz Kober, with 
great delight 

The king reflected a moment, and then said, in 
a soft vmce : 

" He told of a king who was so fondly loved by 
a beautiful fairy, that she changed herself into a 
sword when the king went to war and helped 
him to defeat his enemies. Is that it, Fritz Ko- 
ber?" 

" Nearly so, sir khig ; I wish you had such a 
fairy at your side to-day." 

" Still, Fritz," whispered Charles Henry Busch- 
man, " our king does not need the help of a fairy ; 
our king can maintain his own cause, and God is 
with his sword." 

"Do you truly believe that, my son ? " said the 
kmg, deeply moved. " Have you still this great 



confidence in me ? Do you still believe that I can 
sustain myself and that God is with me ? " 

" We have this confidence, and we wiU never 
lose it I" cried Charles Henry, quickly. "Our 
enemies over there have no Frederick to lead 
them on, no commander-in-chief to share wi^ 
them hunger and thirst, and danger aad fatigue; 
therefore they cannot love theur leaders as we do 
ours." 

" And then," said Fritz Kober, thoughtfully, " 1 
am always thinking that this war is like a battk 
of the cats and hounds. Sometimes it looks as if 
the little cats would get the better of the great 
bull-dogs; they have sharp claws, and scratch the 
dogs in the face till they can neither see nor hear, 
and must for a whOe give way ; they go o£^ how- 
ever, give themselves a good shake, and opes 
their eyes, and spring forward as great and stroi^ 
and full of courage as ever ; they s^ze upon the 
poor cats hi the nape of the neck and bite them 
deadly with their strong, powerful teeth. What 
care they if the cats do scratch in the mean 
while ? No, no, sur kmg, the cats cannot hold out 
to the end; daws are neither so strong nor so 
lastmg as teeth." 

" Yes," said the king, laughing, " but how do 
you know but our foes ovot there are the hounds 
and we are the little cats ? " 

"What!" cried Fritz Kober, amazed, "we 
shall be the cats ? No, no, sir king, we are the 
great hounds." 

" But how can you prove this ? " 

"How shall I prove it?" siaid Fritz Kober, 
somewhat embarrassed. After a short pause, he 
cried out, gayly, "I have it — I will prove it. 
Those over there are the cats because they are 
Russians and Austrians, and do not serve a khig 
as we do; they have only two empresses, two 
women. Now, sir king, am I not right ? Women 
and cats, are they not alike? So those over 
there are the cats and we are the bull-dogs ! " 

Frederick was highly amused. "Take care," 
said he, " that ' those over there ' do not hear yoa 
liken their empresses to cats." 

" And if they are empresses," said Fritz Kob«, 
dryly, "they are still women, and women are 
cats." 

The king looked over toward the camp-fires, 
which were boldly shining on the horizon. 

" How far is it from here to those fires ? '* said 
he. 

"About an hour," stud Charles Henry, "not 
more." 

" One hour," repeated the king, softly. " In 
one hour, then, I could know my fate ! LIstai, 
children, which of vou will sjo for me ? " 
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Both exclaimed in the same moment, ^' I will ! ^' 
" It is a fearful attempt," said the king, ear- 
nestly ; " the Cossacks are swarming in ev6ry di- 
rection, and if you escape them, you may be caught 
in the camp and shot as spies." 

" I will take care that they shall not recognize 
me as an enemy," said Charles Henry, quietly. 

" I also," said Fritz Kober, zealously. " You 
stay, Charles Henry, we dare not both leave the 
king. You know that only this evening, while 
upon the watch, we swore that, even if the whole 
army of the enemy marched against us, we would 
not desert our king, but would stand at our post 
as long as there was a drop pf blood in our veins 
or a breath in our bodies." 

The king laid his hands upon the two soldiers 
and looked at them with much emotion. The 
moon, which stood great and full in the heavens, 
lighted up this curious group, and threw three long, 
dark shadows over the plain. 

" And you have sworn that; my children ? " said 
the king, after a long pause. "Ah, if all my men 
thought as you do, we would not have been de- 
feated this day." 

" Sir king, your soldiers all think as we do, but 
fate was against us. Just as I said, the cats out- 
numbered us to-day, but we will bite them bravely 
for it next time. And now tell me, sir king, what 
shall I do over there in the camp ? " 

Before the king could answer, Charles Henry 
laid his hand upon his arm. 

" Let me go," said he, entreatingly ; " Fritz Ko- 
ber is so daring, so undaunted, he is not cautious . 
they will certtdnly shoot him, and then you have 
lost the best soldier in your armyj." 

" Your loss, I suppose, would not be felt ; the 
king can do without you." 

"Listen, children," said the kiug, "it is best 
that you both go ; one can protect the other, and 
four ears are better than two." 

" The king is right, that is best — we will both 
go." 

" And leave the king alone and unguarded ? " 
said Charles Henry, gravely. 

" No," said the king, pointing to the two sleep- 
ers, " I have my two adjutants, and they will keep 
^ard for me. Now, listen to what I have to say 
K> you. Over there is the enemy, and it is most 
mportant for me to know what he is doing, and 
;vhat he proposes to do. Go, then, and Usten. 
rheir generals have certainly taken up their quar- 
ters in the village. You must ascertain that posi- 
tively, and then draw near their quarters. You 
^ill return as quickly as possible, and inform me 
)f all that you hear and see." 

" Is that all ? " said Fritz Kober. 



" That is alL Now be off, and if you do your 
duty well, and return fresh and in good order, you 
shall both be made officers." 

Fritz Kober laughed aloud. ." No, no, sir king, 
we know that old story already." 

" It is not necessary that you should promise us 
any thing, your majesty," said Charles Henry; " we 
do not go for a reward, but for respect and love 
to our king." 

" But tell me, Fritz Kober, why you laughed so 
heartily ? " said the king, 

"Because this is not the first time that your 
majesty has promised to make us officers. Before 
the battle of Leuthen, you said if we were brave 
and performed valiant deeds, you would make us 
officers. Well, we were brave. Charles Henry 
took seven prisoners, and I took nine ; but we are 
not officers." 

"You shall be to-morrow," said the king. 
"Now, hasten off, and come back as quickly as 
possible." 

" We will leave our muskets here," said Charles 
Henry ; " we dare not visit our enemies in Prus- 
sian array." 

They placed their arms at the house-door, and 
then clasping each other's bands, and making a 
military salute, they hastened off 

The king looked after them till their slender 
forms were lost in the distance. 

" With fifty thousand such soldiers I could con- 
quer the world," murmured he ; " they are of the 
true metaL" 

He turned, and stepping up to the two sleepers, 
touched them lightly on the shoulders. They 
sprang up alarmed when they recognized the 
king. 

" You need not excuse yourselves," sjdd Fred- 
erick kindly, " you have had a day of great fa- 
tigue, and are, of course, exhausted. Come into 
the house, the night air is dangerous ; we will 
sleep here together." 

"Where are the two grenadiers ? " said Goltz. 

" I have sent them off on duty." 

" Then your majesty must allow us to remain 
on guard. I have slept well, and am entirely re- 
freshed." 

" I also," said the second lieutenant. " Will 
your miyesty be pleased to sleep ? we will keep 
guard." 

"Not so," said the king, "the moon will watch 
over us all. Come in." 

"But it is Impossible that your majesty should 
sleep thus, entirely unguarded. The first Cossack 
that dashes by could take aim at your majesty 
through the window." 

Frederick shook his head gravely. " The ball 
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which will strike me will come from abore,* and 
that you camiot intercept. No, it is better to 
have DO watch before the door ; we will not draw 
the attention of troops passing bj to this house* 
I think no one will suppose that this miserable 
and ruinous barrack, through which the wind 
howls, is the residence of a king. Gome, then, 
messieurs.'* He stepped into the hut, followed by 
the two adjutants, who dared no longer oppose 
him. ^ Put out that Ught," said the king, '« the 
moon will be our torch, and will glorify our bed 
of straw." He drew his sword, and grasping it 
firmly in his right hand, he stretched himself upon 
the straw. ^ There is room for both of you — ^lie 
down. Good-Flight, sirs." 

Frederick slightly nused his three-cornered hat 
in greeting, and then lidd it over his face as a pro- 
tection from the moonlight and the cold night air. 
The adjutants laid down silently at his feet, and 
soon no sound was heard in the room but the loud 
breathing of the three sleepers. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



THK RIGHT COUNSEL. 



Hand in hand the two grenadiers adranced di- 
rectly toward the battle-field. Before they could 
approach the enemy's camp they must borrow two 
Austrian uniforms from the dead upon the plain. 
It was not difficult, amongst so many dead bodies, 
to find two Austrian officers, and the two Prus- 
sian grenadiers went quickly to work to rob the 
dead and appropriate their garments. 

"I don't know how it is," sdd Charles Henry, 
shuddering, "a cold chill thrills through me when 
I think of putting on a coat which I have just 
taken from a dead body. It seems to me the 
marble chUlness of the corpse will insinuate itself 
into my whole body, and that I shall never be 
warm again." 

Fritz Kober looked up with wide-open eyes ! 
" You have such curious thoughts, Charles Henry, 
such as come to no other man ; but you are right, 
it is a frosty thing." And now he had removed 
the uniform and was about to draw off his own 
iacket and assume the white coat of the Austrian. 
*^ It is a great happiness," said he, ** that we need 
not change our trousers, a little clearer or darker 
gray can make no difference in the night" 

Charles Henry was in the act of drawing on 
the coat of the dead man, when Fritz Kober sud- 

• The king's own words.— See Nioolal, p. 118, 



denly seized his arm and hM him baek^ "Stop," 
said he, '* you must do me a favor— 4hi8 coat 'n 
too narrow, and it pindies me fearfully ; yon ire 
thinner than I am, and I think it win fit jou 
exactly ; take it and give me yours." He jerked 
off the coat and handed it to his friend. 

** No, no, Fritz Kober," said Charles Henry, io 
a voice so soft and sweet, that Fritz was confused 
and bewildered by it '* No, Fritz, I understaod 
you fully. You have the heart of an ahgd; joo 
only pretend that this coat is too narrow for yoe 
that you may mduce me to take the €»ie you htre 
already warmed." 

It was well that Fritz had his back turned to 
the moon, otherwise his frigid would have seei 
that his face was crims<m ; he blushed as if de- 
tected in some wicked act However, he tore the 
uniform away from Charies Henry rather rongUj, 
and hastened to put it on. 

"Folly," said he, "the coat squeezes me,thit 
is all I Besides, it is not wise to fcxd away oar 
time in silly talking. Let us go onward." 

" Directly over the battle-field ? " said Chirie 
Henry, shuddering. 

"Directly over the battle-field," said Kober, 
"because that is the nearest way." 

"Come, then," said Charles, giving him bs 
hand. 

It was indeed a fearful path through wluch Uiey 
must walk. They passed by troops of oorpses- 
by thousands of groaning, rattling, dying men^ 
by many severely wounded, who cried out to them 
piteously for mercy and help I Often Chaiks 
Henry hesitated and stood still to offer oonsob- 
tion to the unhappy wretches, but Fritz Kober 
drew bun on. " We cannot help them, and we 
have far to go ! " Often the swarming Oossads, 
dashing around on their agile little ponies, caDed 
to them firom afar off in their barfoarous speedi, 
but when they drew near and saw the Austziut 
uniforms, they passed them quietlj, and were not 
surprised they had not given the pass-word. 

At last they passed the battle-field, and cazod 
on the open plain, at the end of which they pe^ 
ceived the camp-fires of the ICussians andAiLe- 
trians. The nearer they approached, the more 
lively was the scene. Shouts, laughter, loud caSs, 
and outcries — from time to time a word of com- 
mand. And in the midst of this mad ccmteioB, 
here and there soldiers were running, market- 
women offering them wares cheap, and exultics 
soldiers assembling around the camp-fires. Fm 
time to time the r^ular step of the jMtrouilU was 
heard, who surrounded the camp, and kept a 
watchful eye in every direction. 

Arm in arm they passed steadily around tin 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY. 



183 



camp. ** One tfaing I know," whispered Fritz 
Kober, ''they have no thotigfat of marohing. 
They will pass a quiet, peaceful night by their 
camp-fires." 

" I agree with you," said Charles Henry, " but 
let us go forward and listen a little ; perhaps we 
can learn where the generals are quartered^" 

*' Look, look ! it must be there," said Fritz 
Kober, hastily. '' There are no camp-fires ; but 
there is a brilliant light in the peasants* huts, 
and it appears to me that I see a guard before 
the doors. These, certainly, are the headquarters." 

'' Let us go there, then," said Charles Henry ; 
'' but we must approach the houses from behind, 
and thus avoid the guard." 

They moved cautiously around, and drew near the 
houses. Profound quiet rdgned in this neighbor- 
hood ; it was the reverence of subordination — ^the 
effect which the presence of superior officers ever 
exercises upon their men. Here stood groups of 
officers, lightly whispering together — there sol- 
diers were leading their masters' horses ; not far 
off orderlies were waiting on horseback— sentinels 
with shouldered arms were going slowly by. The 
attention of all seemed to be fixed upon the two 
small houses, and every glance and every ear was 
turned eagerly toward the brilliantly lighted win- 
dows. 

" We have hit the mark exactly," whispered 
Fritz Kober ; he had succeeded with his friend in 
forcing his way into the little alley which sepa- 
rated the two houses. ** We have now reached the 
headquarters of the generals. Look ! there is an 
Austrian sentmel with his bear's cap. Both the 
Austrian and Russian generals are here." 

'' Let us watch the Russians a little through the 
window," said Charles Henry, slipping forward. 

They reached the comer, and were hidden by 
the trunk of a tree which overshadowed the huts. 
Suddenly they heard the word of command, and 
there was a general movement among the files of 
soldiers assembled about the square. The officers 
pUced themselves in rank, thyoldiers present- 
ed arms; for, at this moment, the Austrian 
General Loudon, surrounded by his staff, stepped 
from one of the small houses into the square. 
The Cossacks, who were crouched down on the 
earth before the door, raised themselves, and also 
presented arms. 

While Loudon stood waiting, the two Prussian 
grenadiers slipped slyly to the other hut. 

"Let us go behind," whispered Charles Henry. 
*' There are no sentinels there, and perhaps we 
may find a door, and get into the house." 

Behind the hut was a little garden whose thick 
shrubs and bushes gave complete concealment to 



the two grenadiers. Noiselessly they sprang over 
the little fence, and made a nxKmnomacD.ee of the 
terrain — ^unseen, unnoticed, they drew near the 
house. As they stepped from behind the bushes, 
Fritz Kober seized his friend's arm, and with diffi* 
culty suppressed a cry of joy. 

The scene which was presented to them was 
well calculated to rejoice the hearts of brave sol* 
diers. They had reached the goal, and might now 
hope to fulfil the wishes of their king. The 
quarters of the Russian general were plainly 
exposed to them. In this great room, which was 
evidently the ball-room of the viUage, at a long 
oak-table, in the middle of the room, sat General 
Soltikow, and around him sat and stood the gen- 
erals and officers. At the door, half a dozen Cos- 
sacks were crouching, staring sleepily on the 
ground. The room was brilliantly illuminated with 
wax-lights, and gave the two grenadiers an op- 
portunity of seeing it in every part Fate ap- 
peared to &vor them in every way, and gaye them 
an opportunity to hear as well as see. The win- 
dow on the garden was opened to give entrance 
to the cool night air, and near it there was a 
thick branch of a tree in which a man could con- 
ceal himself. 

" Look there," said Charles Henry, " I will hide 
m that tree. We will make our observations from 
different stand-points. Perhaps one of us may 
see what escapes the other. Let ns attend closely, 
that we may tell all to our king." 

No man in this room guessed that in the silent 
little gardai four flashing eyes were observing all 
that passed. 

At the table sat the Russian commander-in- 
chief, surrounded by his generals and officers. Be« 
fore him lay letters, maps, and plans, at which he 
gazed from time to time, while he dictated an ac- 
count of the battle to the officer sitting near him, 
Soltikow was preparing a dispatch for theEmpresa 
Elizabeth. A few steps farther off, in stiff military 
bearing, stood the officers who were giving in 
their reports, and whose statem^its brought a 
dark cloud to the brow of the victorious com- 
mander. Turning with a hasty movement of the 
head to the small man with the gold-embroidered 
uniform and the stiffly-firizzed wig, he said-^ 

" Did you hear that, sir marquis ? Ten thou- 
sand of my brave soldiers lie dead upon the battle- 
field, and as many more are severely wounded." 

'* It follows then," said the Marquis Montalem- 
bert| the French commissioner between the courts 
of Vienna, Petersburg, and Paris, " it follows then, 
that the king of Prussia has forty thousand dead 
and wounded, and, consequently, his little army is 
utterly destroyed." 
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"Who knows?" swdSoltikow; "the king of 
Prassia is accustomed to sell his defeats dearly. I 
should not be at all surprisedif he had lost fewer 
soldiers than we have." * 

" Well, I think he has now nothing more io 
lose," said the marquis, laughing ; " it rests with 
you to give the last coup de grdee to this conquered 
and flying king, and forever prevent — ^'* 

The entrance of an officer mterrupted liim. The 
officer announced General von Loudon. 

Soltikow arose, and advanced to the door to 
welcome the Austrian general. A proud smile 
was on his face as he gave his hand to Loudon ; 
he did this with the idr of a gracious superior who 
wished to be benevolent to his subordmate. 

The quick, firm glance of Loudon seemed to 
read the haughty heart of his ally, and, no doubt 
for this reason, he scarcely touched Soltikow^s 
hand. With erect head and proud step he ad- 
vanced into the middle of the room. 

" I resolved to come to your excellency," said 
Loudon, in a sharp, excited tone ; " you have a 
large room, while in my hut I could scarcely find 
accommodation for you and your adjutants." 

" You come exactly at the right hour," said 
Soltikow, with a haughty smile ; " you see, we were 
about to hold a council of war, and consider what 
remuns to be done." 

A dark and scornful expression was seen in 
Loudon's countenance, and his eyes rested fierce- 
ly upon the smiling face of Soltikow. 

" Impossible, general I you could not have held 
a council of war without me," said he, angrily. 

"Oh, be composed, general," said Soltikow, 
smiling, " I would, without doubt, have informed 
■ you immediately of our conclusions." 

" I suppose you could not possibly have come 
to any conclusion in my absence," said Loudon, 
the veins in whose forehead began to swell. 

Soltikow bowed, low, with the same unchanged 
and insolent smile. 

" Let us not dispute about thmgs which have not 
yet taken place, your excellency. The council of 
war had not commenced, but now that you are 
here, we may begin. Allow me, however, first to 
sign ithese dispatches which I have written to my 
gracious sovereign, announcing the victory which 
the Russian troops have this day achieved over 
the army of the King of Prussia." 

"Ah, general, this time I am in advance of 
you," cried Loudon ; " the dispatches are already 
sent off in which I announced to my empresa the 
victory which the Austrian troops gained over the 
Prussians." 

♦ Soltlkow'B own vorda.— See Archenholts, p. 206. 



Soltikow threw his head back scomfoUy, and 
his little gray eyes flashed at the Anstrian. 

Loudon went on, calmly : " I assure your excel- 
lency that enthusiasm at our glorious victory has 
made me eloquent I pictured to my empress \ht 
picturesque moment in which the coDquaiog 
Prussians were rushing forward to take possession 
of the batteries deserted by the flying Russians, 
at which time the Austrian horsemen sprang, as 
it were, from the ground, checked the conquerors, 
and forced them back ; and by deeds of lionlike 
courage changed the &te of the day." 

While Loudon, seeming entu^elj cool and c&^^ 
less, thus spoke, the face of the Russian general 
was lurid with rage. Panting for breath, he 
pressed his doubled fist upon the table. 

Every one looked at him in breathless excite- 
ment and horror — all knew his passionate and 
unrestrained rage. But the Marquis Montalembert 
hastened to prevent this outburst of pasMon, and 
before Soltikow found breath to speak, he toned 
with a gay and condliating expression to Loudon. 

" If you have painted the battle of to-day so 
much in detail," said he, " you have csertainly not 
forgotten to d^ict the gallant conduct of theBos- 
sian troops to describe that truly exalted more^ 
ment, when the Russians threw themselves to the 
earth, as if dead, before the advancing columns 
of the Prussian army, and allowed them to pa^ 
over them ; then, springing up, shot them in the 
back." * 

" Certainly I did not forget that," said Loudon, 
whose noble, generous heart already repented his 
momentary passion and jealousy ; <' certainly, I am 
not so cowardly and so unconscionable as to denj 
the weighty share which the Russian army merit 
in the honor of this day ; but you can well under- 
stand that I will not allow the gallant deeds of the 
Austrians to be swept away. We have foiight 
together and conquered together, and now let as 
rejoice together over the glorious result." 

Loudon gave his hand to Soltikow with so 
friendly an exprewuon that he could not withstand 
it. "You are ript, Loudon ; we will rejoice to- 
gether over this great victory," cried he. . " Wine, 
here I We will first drink a glass in honor of the 
triumph of the day; then we will empty a glisi 
of your beautiful Rhine wme to the friendship of 
the Austrians and Russians. Wine here! The 
night is long enough for council ; let us first cele- 
brate our victory." 

The Cossacks, at a sign from the adjutants, 
sprang from the floor and drew from a comer of 
the room a number of bottles and silver ci^ 

* Archenholtz, Beven Years* War p. 257. 
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which they hastened to place upon the table. The 
secretaries moved the papers, maps, etc.; and the 
table, which a moment before had quite a busi- 
ness-like aspect, was now changed into an enticing 



Soltikow looked on enraptured, but the marquis 
cast an anxious and significant look upon the 
Austrian general, which was answered with a slight 
shrug of the shoulders. Both knew that the brave 
General Soltikow, next to the thunder of cannon 
and the mad whirl of battle, loved nothing so well 
as the sprin^g of corks and the odor of wine. 
Both knew that the general was as valiant and 
unconquerable a soldier as he was a valiant and 
unconquerable drinker — ^who was most apt while 
drinking to forget every thing else but the glad- 
ness of the moment. The marquis tried to make 
another weak attempt to remind him of more 
earnest duties. 

" Look you, your excellency, your secretaries 
appear very melancholy. Will you not first hold a 
council of war ? and we can then give ourselves 
undisturbed to joy and eiyoyment." 

"Why is a council of war necessary?" said 
Soltikow, sinking down into a chair and handing 
his cup to the Cossack behind him to be filled for 
the second time. " Away with business and scrib- 
bling I The dispatches to my empress are com- 
pleted; seal them, Pietrowitch, and send the 
courier off immediately ; every thing else can wait 
till morning. Come, generals, let us strike our 
glasses to the healths of our exalted sovereigns." 

Loudon took the cup and drank a brave pledge, 
then when he had emptied the glass he said: 
" We should not be satisfied with sending our ex- 
alted sovereigns the news of the day*s victory — 
it lies in our hands to inform them of the com- 
plete and irrevocable defeat of the enemy." 

" How so ? " s(dd Soltikow, filling up his cup 
for the third time. 

"If now, in place of eiyoying this comfortable 
rest, and giving our enemy tune to recover him- 
self, we should follow up the Prussians and cut 
off the king's retreat, preventing him from taking 
possession of his old camp at Reutven, we would 
then be in a condition to crush him completely 
and put an end to this war." 

**Ah, you mean that we should break up the 
camp at once," said Soltikow ; " that we should not 
grunt to our poor, exhausted soldiers a single hour 
of sleep, but lead them out again to battle and to 
death ? No, no, sir general ; the blood of my 
brave Russians is worth as much as the blood of 
other men, and I will not make of them a ^all 
behind which the noble Dutchmen place them- 
selves in comfortable security, while we offer up 



for them our blood and our life. I think we Rus- 
sians have done enough ; we do not need another 
victory to prove that we are brave. When I fight 
another such battle as I have fought to-day, with 
my staff in my hand and alone I must carry the 
news to Petersburg, for I shall h^ve no soldiers 
left.* I have nothing to say ag£unst you, General 
Loudon. You have been a faithful ally ; we have 
fought, bled, and conquered together, although 
not protected by a consecrated hat and sword like 
field-Marshal Daun, who ever demands new vic- 
tories from us while he himself is undecided and 
completely inactive." 

" Your excellency seems to be somewhat em- 
bittered against Daun," said Loudon, with a smile 
he could not wholly suppress. 

" Yes," said Soltikow, " I am embittered against 
this modem Fabius Cunctator, who finds it so 
easy to become renowned — ^who remains in Vien- 
na and reaps the harvest which belongs rightly to 
you. General Loudon. You act, while he hesi- 
tates — ^you are full of energy and ever ready for 
the strife ; Daun is dilatory, and while he is re- 
solving whether to strike or not, the opportunity 
is lost." 

" The empress, my exalted sovereign, has hon- 
ored him with her especial confidence," said Lou- 
don ; " he must therefore merit it" • 

" Yes ; and in Vienna they have honored you 
and myself with their especial distrust," said Sol- 
tikow, stormily, and swallowing a full cup of 
wine. "You, I know, receive rartf and scanty 
praise ; eulo^es must be reserved for Daun. We 
are regarded with inimical and jealous eyes, and 
our zeal and our good-will are forever suspected." 
"This is true," said Loudon, smiling; "it is 
difficult for us to believe in the sincere friendship 
of the Russians, perhaps,' because we so earnestly 
desire it." 

" Words, words I " said Soltikow, angrily. " The 
German has ever a secret aversion to the Russian 
— ^you look upon us as disguised tigers, ever ready 
to rob and devolir your glorious culture and ac- 
complishments. For this reason you gladly place 
a glass shade over yourselves when we are in your 
neighborhood, and show us your glory through a 
transparent wall that we may admire and envy. 
When you are living in peace and narmony, you 
avoid us sedulously ; then the German finds him- 
sdf entirely too educated, too refined, for the bar- 
baric Russian. But when yOu quarrel and strive 
with each other, and cannot lay the storm, then 
you suddenly remember that the Russian is your 
neighbor and friend, that he wields a good sword, 

" Frederick the Great"— Gewhow, p. 200. 
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and knowB how to hew away with it right and 
left. Ton call lustily on him for help, and offer 
him your friendship— that means, just so long as 
hostiliUes endure and you have use for us. Even 
when you call us your friends you distrust us and 
suspect our good-wilL Constant charges are 
brought Against us in Vienna. Spresiun lan- 
guishes in chains — Austria charges him with 
treachery and want of zeal in the good cause ; 
Fermor and Butterlin are also accused of great 
crimes — they have sought to make both their sin- 
cerity and ability suspected by the empress, and 
to bring them into reproach. This they have not 
deserved. I know, also, that they have charged 
me with disinclination to assist the allies — they 
declare that I have no ardor for the common 
cause. This makes bad blood, messieurs; and 
if it were not for the excellent wine in your beau- 
ful Germany, I doubt if our friendship would 
stand upon a sure footing. Therefore, sir gener- 
al, take your cup and let us drink together— drink 
this glorious wine to the health of our friendship. 
Make your glasses ring, messieurs, and that the 
general may see that we mean honorably with our 
toast, empty them at a draught" 

They all accepted the challenge and emptied a 
cup of the old, fiery Rhine wine, which Soltikow 
so deariy loved ; their eyes flashed, their cheeks 
were glowing. 

Loudon saw this with horror, and he cast on 
anxious glance at Montalembert, who returned ijb 
with a significant shrug of the shoulder. 

"And now, your exceUency," said Loudon, " that 
we have enjoyed the German wine, let us think a lit- 
tle of Germany and the enemy who can no longer 
disturb her peace, if we act promptly. Our troops 
have had some hours' rest, and will now be in a 
condition to advance." 

"Always the same old song," said Soltikow, 
laughing ; " but I shall not be waked up from my 
comfortable quarters ; I have done enough ! my 
troops also ! " 

" I have just received a courier from Daun," 
said Loudon, softly ; " he makes it my duty to en- 
treat your excellency to follow up our victory and 
crush the enemy completely." 

" That will be easy work," said Montalembert, 
in a flattering tone. '* The army of the King of 
Prussia is scattered and flying in every direction ; 
they must be prevented from reassembling ; the 
scattering troops must be harassed and more 
widely separated, and every possibility of retreat 
cut off for Frederick." 

"Well, well, if that must be,'' said Soltikow, 
apathetically, placmg the cup just filled with wine 
to his lips, "let Field-Marshal Daun undertake 



th« duty. I have won two battles; I wfflwil 
and rest \ I make no other movements tOl IW 
of two Tiotories won by Daun. It is not nm 
able or just for the troops of my empress toie: 
alone." * 

" But," said the Marqms Montalembert, gifia; 
himself the appearance of wiafahig not to be bed 
by Loudon, " if your excellency now remains m 
tive and does not press forward vigorously, tk 
Austrians alone wfll reap the fruits of your nc\m! 

" I am not at all disposed to be jealoiu,''sii 
Soltikow, laughing ; " from my heart I wish tk 
Austrians more success than I have had. Fotqj 
part, I have done enough.f Fill your glasja, 
messieurs; fill your glasses! We haTetoai 
few hours of happiness from the goddess Mou: 
let us ei\joy them and forget all our caresL le! 
us drink once more, gentl^nen. Long lire oe 
charming mistress, the Empress Elizabeth ! " '^ 
Russian officers clanged their glasses and M 
in zealously, and the fragrant Rhine wine bobbki 
like foaming gold in the silver cups. SoMor 
swallowed it with ever-increasing delight, and k 
became more and more animated. 

The officers sat round the table with glowii| 
cheeks and listened to their worshipped genenl 
who, in innocent gayety, related some scenes froe 
his youth, and made his bearers laugh so lo«),8i 
rapturously, that the walls trembled, and Fn& 
Eober, who was crouching down in the bosti^ 
could with difficulty prevent himself from jf0X 
in heartily. 

The gayety of the Russians became mm i» 
petuous and unbridled. They dreamed of tbeir 
home ; here and there they began to sing R^ 
love-songs. The Cossacks, on the floor, ^ 
with delight and hummed lightly the refrain* 

The wine began to exercise its freedom d 
equality principles upon the heart, and all ^^ 
ference of rank was forgotten. Every com*' 
nance beamed with delight ; every man l^ 
and jested, sang and drank. No one thought «f 
the King of Prussia and his scattered army; ^. 
remembered the victory they bad achieTed,^ 
the fragrant wine banished the remembrance of 
the conquered.:^ 

Montalembert and Loudon took no part in* 
general mirth. They had left the tablt^ i^ 
from an open window watched the wild d 
frenzied group. 

"It is in vain," whispered Loudon, "wccan*' 
influence hun. The German wine liesneai«ri« 
heart than his German allies.^ 

• Soltikow^s own worda.— See Archenholts, ?■ ^ 

t Historical. 

$ See Pmasla; Frederick the Great— Gebharil^'^ 
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^^ But you, general, you should do what Soltikow 
omits or neglects. You should draw your own 
advantage from this tardmess of the Russian 
general, and pursue and crush the King of Prus- 
sia." 

" I would not be here now," said Loudon, pain- 
fully, " if I could do that. My hands are bound. 
I dare not undertake any thing to which the 
allies do not agree ; we can only act in concert." 

A loud roar of laughter from the table silenced 
the two gentlemen. Soltikow had just related a 
merry anecdote, which made the Cossacks laugh 
aloud. One of the Russian generals rewarded 
them by throwing them two tallow-candles. This 
dainty little delicacy was received by them with 
joyful shouts. 

" Let us withdraw," whispered Montalembert, 
" the scene becomes too Russian." 

** Yes, let us goi," sighed Loudon ; *' if we must 
remain here inactive, we can at least employ the 
time in sleep." 

No one remarked the inthdrawal of the two 
gentlemen. The gay laughter, the drinking and 
singing went on undisturbed, and soon became a 
scene of wild and drunken confusion. 

" We can now also withdraw," whispered Charles 
Henry to Fritz Kober. "Come, come I you 
know we are expected." 

With every possible caution, they hastened 
away, and only after they had left the camp of 
the Russians and Austrians far behind them, and 
passed again over the battle-field did Fritz Kober 
break silence. " Well," said he, sighing, " what 
have we to say to the king ? " 

" All that we have heard," said Charles Henry. 

" Yes, but we have heard nothing," murmured 
Fritz. '^ I opened my ears as wide as possible, but 
it was all in vain. Is it not base and vile to come 
to Germany and speak this gibberish, not a word 
of which can be understood ? In Germany men 
should be obliged to speak Gei^an, and not Rus- 
sian." 

' "They did not speak Russian, but French," 
aud Charles Henry ; " I understood it all." 

Fritz Kober stopped suddenly, and stared at his 
friend. " You say you imderstoo<i French ? " 

" Yes, I was at home on the French borders. 
My mother was from Alsace, and there I learned 
French." 

" You understand every thing," murmured Fritz, 
" but for myself, I am a poor stupid blockhead, 
and the king will laugh at me, for I have nothing 
to telL I shall not get my commission." 

"Then neither will I, Fritz; and, besides, as to 
what we have seen, you have as much to tell as L 
You heard with your eyes and I with my 



ears, and the great point arrived at you know as 
much about as I do. The Russians and Austrians 
are sleeping quietly, not thinking of pursuing us. 
That's the principal point." 

" Yes^ that's true ; that I can also assure the 
king — that will please him best Look I Charles 
Henry, the day is breaking ! Let us hasten on 
to the king. When he knows that the Austrians 
and Russians sleep, he will think it high time for 
the Prussians to be awake." 



CHAPTER XV. 

A HERO IN MISFORTUNE. 

The two grenadiers returned unharmed to the 
village where the king had at present established 
his headquarters. The first rays of the morning 
sun were fallmg upon the wretched hut which was 
occupied by his majesty. The peaceful morning 
quiet was unbroken by the faintest sound, and, as 
if Nature had a ceiftain reverence for the heio's 
slumber, even the birds were hushed, and the 
morning breeze blew softly against the little win- 
dow, as if it would murmur a sleeping song to the 
king. There were no sentinels before the door ; 
the bright morning sun alone was guardmg*the 
holy place where the unfortunate hero reposed. 

Ijghtly, and with bated breath, the two grena- 
diers crept into the open hut The utter silence 
disturbed them. It seemed incredible that they 
should find the king in this miserable place, alone 
and unguarded. They thx>ught of the hordes of 
Cossacks which infested that region, and that a 
dozen of them would suffice to surround this little 
hut, and make prisoners of the king and his aij^u- 
tants. 

"I have not the courage to open the door," 
whispered Fritz Kober. " I fear that the king is 
no longer here. The Cossacks have captured 
him." 

"God has not permitted that," said Charles 
Henry, solemnly ; " I believe that He has guarded 
the king in our absence. Come, we will go to his 
majesty." 

They opened the door and entered, and then 
both stood motionless, awed and arrested by what 
they beheld. 

There, on the straw that was scantily scattered 
on the dirty floor, lay the king, his hat drawn 
partially over his face, his unsheathed sword in 
his hand, sleeping as quietly as if he were at his 
bright and beautifUl Sans-SoucL 

"Look I" whispered Charles Henry; "thui 
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sleeps a king) over whom God watches 1 But now 
we must awaken hun.'' 

He advanced to the king, and kneeling beside 
nim, whispered: "Your majesty, we have re- 
turned ; we bring intelligence of the Russians and 
Austrians." 

The king arose slowly, and pushed his hat back 
from his brow. 

" Good or bad news ? " he asked. 

"Good news!" said Fritz. "The Austrians 
and Russians have both gone to bed; they were 
sleepy." 

" And they have no idea of pursuing your ma- 
jesty," continued Charles Henry. " Loudon wished 
it, but Soltikow refused ; he will do nothing until 
Daun acts." 

" So you sat with them in the coimcil of war ? " 
asked the king, smiling. 

" Yes, we were present," said Fritz Eober, with 
evident delight ; " I saw the council, and Charles 
Henry heard them." 

The king stood up. " You speak too loud I " 
he said ; " you will waken these two gentlemen, 
who are sleeping so well We will go outside, 
and you can continue your report" 

He crossed the room noiselessly, and left the 
hut. Then seating himself before the door, on a 
email bench, he told the two grenadiers to give 
him an exact account of what they ha^ seen and 
heard. 

Long after they had finished speaking, the king 
sat silent, and apparently lost in thought His 
eyes raised to heaven, he seemed to be in holy 
communion with the Almighty. As his eyes 
slowly sank, his glance fell upon the two grena- 
diers who stood before him, silently respectful. 

" I am pleased with you, children, and this thne 
the promise shall be kept You shall become 
subordinate officers." 

" In the same company? " asked Fritz Eober. 

"In the same company. That is," continued 
the king, " if I am ever able to form companies 
and regiments again." 

"We are not so badly off as your majesty 
thinks," said Fritz Kober. "Our troops have 
already recovered from their first terror, and as 
we returned we saw numbers of them entering 
the village. In a few hours the army can be re- 
orgamzed." 

"God grant that you may be right, my son I " 
said the king, kindly. " Go, now, into the village, 
and repeat the news you brought me to the sol- 
diers. It will encourage them to hear that the 
enemy sleep, and do not think of pursuing us. I 
will prepare your commissions for you to-day. 
Farewell, my children ! " 



He bent his head slightly, and then turned U 
reenter the hut and awaken his two adjutanU 
With a cahn voice he commanded them to gokte 
the village, and order the generals and higho d& 
cers to assemble the renmants of their r^imend 
before the hut 

" A general march must be sounded,'' said ik 
king. ■" The morning air will bear the sound into 
the distance, and when my soldiers hear it, per- 
haps they will return to their colors." 

When the ac^utants left him, the king eo& 
menoed pacing slowly up and down, his hmdi 
crossed behmd him. 

" All is lost, all ! " he murmured ; " but I nrast 
wait and watch. If the stupidity or rashness of tEe 
enemy should break a mesh in the net withii 
which I am enclosed, it is my duty to slip throi^ 
with my army. Ah I how heavily this crofs 
presses upon my head ; it leaves me no momot 
of repose. How hard is life, and how t^nibly ut 
the bright illusions of our earlier years destroyed!" 

At the sound of the drum, the king shiver^l, 
and murmured to himself: "I feel now, whtt I 
never thought to feeL I am afraid my hesn 
trembles at the thought of this encoupter, as it 
never did in battle. The drums and Ixompets call 
my soldiers, but they will not come. They ait 
stretched upon the field of battle, or fleeing before 
the enemy. They will not come, apd the sunwU 
witness my shame and wretchedness." 
. The kmg, completely overcome, sank upon the 
bench, and buried his face in his hands. He sat 
thus^or a long time. The sounds before,the door 
became louder and louder, but the king heard 
them not ; he still held his hands before his face. 
He could not see the bright array of uniforms that 
had assembled before the window, nor that tbe 
soldiers were swarming in from all sides. He did 
not hear the beating of drums, the orders to ^ 
soldiers, or military signals. Neither did he hear 
the door, which was gently opened by his adjtt- 
tants, who had returned to inform him that bJ 
orders had been obeyed, and that the generals and 
staff officers were awaiting him outside the hut 

" Sire," whispered at length one of the adju- 
tants, " your commands have been fulfilled. The 
generals await your miyesty's pleasure." 

The king allowed his hands to glide slowly from 
his face. " And the troops ? " he asked. 

" They are beginning to form." 

" They are also just placmg the canuim,^ sud 
the second adjutant 

The king turned angrily to him. "Sir,*^ be 
cried, " you lie 1 1 have no cannon." 

" Your msgesty has, God be praised, more thai 
fifty cannon," sdd tie ac^utant, firmlv. 
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A ray of light overspread the countenance of 
the king, and a slight flush arose to his pale cheek. 
Standing up, he bowed kindlj to the adjutants, 
and passed out among the generals, who saluted 
him respectfully, and pressed back to make way 
for their king. The king walked silently through 
their ranks, and then turning his head, he said : 

'* Gentlemen, let us see what yesterday has left 
us. Assemble your troops." 

The generals and staff oflScers hurried silently 
away, to place themselves at the head of their re- 
giments, and lead them before the king. 

The kmg stood upright, his unsheathed sword 
m. his right hand, as in the most ceremonious pa- 
rade. The marching of the troops began, but it 
was a sad spectacle for their king. How little 
was left of the great and glorious anhy which he 
had led yesterday to battle 1 More than twenty 
thousand men were either killed or wounded. 
Thousands were flying and scattered. A few re- 
s;iments had been formed with great trouble ; 
barely five thousand men were now assembled. 
The king looked on with a firm eye, but his lips 
were tightly compressed, and his breath came 
heavily. Suddenly he turned to Count Dolmer, the 
adjutant of the Grand Duke Ferdinand of Bruns- 
wick, who had arrived a few days before with the 
intelligence of a victory gained at Minden. The king 
had invited him to remain. **I am about to over- 
power the Russians ; remain until I can give you 
a like message." The king was reminded of this 
as he saw the count near him. 

" Ah," he said, with a troubled smile, " you are 
waiting for the message I promised, I am dis- 
tressed that I cannot make you the bearer of bet- 
ter news. If^ however, you arrive lafely at the 
end of your journey, and do not find Daun already 
in Berlin, and Contades |n Magdeburg, you can as- 
sure the Grand Duke Ferdinand from me that all 
is not lost. Farewell, sir." 

Then, bowing slightly, he advanced with a firm 
step to the generals. His eyes glowed and flashed 
once more, and his whole bdng reassumed its 
usual bold and energetic expression. 

" Gentlemen," he said, in a clear voice, " for- 
tune did not favor us yesterday, but there is no 
reason to despair. A day will come when we shall 



repay the enemy with bloody interest I at least 
expect such a day ; I will live for its coming, and 
all my thoughts and plans shall be directed tow- 
ard that object. I strive for no other glory than 
to deliver Prussia from the conspiracy into which 
the whole of Europe has entered against her. I 
will obtain peace for my native land, but it shall 
be a great and honorable peace. I will accept no 
other ; I would rather be buried under the ruins 
of my cannon, than accept a peace that would 
bring no advantages to Prussia, no fame to us. 
Honor is the highest, the holiest possession of in- 
dividuals, as it is of nations.; and Prussia, who has . 
placed her honor in our hands, must receive it 
from us pure and spotless. If you a^ee with me, 
gentlemen, join me in this cry, * Long live Prussia ! 
Long live Prussia's honor ! ' " 

The generals and officers joined enthusiastically 
in this cry, and like a mighty torrent it spread 
from mouth to mouth, until it reached the regf- 
ments, where it was repeated agdn and again. 
The color-bearers unfiirled their tattered banners, 
and the shout arose from thousands of throats, - 
" Long live Prussia's honor ! " 

The king's countenance was bright, but a tear 
seemed to glitter in his eye. He raised his glance 
to heaven and murmured : 

" I swear to live so long as there is hope, so 
long as I am free ! I swear only to think of death 
when my liberty is threatened." Slowly his glance 
returned to earth, and then in a powerful voice> 
he cried : ** Onward ! onward I that has ever been 
Prussia's watchword, and it shall remain so — On- 
ward! We have a great object before us — ^we 
must use every effort to keep the Rusaans out of 
Berlin. The palladium of our happiness must not 
fall into the hands of our enemies. The Oder ana 
the Spree must be ours — ^we must recover to-mor- 
row what the enemy wrenched from us yesterday I " 

" Onward I onward ! " cried the army, and the 
words of the king bore courage and enthusiasm to 
all hearts. 

Hope was awakened, and all were ready to fol- 
low the kmg ; for however dark ai^d threatening 
the horizon appeared, all had fSfuth in the star of 
the king, and believed that iVcould never be extin 
guished. 



18 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



BOOK V. 



OHAPTER 1. 

tHI TERESIANI AND THE FRUSSIANI. 

At the splendid hotel of the " White Lion," git- 
oated on the Canale Grande, a gondola had just 
arrived. tThe porter sounded the great house-beU, 
and the host hastened immediately to greet the 
stranger, who, having left the gondola, was briskly 
mounting the small white marble steps that led to 
the beautiful and sumptuous vestibule of the hotel 

The stranger returned the hosfs profound and 
respectful salutation with a stiff military bow, and 
asked in forced and rather foreign Italian if he 
could obtain rooms. 

Signer Montardo gazed at him with a doubtful 
and uncertain expression, and instead of answer* 
iDg his question, said : 

" Signer, it appears to me that you are a for- 
eigner?" 

"Yes," said the stranger, smiling, " my Italian 
has betrayed me. I am a foreigner, but hope that 
will not prevent your showing me comfortable and 
agreeable rooms." 

" Certainly not, signer ; our most elegant and 
sumptuous apartment is at your command," said 
the host, with a flattering smile. In the mean 
time, however, he did not move from the spot, but 
gazed with a confused and anxious countenance 
first at the stranger, and then at his large trunk, 
which the men were just lifting from the gondola. 

" Will you please show me the rooms ? " cried 
the stranger, impatiently advancing into the halL 

The host sighed deeply, and threw a questioning 
glance at the head waiter, who returned it with 
a shrug of his shoulders. 

"I will first show you into the dining-saloon," 
murmured the host, hastening after the stranger. 
" Will you please step in here, excellency," and 
with humble submission he opened the large fold- 



ing doors before which they stood, and condnrteJ 
the stranger into the magnificent saloon vbiti 
served as dining-saloon and. ball-room. "Ko" 
excellency," continued the host, after he clos^ 
the door, and had convinced himself bj a np^ 
glance that they were alone, " forgive my cnritf- 
ity in asking you two questions before I have k 
honor of showing you your rooms. How loug^ 
you intend to remain here ? " 

"A few days, sir. Well, your second q«s- 
tion?" 

The" host hesitated a moment; then lookOr' 
down, he said : 

" Your excellency is a German ? " 

" Yes, a German," said the stranger, m^ 
tiently. 

" I thought so," sighed the host 

** Will you show me my rooms or not. Dw*^* 
quickly, for I know there are other handsome ho- 
tels on the Canale Grande where I would be ^ 
ingly received." 

The host bowed with an aggrieved expression 
"Signer, I will show you rooms. Will yoah»« 
the kindness to fellow me ? " 

Like one who had come to a desperate deciaflJi! 
he advanced and pushed open a door which led to 
a long passage, with rooms on each side; be 
passed them all hastily, and entered a small, dvt 
side-passage, which was little in keeping with tin 
general elegance of the building; thewaDs*** 
not covered with tapestry, as those of the W 
halls, but with dirty whitewash ; the floor had M 
carpet, and the doors of the rooms were lot »S' 
small. 

The host opened one of them and led ^ 
stranger into a small, simply-furnished room, ^^ 
a little dark closet containing a bed. 

"Signer," he said, with a profound bo* 
"these are, unfortunately, the only two roontf ' 
can offer you." 
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" They are small and mean," said the stranger, 
angrily. 

" They are quiet and remote, and you will have 
the advantage of not being disturbed by the ball 
which the club of the Prussiani are to hold in my 
grand saloon to-night." 

As he finished, he looked at the stranger hast- 
ily and searchingly, to see what impression his 
words had upon him. fle was decidedly aston- 
ished and confused. 

" The Prussian Club?." he said. " Are there 
so many Prussians here, and are they to celebrate 
a gay feast, when it appears to me they have 
every reason to mourn for their king's misfor- 
tune ? " 

It was now the stranger who gazed searchingly 
at the host, and awaited his answer with impa- 
tience. 

" You ask if there are many Prussians here ? " 
said the host, pathetically. "Yes, there are a 
great many in la heUa Venezia^ eccettenza, chi non 
e huon PrussianOy non e buon Veneziano. You say 
further, that the Prussians have no- reason to cele- 
brate a festival, but should mourn for then* king^s 
misfortunes. No, your excellency, the Prussians will 
never have reason to despair, for a hero like the 
great Frederick can never succum.b. His sun is 
clouded for a moment, but it will burst forth 
again brilliant and triumphant, and blind all his 
enemies. The Prussians celebrate this feast to 
defy the TereBtani. They have their club at the 
hotel of the * Golden Fleece,* and held a grand 
ball there yesterday in honor of their victory at 
Mayen. 'Tis true the king has lost two battles, 
the battles of Kiinersdorf and Mayen, but the Prus- 
sians do not despair ; for if the king has lost two 
battles, he will win four to make up for them, and 
the Austrians, French, and Russians will flee be- 
fore him, as they did at Zomdorf and Rossbach. 
The Prussian^ wish to celebrate this feast to con- 
vince the Teresiani that they are not disturbed by 
the king's apparent misfortune, and are now cele- 
brating the victories that their great king is still 
to achieve." 

The stranger's face beamed with delight. " The 
Prussians have great confidence in their king," he 
said, with forced composure ; " but you have not 
yet told me why so many Prussians are stopping 
here?" 

The host laughed. " Signor does not occupy 
himself with politics ? " 

" No,'* answered the stranger, with hesitation. 

" Well, otherwise you would have known that 
there are many Prussians in the world, and that 
all the world takes an interest in this war in 
which a single hero battles against so many pow- 



erful enemies. Yes, yes, there are Prussians in 
all Europe, and the great Frederick is joyfully 
welcomed everywhere; but nowhere more joy- 
fully than in our beautiful Italy ; and nowhere in 
Italy is he more welcomed than in our beautiful 
Venice. The nobles and the gondoliers decide for 
or against, and Venice is divided into two great 
parties : the first for the King of Prussia, the lat- 
ter for the Austrian empress, Maria Theresa. But 
I assure you the Teresiani are mean and despica- 
ble, bought enthusiasts, and cowardly fools." 

" Consequently, you do not belong to them, sig- 
nor," said the stranger, smiling ; " you are a good 
Prusnanoy 

" I should think so," cried the host, proudly ; 
" I am a good patriot, and our watchword is, ''Ch% 
non e buon Pntssiano, non e btion Veneziano*** 

"If that is so," cried the stranger, gayly, as he 
kmdly offered the host his hand, " I congratulate 
myself for having stopped here, and these small, 
mean rooms will not prevent my remaining. I 
also am a Prussian, and say, like yourself, what 
care we for the battles of Kiinersdorf and Mayen ? 
Frederick the Great will still triumph over his en- 
emies." 

" Ah, signor, you are a Prussian ! " cried the 
host, with a true Italian burst of joy. " You are 
heartily welcome at my hotel, and be convinced, 
sir, that I shall do every thing to deserve your ap- 
proval Come, sir, these rooms are too small, too 
mean, for a follower of Frederick ; I shall have 
the honor of showing you two beautiful rooms on 
the first floor, with a view of the Canale Grande^ 
and you shall pay no more for them. Follow me, 
sir, and pardon me that you were not at once 
worthily served. I did not know *you were a Prtcs- 
sianOj and it would have been most dangerous and 
impoUtic to • have received a stranger who might 
have been a TereHano; It might have deprived 
me of all the Prussian custom. Have the good- 
ness to follow me.'* 

He stepped forward briskly,' and conducted the 
stranger across the passage through the grand sa- 
loon into the hall. The head waiter was standing 
there engaged in an excited conversation with the 
gondoliers who, having placed the traveller's trunk 
in the hall, were cursing'and crying aloud for their 
money. While the waiter was assuring them, 
that it was not decided whether the stranger 
would remain with them or not, and perhaps they 
would have to carry his trunk farther, the host 
nodded smilingly at the head waiter and said, 
proudly, " His excellency is not only a German, 
but a Prussian." 

The clouded faces of the waiters and gondoliers 
cleared immediately, and they gazed at the trav- 
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eller with a significant smile as he mounted the 
splendid steps with the host. 

" He is a I'russian ! " cried the waiters. ^^Bwiva 
U Re di Jhrmna ! " cried the gondoliers, as they 
raised the trunk and carried it nimbly up the 
steps. 

The saloon into which the host conducted his 
guest was certainly di£fbrent from the small, un- 
clean rooms he had shown him before. All was 
elegance, and with a feeling of pride he led the 
stranger to the balc<my which offered a splendid 
view of the imposing and glorious Candle Grande^ 
with its proud churches and palaces. 

"And now, signor," said the host, humbly, 
** command me. If I can serve yocf in any man- 
ner, I shall do so with pleasure. Any information 
you desire, I am ready to give. Perhaps your ex- 
cellency has — ? " 

" No," said the stranger,- quickly, " I have no 
political mission, and my letter to the prior is of 
a very innocent nature. I am a merchant, and by 
chance have become possessed of several costly 
relics, and hope that the prior of the cloister may 
purchase them." 

"Ah, relics," sjdd the host, with a contemptu- 
ous shrug of his shoulders ; "do you know, sir, 
that no one now is enthusiastic about 9uch things ? 
Politics leave us no time for piety; the Pope 
has lost his influence, and even the Romans are 
good Prumanif and care not for Frederick the 
Great being a heretic. The Pope blesses his ene- 
mies and celebrates their victories with brilliant 
masses and costly presents. The Romans are in- 
diflTerent to all this, and pray for their hero-king, 
the Great Frederick, and in spite of the Pope de- 
sire him to triumph." 

"Ah," said the traveller, with apparent sad- 
ness, " then I shall certainly not succeed with my 
relics, but I hope I shall do better in the city with 
my fans; for them I desire your advice. Will 
you please tell me the names of a few large com- 
mercial houses where they might buy some of my 
beautiful fans? But they must be good Prussiani, 
as you will soon see." He stepped to his trunk, 
unlocked it, and took from it an iiui containing a 
number of fans. 

" Look here, sir. I saw these fans in Geneva, 
and thinking I might perhaps do a good business 
with them in Italy, I bought several dozen. Ex- 
amine the charming and tasteful paintings." He 
opened one of the fans ; it was of white satin, with 
quite an artistic painting of a large Prussian eagle 
about to devojtir a white lily. 

The host clapped his hands with delight " De- 
licious ! " be cried, laughing. " The Prussian eagle 
devouring the French lily ; this is a charming 



prophecy, a wonderful satire. You bought these 
fans in Geneva ; there are Prussians in Genew 
also, then." 

" Every lady in Geneva has such a fan, md 
there are no better Prussians in Berlin thanii 
Geneva." 

" I am delighted, truly delighted," cried k 
Italian, enthusiastically. " The time will codk 
when all the people of Europe will be PnissiiDS 
and only princes TVrenant." 

" Nevertheless, the people will have to obej 
their princes," said the stranger, with a watcbM 
glance ; " and if they command It, will war agiiii^ 
the great king." 

"Not we, not the Italians," cried the host,Tifr 
lently ; " our Doge would not dare to side wi 
the Teresianij for he knows very well that wouli 
occasion a revolution in Venice and, perhaps, &t 
danger his own throne. No, no, signer; oo 
exalted government is too wise not to adopt i 
neutral position, while secretly they are as goo<l 
Prussians as we are." 

" But the Lombardians and the Sardiniansr 
asked the stranger, expectantly. 

" They also are Prussians ; even if their king 'i 
a Tereeiano, t(a they say, his people are Frossiici 
like ourselves." 

" And the Neapolitans ? " 

" Well, the Neapolitans," swd the host, laugb- 
ing, "the Neapolitans are, as you know, not re> 
nowned for their bravery; and if they do not 
lovQ the great Frederick, they fear him. Tbe 
Neapolitans are the children of Italy, knovio^ 
only that Naples is a beautiful city, and fearing * 
barbarian might come and devour it. In their ter- 
ror they forget that no one is thinking of tbeiD, 
and that they are separated by Italy and theiip' 
from all warlike people. The king of Kip^ 
thinks it possible that Frederick may one dtj 
ascend Vesuvius with his conquering annj Vi^ 
take possession of Naples. Since the king's ^ 
victories, Ferdinand has increased the number of 
his troops and doubled the guard in his capital 

The host laughed so heartily at this account, 
that the stranger was irresistibly comp^ed to 
join him. 

" The King of Naples is hut a boy nineye«fi 
old. His ministers are older than himself, sk^ 
should know a little more geography, signor. Bot 
corpo di JBaccOj here I am talking and taUdnS 
of politics forgetting entirely that your exoell0»<7 
is doubtless hungry, and desires a strengthening 
meal" 

" *Tis true, I am a little hungry," sud thestrtf 
ger, smiling. 

" In a quarter of an hour the" most spleiwii'^ 
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dinner, that the celebrated White Lion can pre- 
pare, shall be ready for you, signor," cried the host, 
as he rushed hastily from the room. 

The stranger gazed thoughtfully after him. " It 
appears to me that I have been very fortunate in 
coming here ; the good host seems to be a good 
Prussian, and I have learned more from him in a 
quarter of an hour than I would have done in a 
long journey through Italy. I shall now be able 
to act with zeal and energy. But I must not 
forget the rdle I have to play. I am a merchant 
trading with fans, curiosities, and relics, and very 
anxious to bring my wares to market." 

The entrance of the waiter interrupted him, and 
soon the savory dishes invited the traveller to re- 
firesh himself. 



CHAPTER II. 

FREDERICK THE GREAT AS X SAINT. 

." Aim now to business," said the traveller, when 
he had finished dining. *' It is high tune I were on 
my way, if I am to leave this place to-day." He 
hastened to his trunk and took from it several 
bundles and packages, some of which he put in 
his pockets and some, like a true merchant, he 
carried under his arm. Then putting on his large, 
black felt hat, he turned to leave the room. In 
passing the mirror he looked at himself, and 
broke out into a merry laugh at his appearance. 

" Truly," said he, " I look like a veritable shop- 
keeper, and he who takes me for any thing else, 
must be of a more political turn of mind than Yny 
host, Signor Montardo, the Frtusiano.^^ 

He turned and left the room to obtain the ad- 
dress of some merchants and a guide from his 
host. In spite of remonstrances Signor Montardo 
insisted on accompanying him. 

"Otherwise," said he, "some one might ad- 
dress you who is not on our side, and if you were 
then to show hun your fans, there would be a fear- 
ful scandal ; the other party is quite as hot-headed 
as we are, and many a pitched battle has taken 
place between the Tereaiani and the Frussianu 
Come, sir ; I must accompany you. We will not 
go by the canal, but through the small by-streets ; 
they will lead us quickest to the Riva di Schiavoni, 
and then to the Rialto, which is our destination." 

" Is that far fix)m the convent of San Giovanni 
e Paolo ? " asked the stranger. 

"Ah, you are still determined to offer your 
•eb'cs to the abbot ? " said the host, laughing. 

" Yes, and hope to sell them." 



" Well, I wish you luck. The Rialto is not far 
from there. I will go with ydk until within the 
vicinity of the convent, but not farther." 

" And why not ? " 

" Because the door-keeper is a raging Teresia- 
nOy and would undoubtedly close the door in your 
face, were I at your side." 

" But did you not tell me the abbot was a Prm" 
siano ? " 

* Yes, the abbot, but the porter is not ; nor are 
many ef the monks, I am sorry to say." 

" Ah, even the monks are occupied with poli- 
tics?" 

" Signer," cried the host, pathetically, " every 
one here interests himself in politics ; and when you 
hear that our little children are divided into Tere- 
siani and Frussianij you will credit me. There 
was a slight revolution yesterday in the Riva 
Peschiera. It was occasioned by a fish woman's 
refusing to sell my cook some beautiful trout ; she 
declared God had not created fish for the PrussU 
aniy which, in her opinion, was another name for 
heathen and unbeliever. My cook insisted on 
having the fish, and, as utifortunately there were 
many Fmssiani among the fishwomen, it soon 
came to hard words and still harder blows, and 
was terminated by the arrest of the principal dis- 
turbers." 

They were now entering the Riva di Schiavoni, 
and the talkative Signor Montardo was continu- 
ing his merry tales when he was interrupted by 
cries and shouts of laughter and derision, and 
they were almost surrounded by a large crowd 
of excited men. 

"We are fortunately at the end of our walk," 
said Signor Montardo, " for there is the house of m^ 
worthy friend Cicemachi, dealer in fancy goods, 
and it is to hun we are going. Let us press 
forward to see what this crowd means. I pre- 
sume my friend Cicemachi has prepared another 
surprise for the good people of Venice." 

He made a way for hunself and friend with his 
broad shoulders, and soon stood in front of the 
shop around which the crowd was collected. A 
cry of astonishment escaped the stranger, and he 
pointed to the entrance of the shop. " You see 
there," said he, " a speaking likeness of Fred- 
erick the Great." 

There hung at the front of the store a large 
engravmg in a rich golden frame. It was the 
portrait of Prussia's hero kmg — of Frederick the 
Great— and beneath burnt a bright lamp, its light 
shedding a rosy tint over FrederickHt noble coun- 
tenance. 

"Ah! I understand it now," whispered the 
host " Cicemachi has done this to enrage ths 
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Ttrenani To show his boundless reverence for the 
king, he has p]A(Md a burning lamp beneath hb 
picture, an honor due only in our country to the 
saints. Let us hear what the people have to say 
of it" 

Just then a Teresiano commenced a speech, ac- 
companied by violent gesticulations, against this 
insult to the Church. " How can you suffer this 
heretic to be represented by you as a saint ? " cried 
he, in a voice of rage. " Do you not know that 
the Pope has excommunicated the King of Prus- 
sia? Do you not know that he is an enemy to 
God, to the Church, and to our holy Catholic 
religion ? Away, then, with this lamp ! The fires 
of hell will devour him, but no holy lamp shall 
enlighten his darkened soul." 

" He is right, he is right," cried some among 
the crowd. " Away with the lamp ! Break Cicer- 
nachi's windows, for he is a Frussiatio, He 
makes a saint of a heretic I Put out the lamp ! " 

"Do not venture to touch the lamp," cried 
others. "Back! back! or our fists shall close 
your eyes imtil neither the lamp nor the great 
Frederick is visible to you." 

" Put out the lamp, in God's name !" cried the 
infuriated Teredani, And the cry was repeated 
by many of his party, as they pressed forward. 
But the Fmssiani^ amongst whom were our host 
and the stranger, had already formed a wall of 
defence before the store, and were energetically 
beating back the approaching Teresiarti, And 
then there occurred a tumult, such as can only 
occur among passionate Italians. Wild shouts, 
curses, and threats were heard — eyes sparkling 
with rage, doubled fists, and here, and there a 
dagger or a knife was seen. 

But the noise suddenly ceased, and a deep 
stillness prevailed. No sound was heard but the 
quiet even tread of the solemn silent forms that 
stood suddenly, as if they had risen from the 
earth in their midst. No one had seen them 
come — ^no word was spoken by them, and still 
many retreated timidly, fearfully from them ; their 
presence was enough to quiet these enraged 
masses, to silence their anger. Even Signer Mon- 
tardo deserted his prominent position before the 
lamp, and was gazing anxiously at the dark forms 
passing slowly tJirough the crowd. 

" The sbirri 1 " whispered he to the stranger. 
"The servants of the Council of Tenl Whom 
will they take with them ? " 

But it seemed as if these much-feared men only 
desired to cause the people to remember tliem only, 
to threaten — ^not to punish. They wished to remind 
the people that the law was watching over them. 
Completely hid by their long mantles, they passed 



with bowed heads through the crowd. Thus 
without addressing or noticing any one, thej 
passed into one of the small by-street3 leading 
from thd Rialto. 

As the last one disappeared, life once luoit 
ammated the crowd. All breathed more frdt 
when relieved from their much-feared presence, 
and soon they commenced talking agtun of Gcer 
nachi's new saint 

" You see," whispered Montardo to the stran 
ger, " that our government is neutral It will 
punish neither the Prussiani nor the Tfremi; 
only warns us not to carry our zeaX too fir, 
and reminds us that it is against the law to carry 
a dagger or a knife in the street. But now letns 
enter the shop, and I will introduce you w 
Cicemachi." 

He took the stranger's arm, and entered the 
shop, where a tall, slim man met him. His long 
black hair hung in wild disorder on both sides 
of his expressive countenance, his eyes sparkled 
with fire, and on his full red lip there was s 
proud, triumphant smile. 

" Well, Montardo," said he, " you come un- 
doubtedly to congratulate me on tl?is victory over 
these miserable TeresianV* 

"Certtdnly, sir," cried Montardo, laugbiDgly, 
"it was a most original idea." 

"Do you know why I have done it?" said 
Cicemachi; "yesterday the Teresiani placed be- 
fore theb restaurants the bull of Pope Clement 
XI., which has just been confirmed and renewed 
by Clement XIII. It was printed on white satin, 
and enclosed in a beautiful gilt frame, and under- 
neath it burnt a sacred lamp." 

"What are the contents of this bull?" said 
Montardo. 

" I will tell you the beginning," said Ciceniaciii, 
"I do not recollect all. It sounded thus: 'Ion 
have long known that Frederick, margrave ot 
Brandenburg, in contempt for the authorit/w 
the Church, took to himself the name and i"- 
signia of king, a profane and unheard-of act among 
Christians. He has thus imwisely enough become 
one of those of whom it is said in the Biblei 
They reigned, but not through Me ; they tere 
pi-inces, but I did not know them.' Do you ^^ 
ceive now why I placed the king's picture be- 
fore my store ? why I burnt a lamp beneath it. 
I think this glorious portrait is more deserring 
of a sacred lamp than the Pope's nonaensicil 
bull." 

*> You are right, signor," said the- str^er, ad- 
vancing to Cicemachi and shaking hands wtli 
him. "Permit me to thank you in the name o^ 
my great and noble king whom you have thisdaj 
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defended in so original a' manner from the mali- 
eious charges of his enemies. I ^ve jou my 
wofd of honor that the kin^ shall hear of it 
through me ; I know it will r^oice him." 

" Ah, signer," said Montardo, laughing, " you 
forget that you are an honest merchant who does 
not concern himself about politics." 

** I can never forget I am a Prussian," said the 
traveller ; ** and how could I forget it ? " contin- 
ued he, laughing. ** My whole business consists 
of Prussian wares." 

** Truly you have some very beautiful articles," 
said Montardo. ** You will be charmed with them, 
Cicemachi ; it will be another opportunity to an- 
noy the Teresiani. Look at this merchant's fans." 

The stranger opened several fans.^ Cicemachi's 
eyes sparkled with delight at the sight of the 
painting. "How many have you, signer? " said 
he. 

" Twelve." 

"I take them all, and regret you have not 
more." 

** But Cicemachi, where has all your wisdom 
gone to ? " cried Montardo. " You have not even 
asked the price ; or do you, perhaps, think the 
stranger gives them to you for nothing ? " 

" No, no ; I forgot it," said Cicemachi, gazing 
with delight at the fans which the stranger was 
spreading out before him. " What is theu: price, 
signer ? " 

The stranger was silent for a moment, and then 
said, in a hesitating manner : " I paid ten francs 
for each fan in Geneva." 

** I give twice that," said Cicemachi, quickly. 

The stranger started up hastily, blushing with 
annoyance. " Sir," said he, " I take firom no one 
a higher price than I gave." 

**Ah, signer, signer," cried Montardo, "you 
have again forgotten that you are but a merchant. 
No merchant sells his goods for what he gave for 
them. Remember that." 

" I will make a good busmess with these fans," 
sdd Cicemachi. "I give you twenty-four francs, 
and will ask fifty for them. The ladies of our no- 
bility, many of whom are PrwMtant, will be de- 
lighted to annoy their opponents in so elegant a 
manner. Are you content, sir ? " 

" I am satisfied," said the stranger, blushing 
with embarrassment. 

" Is this all you have for sale ? " 

" No, I have something else," said the stranger, 
opening another package. " As you are Frusaiano, 
these neat little corns and medals, with pretty car- 
icatures of the enemies of the king on them, will 
no doubt please you." 

** Ah, let us see them," cried both Italians. 



They examiiled with eagemess the medals upon 
which the enemies of Frederick were represented 
in varioys laughable situations and positions. 

"I take them all!" cried Cicemachi, enrap- 
tured. 

The stranger laughed. " I cannot sell you my 
whole business," said he ; "I must retain some 
thing. I will give you one of each. You must 
accept them as a token of my esteem, and must 
not pay me for them." 

"Signer!" cried Montardo, in an imploring 
tone, "remain at my hotel as long as you please, 
and when I bring you your bill lay some of these 
coins upon it, and I shall be richly paid." 

The stranger promised; then having received, 
with visible annoyan9e, the money for the fans, 
left the store with Montardo to pay his visit to 
the Convent Giovanni e Paolo. 



CHAPTER III. 

THE CLOISTER BROTHERS OF SAN GIOVANNI E PAOLO. 

The Prior of San Giovanni e Paolo had just re- 
turned from the second mass celebrated in the 
beautiful church of his cloister, the burial-place 
of the great Titiano Vicelli. With his arms 
folded across his back, he walked slowly and 
thoughtfully backward and forward, then stood 
before a large table at which a monk was occupied 
in unfolding letters and maps. 

" This, your worship," said the monk, opening 
a new paper, "is an exact plan of the region 
around Mayen ; we have just received it, and the 
positions of the two armies are plainly marked 
down. If agreeable to your worship, I will read 
the bulletins aloud, and you can follow the move- 
ments of the troops upon the map." 

The prior shook his head softly. " No,' Brother 
Anselmo, do not read again the triumphant bul- 
letins of the Austrians and Russians ; they pain 
my ears and my heart. Let us rather look at the 
map to see if the present position of the army of- 
fers any ground of hope." 

"I have marked it all out with pins," said 
Father Anselmo; " the black pins signify the ar- 
my of the allies, the white pins the army of the 
King of Prussia." 

The prior bowed over the map, and his eye fol- 
lowed thoughtfully the lines which Father Ansel- 
mo marked out " Your pins are a sad omen," 
he stud, shaking his head. " The black ones sur- 
round like a churchyard wall the white ones, 
which stand like crosses upon the solitary graves 
in the midst of their black enclosures." 
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** But the white pins will break t1ut>agh the en- 
clocrare," said Father Anselmo, confidently. ** The 
great king — ^'* Father Anselmo stopped speak- 
ing ; suddenly the door opened, and the father 
guardian asked if he might enter. 

The prior blushed slightly, and stepped back 
from the table as the sharp eyes of the father 
guardian wandered around the room and fell at last 
with a sarcastic expression upon the table coverQd 
with maps and plans. 

" Welcome, Brother Theodore,'' said the prior, 
with a slight nod of the head. 

**I fear that I disturb your worship in your fa- 
vorite occupation," said the father guardian, point- 
ing to the maps. " Your worship is considering 
the unfortunate condition of the heretical king 
whom God, as it appears, will soon cast down in 
the dust, and crush at the feet of the triumphant 
Church." 

" We must leave results, at all events, to God," 
said the prior, softly ; " He has so often evidently 
lent his ud to the King of Prussia, that I think 
no one can count confidently upon Frederick's de- 
struction now." 

**The Holy Father at Rome has blessed the 
weapons of his adversaries, consequently they 
must triumph," cried Father Theodore, unctuously. 
" But pardon, your worship, I forgot my errand. A 
stranger wishes to see the prior of the cloister ; he 
has rare and beautiful relics to sell, which he will 
only show to your worship." 

" Our church is rich enough in relics," said the 
prior. 

** Your worship does not attach any especial value 
to such things," said the father guardian with a 
derisive smile ; " but I must allow myself to recall 
to you that the Holy Father in Rome has only late- 
ly addressed a circular to all the cloisters, recom- 
mending the purchase of rare relics to the awaken- 
ing and«dvancing of the true faith." 

" You, father guardian, must understand that 
matter best," said Brother Anselmo, sticking four 
new pins into his map. " I think you brought back 
this circular about six months since, when you re- 
turned to take the place of guardian." 

The father was in the act of ^ving an angry 
answer, but the prior came forward, and pointing 
to the door, said, ** Introduce the stranger with 
the relics." 

A few moments later the traveller from the 
hotel of Signer Montardo entered the prior's 
room. He received a kindly welcome, and was 
asked to show his treasures. 

The stranger hesitated, and looked significantly 
at the two monks. *^ I begged to be allowed to 
show them to your worship alone," said he. 



<* These two fathers are consecrated priests, ui 
may therefore dare to look upon these holy trcaa 
ures," said the prior, with a scarcely perceptible 
smile. 

" I solenmly swore to the man from whom I 
bought these relics, that I would only ahoi 
them to the most worthy member of your order; 
he was a very pious man, and bitter mxst 
alone forced him to sell his precious treasures ; lu 
prayed to God to grant them a worthy place^ aii'i 
never to allow them to be desecrated by nnholj 
eyes or hands. As the most holy and wortlj 
brother is ever chosen to be the prior, 1 btor 
to show the relics only to the prior. Ym 
worship will surely not ask me to break nj 
oath?" 

The prior made no answer ; but nodded to the 
two monks, who silently left the room. 

" And now, sb, show your treasures," said th* 
prior, as the door closed behind them. 

" Your worship," said the stranger, rapidly, "I 
have nothing but a letter from the Abb6 Basti- 
ani, which I was to give into your own hands." 
He drew a letter from his bosom, which he handed 
to the prior, who received it with anxious luste 
and hid it in his robe ; then, with quick bat noiae- 
less steps he passed hastily through the rooni, 
and with a rapid movement dashed open the door; 
a low cry was heard, and a black figure tumblai 
back upon the floor. 

" Ah ! is that you, father guardian ? " said the 
prior, in a tone of sympathy. " I fear that I linrt 
you." 

" Not so, your worship ; I only returned to 
say to you that it is the hour for dinner, ina 
the pious brothers are already assembled in tlw 
hall." 

" And I opened the door to call after yoo, 
father, and entreat you to take my place at the 
table. As I am in the act of looking at these 
holy relics, and touching them, I dare not soil 
my hands so soon afterward with 'earthly fooi 
You will, therefore, kmdly take my place, and I 
will not appear till the evening meal. Go, then, 
worthy brother, and may God bless you richly. 
He bowed and raising his right hand, made th« 
sign of the cross, while the father guardian slowly, 
and with a frowning brow, passed through the 
room. Having reached the opposite door, h« 
paused and looked back ;' but seeing the pnof 
still standing upon the threshold of his room, snd 
gazing after him, he dashed open the door W 
disappeared. 

" Now, sir," said the prior, entering and cloanS 
the door carefully, " we are alone, and I am reaaj 
to listen to you." 
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"I pray your worship to read first the letter of 
your brother, the Abb6 Bastiani." 

" Ah I he has told you that I am his brother ? " 
said the prior, eagerly. "He trusts you then, 
fully? Well, I will read the letter." He opened 
and read it impatiently. " This is a very laconic 
and enigmatical letter," said he. "My brother 
refers me wholly to you; he assures me I can 
confide entirely in your silence and discretion, and 
entreats me to assist you in the attainment of 
your object. Make known to me then, signer, in 
what way I can serve you, and what aim you have 
in view." 

" Plrst, I will give your worship a proof that I 
trust you fully and unconditionally. I will tell 
you who I am, and then make known my purpose ; 
you will then be able to decide how far you can 
give me counsel and aid." 

" Let us step into this window-niche," said the 
prior; " we will be more secure from eavesdrop- 
pers. Now, signer, I ain ready to listen." 

The stranger bowed. " First, I must pray your 
worship^s forgiveness, for having dared to deceive 
you. I am no merchant, and have nothing to do 
with relics ; I am a soldier ! my name is Cocceji, 
and I have the honor to be an adjutant of the 
King of Prussia. My royal master has intrusted 
me with a most important and secret mission, and I 
am commissioned by your brother, the Abb6 Bas- 
tiani, to ask in his name for your assistance in 
this great matter." 

"In what does your mission consist? " said the 
prior, calmly. 

The Baron Cocceji smiled. "It is difficult — 
yes, impossible to tell you in a few words. Your 
worship must allow me a wider scope, in order to 
explain myself fully." 

" Speak on ! " said the prior, 

" I see, by the maps and the arrangements of 
the pins, that your worship knows exactly the po- 
sition and circumstances of my royal master, whom 
all Europe admires and wonders at, and whom his 
enemies fear most when they have just defeated 
him. They know that my king is never so great, 
never so energetic and bold in action, as when he 
is seemingly at a disadvantage, and overwhelmed 
by misfortunes. The bold glance of the great 
Frederick discovers ever-new founttdns of help ; 
he creates in himself both power and strength, 
and when his enemies thmk they have caught the 
royal lion in their nets, his bold eye has already 
discovered the weak spot ; he tears it apart, and 
.aakes bis foes, bewildered with terror and aston- 
ishment, fly before him. It is true, the king has 
just lost three battles ! The Austrians and Rus- 
sians defeated him at Hochldrch, at Eunersdorf, 



and at Mayen. But what have they gained? 
They have, in these three battles, lost more than 
the king ; they have exhausted their resources— 
their own, and those of their allies ; but Frederick 
stands still opposed to them, full of strength and 
power. His army is enlarged; from every side, 
from every province, shouting crowds stream on- 
ward to join the colors of their king. Enthusiasm 
makes a youth of the graybeard, and changes boys 
to men. Each one of them will' have his part in 
the experience and fame of the great Frederick, 
and demands this of him as a holy right The 
king^s treasury is not exhausted ; the people, with 
joy and gladness, have ofi^ered up upon the altar 
of the fktherland, their possessions, their jewels, 
and their precious things, and submit with enthu- 
siasm to all the restrictions and self-denials which 
the war imposes upon them. They dasire nothing 
but to see their king victorious ; to help him to 
this, they will give property, blood — ^yes, life itself. 
It is this warm, enthusiastic love of his people 
which makes the king so fearful to his enemies ; 
it protects him like a diamond shield, steels him 
against the balls of his adversaries, and fills his 
proud, heroic Boul with assurances of triumph. 
All Europe shares this enthusiasm and these con- 
victions of ultimate success with the Prussians 
and their dear-loved king. All Europe greets the 
hero with loud hosannas, who alone defies so 
many and such mighty foes, who has often over- 
come them, and from whom they have not yet 
wrung one single strip of the land they have 
watered with thehr blood, and in whose bosom 
their fallen hosts lie buried in giant graves. This 
has won for him the sympathy of all Europe, and 
the love and admiration of even the subjects of 
his great and powerful foes. In France — ^that 
France, whose warriors suffered so shameful a de- 
feat at Rossbach, and whose government is filled 
with rage and thirsty for revenge agamst this he- 
roic king— even in France is Frederick admired 
and worshipped. Even in the palace of the king, 
tltcy no longer refuse to acknowledge his worth 
and glory. But lately, the young Duke de Belle- 
isle exhorted the Marquise de Pompadour to im- 
plore King Louis to prosecute the war with ear- 
nestness and ardor, otherwise ^mg Frederick 
might soon be expected in Paris with his army. The 
Marquise de Pompadour cried out warmly, * Good 1 
then I shall at last see a king ! * In Germany, his 
enemies seek in vain to arouse the fanaticism of 
the people against the heretical king. Catholic 
Bavaria — ^the Palatinate-— Main — enter murmur- 
ingly and reluctantly into this war agdnst this 
Protestant king, although they wear the beads in 
their pockets, and the scapular over their shoul- 
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ders. EveQ if Frederick the Second is now over- 
come by his enemies, in the public opinion he is 
the conqueror, and the whole world sympathizes 
with him. But public opinion is his only ally, and 
the sympathy of the people is his only source of 
revenue, outside of the subsidy from England, 
which will soon be exhausted. Frederick, there- 
fore, must look after other allies, other friends, 
who will render him assistance, in so far as not to 
unsheathe the sword against him, and to prepare 
some difficulties for his adversaries, and occupy a 
portion of their attention. Such friends the king 
hopes to find in Italy ; and to attain this object, I 
would ask counsel and help of your worship." 

"And in how far is it thought that 1 can be 
useful m this matter ? " said the prior, thought- 
fully. 

" Your worship has a second brother, who is 
minister of the King of Sardinia, and it is well 
known he is the king^s especial confidant and fJEi- 
vorlte." 

"And my noble brother, Giovanni, merits fully 
the favor of his king ! " said the prior, heartily. 
"He is the most faithful, the most exalted servant 
of his master ! " 

" In all his great and good characteristics, he 
resembles his brother, the Prior of San Giovanni, 
and I hope, in this also, that he is the friend of 
the Eling of Prussia I " said the stranger. 

" But I fear neither the friendship of my broth- 
er Giovanni nor my own can be useful to the King 
of Prussia. I am a poor and powerless monk, 
suspected and watched. My ofifence is, that I 
have not, like the fanatical priests of the Church, 
wished for the destruction and death of the great 
Frederick. My brother is the minister of a king, 
whose land is neither rich enough in gold to pay 
subsidies, nor in men to place an army in the 
field." 

"Well, then, we must take occasion to increase 
the territory of the King of Sardinia I " said Baron 
Coccejl "We must give him so large a realm, 
that he vnll be a dangerous neighbor to Fraflce 
and Austria. This is the plan and the hitention 
of my king. Upon these points turn the propo- 
sals I will make in Turin, for the furtherance of 
which, I pray your assistance. The Kmg of Sar- 
dinia has well-groimded claim to Milan, to Mantua, 
and to Bologna, by the treaty of AixJa-Chapelle ; 
why not make himself King of Lombardy ? Un- 
happy Italy is like unhappy Germany— torn to 
pieces. In place of obeying one master, they 
muit submit to the yoke of many. The dwellers 
in Italy, instead of being Italians, call themselves 
Milanese, Venetians, Sardinians, Tuscans, Ko- 
reans, Neapolitans, and I know not what All 



this weakens the national pride, and takes froe 
the people the joyful consciousness of thdr great- 
ness. Italy must be one in herself^ in order to be 
once more great and powerfuL Liet the King of 
Sardinia take possession of Upper Italy, and be 
will, with his rightful inheritance, and as King of 
Lombardy, be a powerful prince — feared bybi? 
enemies, and welcomed by his allies." 

"And do you think that Naples would look 
quietiy on and witness this rapid growth of Sv- 
dinia f '' said the prior, laughing. 

" We will give to Naples an opi>ortunity at the 
same time to enlarge her borders. The yom^ 
King of Naples has energy; he has proved h. 
When his father, Don Carlos, was called by rigb 
of succession to the Spanish throne, he bad him- 
self declared King of Naples, not regarding tk 
right of the Duke of Parma, to whom, according t) 
the treaty of Alx-la-Chapelle, the Neapolitan thrane 
rightiy belonged. King Ferdinand is already i 
usurper ! Let him go on, even as successfuOj is 
the same path— he has taken Naples — let him 
take Tuscany and the States of the Church, and, is 
King of Lower Italy, he will be as powerful as th« 
King ot Sardinia. In order that both may obtab 
possession of these lands uninterrupted and nsis- 
jured, will the King of Prussia so completely o^ 
cupy the attention of Austria and France la 
Germany and Flanders as to make it impossbk 
for them to interfere with Naples and Sar- 
dinia?"* 

"By Heaven! a great and bold idea; alto- 
gether in harmony with the energetic spirit U 
Frederick," cried the prior. " If the two Itafiii 
kings resemble the great Frederick, they will 
adopt this plan with enthusiasm." 

ne had risen, and stepped hastily backward 
and forward, now and then murmurin*' a fef 
disconnected words ; he then drew near the tabk 
and stood earnestly regarding the maps. 

Oocceji did not dare to interrupt him by word 
or sound ; he watched him, however, closely, it 
last, however, the inward struggle seemed to be 
over; he stood quietly before the baron, and, 
fixmg his dark, earnest eyes with a thoughtful ei- 
pression upon him, he said, softly : " You hare 
confided to me a great and dangerous enterprise. 
If I did my duty as the unconditional subject of 
the Pope, and as a priest of the holy Church, of 
which Frederick is the bitter antagonist, I sbouU 
arrest you here, as a dangerous negotiator and 
enemy, and above all, I should give speedy notice 
of this conspiracy, which not only threatens Ciesa- 
ent as head of the Church, but as sovereign of tto 

♦ Fi'eaBS, *• History of Frederick the Great" 
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States of the Church. But — ^what would you have ? 
— ^I was not bom a priest, and my heart and 
lay spirit have never been able to accommodate 
themselves fully to the discipline of my order. I 
have always remained, I fear/' said he, with a 
graceful smile, "the true brother of the free- 
thinking Abb6 Bastiani ; and it appears to me, 
it lies in our blood to love and pay homage to 
the great and intellectual King of Prussia. I will, 
therefore, listen to and follow the voice of my 
blood and of my heart, and forget a little that I 
am a priest of the only church in which salvation 
can be found. As far as it lies in my power, I 
will promote your object. I will give you letters 
to Turin, not only to my brother Giovanni, but to 
Father Tomaseo, the king's confessor. He is my 
most faithful friend, and sympathizes fully with 
me. If you can win him and my brother 
Giovanni, you have won the king, and he will 
lend a willing ear to your proposals. Your plans 
are bold, but my brother and Father Tomaseo 
are daring, undaunted men ; the progress of Italy 
and the greatness of their king lies nearest their 
hearts. They are both influenced by my judg- 
ment, and when you hand them my letters, you 
will at least be a most welcome guest." 

He gave the baron his hand, and listened with 
a kindly smile to the enthusiastic thanks of the 
over-happy soldier, whose first diplomatic mission 
seemed to promise so favorably. 

"Be, however, always prudent and discreet, 
signer,'* said the prior, laughing. "Play your 
rdle as merchant; do not lay it aside for one 
moment while in Turin. Leave Venice as quickly as 
possible ; no doubt the brother guardian, who was 
sent from Rome as a spy, who watches not only 
all my actions, but my words and thoughts, has 
remarked our long interview, and is already suspi- 
cious. As he has a Jine nose^ he may soon discover a 
part of your secret ! Do not return to the cloister. 
During the day I will send you the promised 
letters by a faithful brother. As soon as you 
receive them, be off I My best wishes and my 
prayers accompany you. Without doubt, you are, 
like your great king, a heretic. I cannot, there- 
fore commend you to Mary Mother, and the 
saints, but I will pray to God to watch over 
you." 

The prior stopped suddenly and listened I Loud 
cries of Trild alarm forced themselves upon his 
ear ; the sounds appeared to come from directly 
under his feet, and waxed louder and fiercer 
every moment. 

"It is in the dming-room," said the prior, 
* follow me, sir, I beg you, we may need your 
help«-*6ome one is murdering my monks ! " They 



hastened from the room with flying feet; they 
passed through the long corridors and down the 
steps ; the cries and roars and howls and curses 
became ever clearer. 

"I was not mistaken," said the prior, "this 
comes from the refectory." He rushed to the 
door a^d threw it hastily open, then stood, as if 
chained to the threshold, and stared with horror 
at the mad spectacle before him. 

There were no murderous strangers there play- 
ing wild havoc amongst his monks; but the 
worthy fathers themselves were making the fierce 
tumult which filled the prior with alarm. The 
saloon no longer resembled the ascetic, peace- 
ful refectory of cloister brothers. It was changed 
into a battle-field, upon which the two hosts 
thirsting for blood stood opposed. . 

The table upon which the glasses, plates, and 
dishes seemed to have been thrown together in 
wild disorder, was shoved to one side, and in the 
open space the monks stood with flashing eyes, ut- 
tering curses and imprecations ; not one of them 
remarked that the prior and Cocceji stood at the 
door, astonished sp.ectators of this unheard-of 
combat. 

" Silence !" said the father guardian, making fran- 
tic gesticulations toward the monks who stood op« 
posed to him and his adherents — ^* silence ! no one 
shall dare within these sacred walls to speak of 
the Prussian heretical king in any other way thar 
with imprecations. Whoever wishes success tc 
his arms is an apostate, a traitor, and heretic. God 
has raised the sword of His wrath against him, and 
He will crush him utterly; He has blessed the 
weapons of his adversaries as Clement has also 
done. Long live Maria Theresa, her apostolic 
majesty ! " 

The monks by his side roared out, " Long live 
Maria Theresa, her apostolic majesty ! " 

" She will not be victorious over Frederick of 
Prussia," cried Father Anselmo, the leader of the 
opposite party. " The Pope has blessed the arms 
of Daun, but God himself has blessed the weapons 
of Frederick. . Long live the King of Prussia 1 
Long live the great Frederick I " 

"Long live the great Frederick!" cried the 
monks by the side of Father Anselmo. 

The party of the father guardian rushed up6n 
them with doubled fists ; the adversaries followed 
their example. " Long live Theresa ! " cried the 
one. " Long live Frederick I " cried the other— 
and the blows and kicks fell thickly right and left, 
with the most lavish prodigality. 

It was in viun that the prior advanced among 
them and commanded peace—no one regarded 
him. In their wild and indiscriminate rage they 
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pressed liim and shoyed him from side to side, and 
in the heat of the battle several powerM blows 
fell upon his breast ; so the poor prior took refuge 
again at the door near Cocceji, who was laughing 
merrily at the wild disorder. 

The cries of " Long live Theresa ! " " Long live 
Frederick I " were mingling lustily in the .bloody 
strife. 

The father guardian was enraged beyond bear- 
ing, and his flashing eye looked around for some 
sharp weapon with which to demolish Father An- 
selmo, who had just excldmed, " Long live Fred- 
erick, the victor of Leuthen and Zomdorf ! " He 
seized a large tin cup, which was near him upon 
the table, and with a fierce curse he dashed it in 
the face of Father Anselmo, and the blood burst 
from his nose. This was the signal for a new or- 
der of attack. Both parties rushed to the table 
to arm theinselves ; the cups whizzed through the 
air and wounded severely the heads against which 
they were well aimed. Her9 and there might be 
heard whimperings and pitdous complaints, mixed 
with curses and frantic battle-cries — »" Long live 
Theresa ! " ** Long live Frederick ! " Some of the 
warriors crept from the contest into the comers 
to wipe the blood from their wounds and return 
with renewed courage to the contest A few 
cowards had crept under the table to escape the 
cups and kicks which were falling in every direc- 
tion. 

Father Anselmo remarked them, and with loud, 
derisive laughter he pointed them out 

" The TereaiarU live under the table, no Prtts- 
Btano has crept there. All the Termani would 
gladly hide as they have often done before." 

The Prttsiiani accompanied these words of their 
leader -with joyous shouts. 

The father guardian trembled with rage; he 
seized a large (lish from the table and dashed it 
at Anselmo, who dodged in tune, and then with a 
powerful arm returned the compliment It was a 
well-directed javelin. The tin dish struck the 
father guardian exactly in the back — he lost his 
balance, and fell to the earth. The Prumani 
greeted this heroic deed of their chief with shouts 
of triumph. 

" So shall all the Teredani perish ! " 

The battle waxed hotter and fiercer, the air was 
'iiick with missiles. 

** They will murder each other ! " cried the prior, 
turning to the Baron Coccejl 

" Not so, your worship ; there will only be a 
few blue swellings and bleeding noses— nothing 
more,'* said Gocceji, laughing. 

" Ah, you laugh young man ; you laugh at this 
gad spectacle 1 " 



" Forgive me, your worship ; but 1 swear tt 
you, I have never seen warriors more eager in tb 
fray, and I have never been more eorioos to wit 
ness th^ result of any battle." 

** But you shall not witness it," said the pn(s; 
resolutely. " You shall no longer be a spectator 
of the unworthy and shameful conduct of w 
monks. I pray you to withdraw instantly ; it : 
few hours I will send you the letters, and if m 
believe that I have rendered you the least aernst, 
I ask in return that you will tell no one what joq 
have seen." 

** I promise, your wowhip," said €k>coeji, wid 
forced gravity. ** If the people without shall icl 
me what all this tamult means, I will say that tk 
pious fathers in the cloister are singing ihss 

Baron Gocceji bowed to the prior, and retons^ 
with gay and hopeful thoughts to the hotel of tisi 
" White Lion." 

A few hours later, a monk appeared and desiid 
to speak with the stranger about the holy relia 

Cocceji recognized in him the worthy Fatk 
Anselmo, the victor over the &ther guardian. 

" Will you do me a great pleasure, worthy fr 
ther ? " said he. " Tell me which party remained 
in possession of the field after your great battle" 

An expression of triumphant joy flashed m 
Father Anselmo's eyes. 

" The' Pirumani were victorious, and I think 
the Terenani will never dare to recommence th« 
strife ; four of their monks lie in their cells viih 
broken noses, and it will be some weeks befon 
the father guardian will be capable of p^onning 
his duties as spy; he is sore and stif^ and his 
mouth is poorer by a few teeth. May all the ene- 
mies of the great Frederick share his fate ! Maj 
God bless the King of Prussia and be gracious to 
hisfrieirds!" * 

He greeted the baron with the sign of the eroas, 
and withdrew. 

The baron remembered the warning of the prior, 
and hastened quietly fVom Venice. Already th« 
next morning he was on the highway to TuriiLf 

* Baron Oocceji did not keep Us word, as this whol* 
scene is historia 

t This diplomatic mission fiiiled, beoanse of the fidst 
heart of the King of Sardinia. He rejected tlie bold prop- 
ositiona of Frederick entirely, and aaid, in jnafiacation of 
himself; that since the alliance between the powers <^ 
France and Aostrla, he had his head betwe^i a pdr d 
tongs, which were ever threatening to close and enit 
hinu X 

Baron Cocceji was not more fortunate in Naples, ud 
aifter many vain efforts he was forced to return home, 
having accomplished nothing.— Duten*B ^Memoirs of i 
Trareller." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE RETURN 7R0M THE ARMT. 

It was a sunny, summer day— one of those 
days which incline the heart to prayer, and bring 
tears of happiness to the eyes. There are no such 
days in cities ; if we would enjoy them we must 
go into the country — we must seek them in peace- 
ful valleys, in fragrant forests, where the silence 
is unbroken, except by the fluttering leayes and 
the singing of birds. We must understand the 
eloquent silence of Nature in order to enjoy the 
holy Sabbath quiet of a summer day ; and we must 
be able to hear the language which the flowers 
breathe forth, to understand the sighing of the 
wind, and the rustling of the trees. 

Very few can do this, but few would care for it. 
God has not opened the eyes of the hearts of many 
of us to this extent ; these things are hidden by a 
thick Teil from the many; they cannot see the 
hearenly beauty of Nature — they do not under- 
stand the fairy tale which she is ever telling. This 
is gentle, idyllic, fairy lore, unsought by the 
learned. It whispers of roses, of dancing elves, 
of weeping clouds, of dreaming violets. 

Happy are those who listen to these fables, who 
are not called by the necessities of life to hear 
the roar of cannon — ^to find all these sweet and 
holy songs overpowered by the noise of war, the 
horrors of bloodshed I 

War, destructive war, still held a lighted torch 
over unhappy Germany ; cities and villages were 
in ruins— even the peace of Nature was destroyed. 
The valleys, usually so quiet, now often resounded 
with the roar of cannon. The fields remained 
uncultivated, the meadows uncared for ; there were 
no strong hands to work. The men and youths 
were gone, only the old grayheads and the wo- 
men were in the villages, and the work advanced 
but slowly under their trembling hands. Unhap- 
piness and want, care and sorrow were in the 
land. 

Even in the once peaceful and happy village of 
Briinen on the Rhine, misery had made itself felt 
Grief and anguish dwelt with the bereaved moth- 
ers, with the forsaken brides, and the weak old 
men ; with the useless cripples, who had returned 
from the war, and who spent their time in relating 
the dangers through which they had passed, in 
telling of the sons, the brothers, the husbands, 
and the fathers of those who listened to their 
tales — ^those dear ones who were, perhaps, now 
stretched upon the battle-field. 

But on this bright day no one in the vil- 
lage gave a thought to the beauties of Nature, 



for a new misfortune weighed heavily upon th€ 
hearts of the unhappy inhabitants. They were no 
longer the subjects of the hero-kmg, who was so 
worshipped by all ; under whose colors their fiithers 
and sons still fought The French army, led by 
the Duke de Broglie and the Count de St Ger- 
main, had taken possession of all that part of the 
country, and held it in the name of their king. It 
was declared a French province, and the inhabit 
tants, helpless and forsaken, were compelled to 
acknowledge the French as their masters, and to 
meet the taxes which were imposed upon them. 

It was a most bitter necessity, and no 6nefelt it 
more deeply than the old shepherd Buschman, 
the father of Charles Henry. He sat, as we first 
saw him, on the slope of the field where his flock 
was grazmg, guarded and kept in order by the 
fidthful Fhylax. His eye was not dear and bright 
as then, but troubled and sorrowful, and his counte- 
nance bore an expression of the deepest griefl He 
had no one to whom he could pour forth his sor- 
rows — ^no one to comfort him — ^he was quite alone. 
Even his youngest son, Charles Henry, the real 
Charles Henry, had been compelled to leave him. 
The recruiting officers of the king had come a 
short time before the French troops had taken 
possession of the province, and had conscripted 
the few strong men who were still left in the vil- 
lage of Briinen. 

But this time the men of Brunen had not 
answered joyfully to the demand. Even old 
Buschman had wished to keep his son Charles 
Henry with him. Had he not sent six sons to 
the field of battle, and had they not all died as he- 
roes? Charles Henry was his last treasure, his 
one remaudng ehild ; his grief-torn heart clung to 
him with the deepest devotion. To be parted from 
hun seemed more bitter than death itself. When 
the recruitmg officer came into the hut of Busch- 
man and simmioned Charles Henry to follow him 
as a soldier, the eyes of the old man filled with 
tears, and he laid his hands upon the arm of his 
son as if he feared to see him instantly torn from 
his sight 

" CaptMU," he ^aid, with a trembling voice, " * 
have sent the king six sons already ; they have aL 
died in his service. Tell me truly, is the king in 
great need ? K so, take me as well as my son — 
if not, leave me my son.'* 

The officer smiled, and extended his hand to the 
old man. " Ke^ your son," he siud. ** If you 
have lost six sons in the war, it is right that you 
should keep the seventh." 

Buschman uttered a cry of joy, and would have 
embraced his son, but Charles Henry pushed him 
genjtlyback, and his father read in his counte 
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oanoe a detenninaiion and energy that he had 
rarely seen there. 

" No, father," he aaid, " let me go— let me be a 
soldier as my brothers were. I should have gone 
four years ago, when I was prevented, and Anna 
Sophia — Ah, let me be a soldier, father," he 
said, interrupting himself. ** All the young men 
of the village are going, and I am ashamed to re- 
mahi at home." 

The old man bent his head sadly. ** Go then, 
my son," he said; **God^s blessing rest upon 
you ! " 

Thus Charles Henry w^it ; not from a feeling 
of enthusiasm for the life of a soldier — ^not from 
love to his king — ^but merely because he was 
ashamed to remain at home. • 

He had now been absent several months, and 
his father had not heard from him. But the news 
of the lately lost battle had reached the village, 
and it was said that the Prince Royal of Bruns- 
wick, in whose corps Charles Henry was, had been 
defeated. The old shepherd remembered this as 
he sat in the meadow this bright simimer morn- 
iug. His thoughts were with his distant son, and 
when he raised his eyes to heaven it was not to 
admire its dazzling blue, or its immeasurable 
depth, but to pray to the Almighty to spare his 
son. The peaceful tranquillity of Nature alarmed 
the old man — she speaks alone to those who have 
an ear attuned to her voice — she says nothing to 
those who listen with a divided heart. Buschman 
could endure it no longer ; he arose and started to- 
ward the village. He longed to see some human 
being— to encounter some look of love — ^to receive 
sympathy from some one who understood his 
grief, who suffered as he did, and who did not 
wear the eternal smile that Nature wore. 

He went to the village, therefore, and left the 
care of his flock to Phylax. It comforted his 
heart as he passed through the principal street of 
Briinen and, received kind greetings from every 
hut he passed. He felt consoled and almost hap- 
py when here and there the peasants hurried tow- 
ard him as he passed their huts, and begged him 
to come in and join them at their simple mid-day 
meal, and were quite hurt when he refused 
because his own dinner was prepared for him at 
home. These men loved him — ^they pitied his 
loneliness — they told him of their own cares, 
their own fears — ^and as he endeavored to console 
and encourage them, he felt his strength increase 
— ^he was more hopeful, more able to bear what- 
ever God might send. 

" We must be united in love," said Buschman ; 
" we will help each other to bear the sorrows that 
may come upon us. To-morrow is Sunday; in 



the morning we will go to the house of God, aid 
after we have whispered to Him the prayers whid 
He alone must hear, we will assemble together 
under the linden-tree in the square and talk c: 
the old times and those who have left us. Dotcs 
not remember that it was under the Sndsi^nt 
we heard of the first victory that our king gaiod 
in this fearful war? It w^ there that Aimh 
phia Detzloff read the news to us, and we rejoiek 
over the battle of Losovitz. And I also rejdcd 
and thanked Grod, although the victory had m 
me the lives of two of my sons. But thejpa- 
ished as heroes. I could glory in such a deati;; 
and Anna Sophia read thdr praises from the p^ 
per. Ah, if Anna lived, I would at least kre i 
daughter." 

He could speak no more, emotion arrested tlit 
words on his lips; he bowed to his friends 22:: 
passed on Ip his lonely hut. His little table ni 
spread, and the young girl who served him, andiin 
slept in his hut at night, was just placing a ^ 
of steammg potatoes before his plate. The ^ 
man sat down to his solitary meal ; he ate only s 
sustam his body ; his thoughts were far awaT-4f 
took no pleasure in his food. In the middle d 
his meal he started up ; a shadow had fallen acf«s 
the window, and two loving, well-knovm eyes Imi 
seemed to look in on him. Buschman, as if ps^ 
alyzed with delight, let fall his spoon and lookd 
toward the door. Yes, the bolt moved, the doot 
opened, and there stood the tall figure of a Yr^ 
sian soldier. 

The old man uttered a cry and extended bB 
arms. " Oh, my son, my beloved son, do I indeed 
see you once more ? " 

"Yes, father, I am here; and God willing, « 
will never again be parted." And Charles Hcmj 
hastened to the outstretched arms of his father, 
and kissing him tenderly, pressed him to ^ 
heart 

" The thought of you, dear father, has led M 
here," he said ; "but for you I would not hare re- 
turned to Briinen ; I should have wandered fo^i 
into the world — ^the world which is so much greate 
and more beautiful than I ever dreamed. Bat 
your dear old eyes were before me ; I heard joiy 
loved voice, which called to me, and I returned to 
you." 

" God be praised ! " said his father, folding iii^ 
hands, and raising his eyes gratefully towK^ 
heaven. " Oh how kind and merciful is God, tc 
give me back my last, my only son, the sof^ 
of my old age, the delight of my eyes I Yon ir3 
not leave me agtdn. This is not merely a lei^* 
of absence ; you have obtamed your release, tlw 
war is ended, the king has declared peace." 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY. 



203 



The ) eyes of the old man were dimmed with 
tears ; he did not perceive bow Charles Henry 
trembled, and that a deep flush mounted to his 
brow. 

" No, father," he said, with downcast eyes, ** t 
will never leave you again. We have all returned 
home. It will be bright and gay once more in 
the village, and the work will go forward, for 
there is a great difference between a dozen old 
men and as many young ones. It was most need- 
ful for us to return. The com is ripe, and should 
have been abeady gathered. We must go to work. 
To-morrow shall be a happy day for the village ; 
the whole neighborhood shall perceive that the 
twelve young men of Briinen have returned. We 
met a violinist on the way, and we engaged him 
for to-morrow. He must play* for us under the 
linden-tree, and our fathers and mothers, and sis- 
ters and sweethearts must join us, and we will 
dance and sing and make merry.*' . 

"What a coincidence!** «ud the old shepherd, 
with a bright smile. "We had already decided 
that we would meet together to-morrow under the 
linden. We wished to sit there and mourn to- 
gether over our lost sons. To sing and dance is 
much better, and perhaps the old grayheads will 
ioin you.** 

" You must dance with me, father,** said Chaic?^ 
Henry, laughing. " I will take no refUsa*.* 

**I will, my son, I will ; joy has made mo young 
kgain, and if Phylax, the old graybeard, does not 
mind, and will allow me, I will dance with you ; 
but you know he is always jealous of you. I am 
sure the whole village will envy you your gay 
youDg partner. But now, my son,** he continued, 
gravely, " tell me of our king, and how is it that 
he has declared peace so suddenly, and whether 
he has been victorious or the reverse.** 

" I know nothmg of the king,** said Charles 
Henry ; " I was not near him, but in the division 
of the Duke of Brunswick.** 

" I know that, my son ; but the duke would 
not proclaim peace without the knowledge and 
consent of the king.** 

" Ob, father, they will compel the'kmg to make 
peace,** cried Charles Henry. " And as for the 
Duke of Brunswick, he has given up the attack 
against Wesel and has withdrawn to Westphalia, 
and the French are in possession of the entire 
lowlahds, which, it is to be hoped, they will re- 
tain.** 

** You hope that ? ** asked his father, with as- 
tonishment. 

" Well, yes, father. The French khig is now, 
and perhaps will always be, the lord of Cleve ; 
and, as bis subjects, we must wish him success, 



and hope that he will always conquer the King of 
Prussia.** 

" What do you say, my son ? ** asked the old 
man, with a bewildered expression. " I fear you 
are right The French are our masters now, and, 
as our king has declared peace with France, we 
have the unhappiness of being French subjects. 
May God protect us from such a fate ! It would 
be fearful if we dared not call the great hero-king 
our king, and, if we should live to see the day 
when our sons should be compelled, as French 
soldiers, to go to battle against their king. Only 
think, Charles Henry, you would not be allowed 
to wear your fine Prussian uniform on Sundays, 
and it is so becoming to you, and is as good as 
new. But how is it, my son, that they have left 
you the uniform ? They are usually taken from 
the released soldiers and put amongst the army 
stores.** 

" We all came home in our Prussian uniforms,** 
said Charles Henry, "but of course we will lay 
them aside to-day.** 

"Why to-day?** 

" Because we are French subjects, and therefore 
it is not proper for us to wear the uniform of the 
enemy, the King of Prussia. That is also the 
reason why we have returned home. When we 
learned that Cleve had fallen into the possession 
of the French, we knew that we were no longer 
the subjects of the King of Prussia, and we dared 
not fight under his flag against the French, whose 
subjects we had become. We considered that, 
find we thought how much it would injure you all 
here in Briinen if it were known that your sons 
were in the army of the Prussian king. Princi- 
pally on that account we determined to return 
home, and we left our r^ment yesterday morn- 
ing, which was on the point of marching oflF to 
Minden, and we walked the entire day and half 
the night We slept a few hours in a forest, and 
at the break of day we recommenced our journey. 
And now, father, tha,t I have seen you, and you 
know every thing, I will go to my room and take 
off this uniform, and become a peasant once more.** 
He sought to leave the room hastily, for the 
amazed, horror^truck expression of his father was 
most disagreeable to bun. 

But Buschman placed bis hand so heavily upon 
bis son*s arm that he was compelled to remain. 
" Say it is a jest, Charles,** he cried, in an exdted 
voice. '* It is not possible for my son, the broth- 
er of my six hero-boys, to speak thus! It is 
merely a jest, Charles. You wished to joke with 
your old father. It is not true that you have de- 
serted the flag of our king ; put an end to this 
cruel jest, Charles Henry, and show me your leave 
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of absence, which every honest soldier obtains 
before leaving his regiment Do yoa hear, Charles 
Henry ? Show it to me quickly." He extended 
his trembling hand toward his son, while with 
the other he still held his arm in a powerful grasp. 

"Father," said Charles Henry, fiercely, **I have 
no such paper. It is as I told you ; we have left 
the Prussian army because we are no longer the 
subjects of the King of Prussia, and it is not 
necessary for us to remain in the service. We 
wish to become peasants once more." 

" You lie ! you lie ! " cried his father. " You 
are no deserter — it is impossible that my son 
should be a deserter." 

"No, father, I am no deserter," returned his 
son, defiantly, as he fireed his arm from the old 
man's grasp. "I am no deserter — ^I have only 
done my duty as a subject of the French king. I 
have left the flag of the enemy, and I am here 
ready and willmg to obey my new master as a true 
subject. That is all I have to say, father, and I 
believe when you consider, you will see that I was 
right, and that you will be pleased for me to take 
off the Prussian uniform and remun with you." 
He did not wait for his father's answer, but left 
the room hastily, as if he feared to be again de- 
tained. 

The old man arose to follow him, but his feet 
refused their accustomed office; with a deep 
groan, he sank upon his chair, and as the scald- 
ing tears streamed from his eyes, he murmured : 
**0h, my God I my son is a deserter I Why did 
}«>u permit me to live to see this shame f Why 
did you not close my eyes that they might not 
meet this disgrace ? " 



CHAPTER V. 



THE BRAVE FATHERS AND THE COWARDLY 

The dear bell of the village church was sound- 
ing for mass, calling the pious inhabitants of 
Briinen to worship in the temple of God. All the 
hut-doors were opening, and men and women in 
Sunday attire wending their way in solemn still- 
ness to church. They were followed by their chil- 
dren — the maidens with downcast, modest eyes, 
the boys with bright and joyous fac«, proud of 
the thought that they were old enough to go to 
church. 

From the distant farm came the servants, two 
and two, up the broad chestnut alley, greeting 
here and there the church-goers, and walking on 
with them, chatting softly. They all remained 



standing a short time under the great linden, wait- 
ing until the bell ceased, until the church-door 
was opened and the mmister appeared with tfa» 
sacristan and the four choir-boys. Not until iha 
were they allowed to enter the church. 

A bright-looking crowd was assembled under 
the linden; it seemed as if all the inhabitants <tf 
the village were there. All felt the necesdty of 
visiting God^s house to-day to thank Him for the 
safe return of their sons, brotheriSy and bvers. 
The twelve boys who had returned w^re imdertbe 
linden in their handsomest Sunday attire. Bat 
why did they stand alone ? Why was such a wide 
space left between them and the other viDagen? 
Why did the men avoid looking at them ? Wbj 
did the maidens step timidly back and remain & 
lent when they approached and tried to speak irith 
them f Why were they all whi^ering toge&er, 
pointing at the boys and turning their backs iip(m 
them when they drew near ? 

'* Leave them alone," whispered one of the bojs 
to the others; ** they will be more friendly tbis 
afternoon when the music is playing and the wine 
and cake is handed." 

** There is my father, and I must go and mm 
him," said Charles Henry, as he hastened towaid 
the old man who was approaching the square. 

All drew back from Charles Henrj, and as be 
stood opposite his father, like actors upon the 
stage they found themselves alone amongst the 
spectators, who were gazing at them with breath- 
less expectation. 

" Good-morning, father," said Charles Henry, 
with forced gayety, as he offered his Iiand to his 
father. ** You slept so late to-day, and went to 
bed so early yesterday, that I have not been abk 
to speak to you since our first greeting. So I bid 
you good-mori-ownow." 

The old man looked quietly at him, but he did 
not take the proffered hand, and tried to pass 
him. 

"Father," continued Qharles Henry, "you most 
be tired; our hut lies at the other end of the vil- 
lage, and that is a long walk for your old kgs. 
Rest yourself on me, father, and allow your sod 
to lead you to church." He stretched forth his 
hand to take the old man^s arm, but Buschmaa 
pushed it back, and passed him, without looking 
without even speaking to him. 

Charles Henry sprang after him. "Father," 
he cried, " do you not hear me ? Can yoa — ** 

The old man did not really appear to hear him, 
for he walked toward the village justice with & 
quiet, unmoved face, as the latter advanced to 
meet him. 

** Friend," said Buschman, in a loud, firm voice, 
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- I am fatigued with my walk ; will you lend me 
your arm?" 

He leaned heavily upon the offered arm, and 
walked quickly onward. All heard these words, 
but only the justice saw the tears which rolled 
down his pale, suuken cheeks. 

** You were very harsh, father," murmured the 
justice, as they walked on. 

*' Were you more forgiving ? " said the old man, 
with a trembling voice. "Was not your son 
amongst the twelve, and did you speak to him, or 
look at him ? " 

"He did not pass the night in my house; I 
drove him away I " said the justice, gloomily. 

**0h, oh I" sighed the old man; "how bitter 
is our grief! We love our children most when 
tney give us most sorrow; butMt must be so, 
friend, we cannot act otherwise. Let us enter the 
church, and pray God to give us strength to do 
what is right." 

Supported by the justice, he entered the church- 
yard, while from the other side the mmister, fol- 
lowed by the sacristan and the choir-boys, was 
just appearing. 

" See," murmured the justice, " our good old 
minister has not come to-day to preach to us, but 
has sent his assistant. There is certainly some 
disagreeable order of the archbishop to read to 
us, and our pastor is not willing to read it ; he is 
a good Prussian, and loves the great king." 

The young minister advanced smilingly to meet 
the two old men. 

"Well," said he, with sanctimonious friendli- 
ness, as he offered both of them a hand, " allow 
me to" congratulate you." 

" For what ? " asked both of them, astonished. 

"For the happiness of yesterday. Can there 
be a greater joy for fathers than to receive their 
sons safe and sound from the tumult of battle ? 
Your sons have returned home, faithfully fulfilling 
their duty to their new master, his Catholic ma- 
jesty of Franca They abandoned the flag of the 
heretic king, laid aside his uniform, and are again 
simple peasants, ready to assist their fathers in 
the field. Come, my young friends, that I may 
give you the blessing of the Church, for so reso- 
lutely fulfilling your duty." 

He held out his hand to the young men, who were 
just entering the churchyard. They obeyed his 
call the more readily, as it was the first welcome 
they had received — the first kind word they had 
heard since their return. As they approached the 
minister, the other men drew back, and entered 
the church hastily, foUowed by their wives and 
children. 

"You will see, father," murmured the justice, 
14 



as they seated .themselves together in tlie pew, 
"that there is an order to-day. Whenever the 
assistant is so delighted and friendly, there is 
something wrong. They are certainly medita 
tmg some villanous trick against Frederick, and 
therefore our good pastor is not here." 

The justice had prophesied aright. When the 
services were over, and the congregation about to 
leave the church, the assistant again mounted the 
pulpit, and desired them to remam for a while, and * 
hear what he had to communicate, in the name 
of the archbishop. Sir Clement Augustus of Ba- 
varia. 

" His eminence, the most honorable archbishop, 
sends his dear and faithful children the holy bless- 
ing and salutation of the Church. These are his 
words: *We, Clement Augustus, archbishop of 
Bavaria, entreat and command our children in 
Christ to be faithful to their new government and 
their new king, Louis XV. of France, whose apos- 
tolic majesty has taken the sword of the Lord into 
his blessed hand, to fight the enemies of the 
Church, and to chastise and punish the rebellious 
heretic prince who has arbitrarily named himself 
King of Prussia. God*s anger is against him, and 
He will crush and destroy the presumptuous mock- 
ers of the Lord. Woe unto them who will not 
listen to God's voice, who in their mad blindness 
cling to this heretic ! Woe unto you if, in the de- 
lusion of your hearts, yon still offer him love and 
faith I You are released from all duty to him as 
subjects, and you now have the blessing of the 
Church. I, as your shepherd, made so by the 
holy Pope of Rome, command you, therefore, to 
be faithful to your new master — pray that God 
may bless his arms, and grant him victory over 
his ungodly enemy. My anger and dire punish- 
ment shall reach any one who refuses to obey this 
command. He who dares to stand by the heretic 
kidg, is himself a heretic, and a rebellious subject 
of the Church, Be on your guard ; heavy pun- 
ishment shall meet those who dare to rejoice over 
the fame of the so-called great Frederick. Such 
rejoicing will be regarded as blasphemy against 
the holy Mother Church. To conclude, we re- 
main your loving father, and send our dear chil- 
dren in Christ our most gracious love and greet- 
ing.* " 

The men listened to the message of the fanatic 
archbishop with gloomy faces and downcast eyes ; 
but the twelve boys, who at first stood alone in 
the aisle, not daring to seat themselves with the 
others, now gazed boldly and triumphantly around, 
seeming to ask if the villagers did not now ac- 
knowledge that they had acted wisely in re- 
turning. 
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With renewed courage, and son^ewhat proudly, 
they were the first to leave the church, and placed 
themsdyes in two rows at the door. While the 
congregation was passing by they invited their 
dear friends and relations to meet them that after- 
noon under the great linden, where they would 
hold a little festival to celebrate their safe re- 
turn. 

" We shall come," said the men, with earnest, 
solemn voices. "We will be there," said the 
mothers, gazing with tearful eyes at the tri- 
umphant faces of their sons. The young maidens 
whom the boys invited to dance, passed them in 
silence. 

Old Buschman, alone, did not answer his son^s 
invitation, nor did he follow the rest to the vil- 
lage, but turned to the side of the churchyard 
where his wife was buried. He seated himself 
upon her grave, and murmured a few words with 
trembling lips, raising his face toward heaven. 
A sob escaped him every now and then, and the 
tears rolled slowly from his eyes. From time 
to time he wrung his hands, as if bewailing his 
sorrow to God and beseeching His mercy, then 
brushed away his tears — angry with himself for 
being so moved. 

He sat there a long, long time, strugglipg with 
his grief— alone with God and his shame. Ap- 
proaching steps aroused him; he looked up. 
The village justice stood before him, and gazed at 
him with a melancholy smile. 

"I knew I would find you here, Father Busch- 
man, and' I came for you. The time is coine ; we 
are all assembled on the square awaiting you.'* 

"I come! " said the old man, as he stood up 
resolutely, giving a last loving farewell glance at 
his wife's grave. 

The old man no longer needed his friend's arm 
to support him, his steps were firm; his form 
manly and erect, his venerable countenance glowed 
with energy. 

By the side of the village justice he walked to 
the square, under the great linden. There every 
thing looked bright and gay. The boys had taken 
advantage of the dinner hour to make worthy 
preparations for their festivaL They had brought 
firesh evergreens from the woods, and had made 
wreaths and festooned them from tree to tree 
around the square. The ground was covered 
prettily with flowers and leaves, and the bench 
under the tree was decorated with a wreath of 
field-flowers. 

On one side of the square stood several tables 
coreitMl with bottles of wine and beer and cake 
and bread ; not far firom the tables was a throne 
adorned with flowers, where sat the fiddler, gazing 



proudly around him, like a king who knows he j 
the crowning point of the feast. 

It certainly had been a long time since the 
merry sound of the fiddle had been heard in the 
village of Briinen. The throne was surrounded 
by little boys and giris listening with wondering 
delight at the gay music. But the grown girls 
stood afar off and did not look even once at the 
enticing fiddler, but hid themselves timidly behind 
the mothers, who were standing with stem faces 
gazing at the groups of men wiutin^ anxiously o& 
the other side of the square. 

The stillness and universal silence b^an at last 
to make the boys uneasy. They had tried in Tain 
to engage the men in conrersation. They recdved 
no answer to their questions, and when the? 
turned to the women and the maidens, they also 
remained dumb. The returned soldiers then 
went to the other side of the square to talk 
to the fiddler and the children ; but when they 
began to fondle and play with the little ones, 
they were called by their fathers and mothers and 
bade to remain at their side. 

The boys gazed questioningly at one another. 

*M am curious to know what this means ; are 
we to remain standing here all night ? " mat- 
tered one of them. 

*' It appears to me that they are waiting for 
some one," murmured another. 

" They are expecting my father," said Charle? 
Henry ; " and see, there he comes from the churdi- 
yard. The justice went for him." 

When the old man arrived at the square tb^ 
men advanced to meet him, conducted him 
gravely to the bench under the great linden, and 
assisted him to stand upon it There he towered 
above them, and his pale, venerable face, his sil- 
ver hairs were visible to alL Every eye was di- 
rected to him, and breathless silence ensued. The 
old man raised his arm and pointed towar4 the 
side where the twelve boys stood. 

" Gome to me, Charles Henry Buschman," he 
said, solemnly ; and as his son advanced rapidlj 
to him, he contmued : " I ask you in the name of 
God, if what you told me yesterday is true ? Have 
you secretly left the flag of your king, our sove^ 
eign — the great King Frederick of Prussia? h 
it true that you have forsaken your regiment and 
the flag to which you swore to be faithful ? " 

" It is true," said Charles Henry, with assumed 
daring, " but we were not only justified in doing 
so— our duty compeUed us. We' are no longer 
Prussian subjects, but subjects of the King of 
France. You all heard to-day what the minister 
read to us in church— how the archbishop com- 
manded us to be faithful to our new sovere^n. 
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We could no longer wear the Prussian unifonn or 
be Prussian soldiers, therefore we returned to our 
village." 

"You returned as dishonored, faithless sol- 
diers 1 " cried the old man, looking angrily at his 
son — " you returned covered with shame — ^miser- 
able deserters — to the disgrace of your fathers, 
mothers, your brothers, sisters, sweethearts, and 
your friends. You have deserted the flag of 
your rightful king, to whom you swore the oath 
of allegiance — an oath which God received, and 
which no man can annul. Men of Briinen I shall 
we stand this shame that our sons bring upon 
us ? Shall the world point their fingers at us and 
say : * These are the fathers of soldiers who de- 
serted their regiment, and were false to their 
king?'" 

" No ! " cried they all, as with one voice — " no, 
we will not stand this — we will have no deserters 
as sons ! " 

The old man bowed his head in silence ; then 
turned slowly to the side where the women stood. 

" Women and maidens of Briinen ! Will you 
allow your sons and brothers who are covered 
with shame, to stay amongst you ? Will you re- 
ceive the deserters in your houses and at your ta- 
bles ? Will you open your arms to them and call 
them sons and brothers ? " 

" No, no ! " cried the women and maidens, si- 
multaneously; " we will not receive them in our 
houses, or at our tables. We will have no de- 
serters for sons or brothers 1 " 

The old man stood erect, and, as if inspired 
with a mighty enthusiasm, raised his arm toward 
heaven, and his countenance beamed with holy 
light. 

" They must return to their flag," be cried, in a 
commanding voice. " With your blood you must 
wash the shame from your brows, and from ours. 
If God preserves your lives, and you redeem your 
honor as brave soldiers of the King of Prussia, 
then and then only we will receive you as our 
sons and welcome you to our arms." 

" So shall it be I " cried the men and the women, 
and the mudens murmured their acquiescence. 

The old man stepped from the bench and walked 
forward slowly to the other side of- the square 
where the twelve young men were standing gazing 
at him with terrified faces. 

"Return I" cried the old man, stretching his 
arm toward them — " return to the fiag of your 
king; we want no deserters amongst us; away 
with you I" 

"Away with you!" cried the men — "away 
from our village I " 

The children, influenced by their parents, cried 



out with shrill voices : " Away from our village— 
away!" 

The youths were at first stunned, and gazed 
with staring eyes at the crowd of angry faces and 
flashing eyes which menaced them, then seized 
with terror, they fled. 

" Away with you ! away with the deserters ! " 
was thundered after them. " Away with you ! " 
cried their mothers, fathers, brothers, sisters, and 
friends. 

This fearful cry sounded to them like the peal 
of the 'ast judgment. With trembling knees, 
and faces pale as death, they rushed down the 
principal street of the village. The crowd started 
after them, and like the howling of a storm, 
shouted behmd them : " Away with you ! — away 
with the deserters ! " 

On they ran, as if pursued by furies, farther, 
farther down the street, but the villagers still 
chased them. Once only Charles Henry dared to 
look around at the pursuers. It was a fearful 
sight. At the head of the rest he saw his old 
father, with his pale face, his white hair flying in 
the wind ; raising his arms threateningly toward 
him, he cried out in a thundering voice : " Away 
with you ! — away with the deserters ! " 

Charles Henry rushed onward — a cry of terror 
escaped his lips, and he fled like a madman. 

They had passed the borders of the village — it 
wa| quiet behind them — ^they dared to look back 
— ^they were alone. But on the boundary-line the 
villagers stood — ^their faces turned toward the 
fugitives — and like the distant croakings of a ra- 
ven there sounded in the air: "Away with you ! 
— away with the deserters ! " 

Breathless, with tottering knees, the boys sank 
down — ^with hollow eyes, speechless with terror, 
sorrow, and humility, they gazed at each other. 
They did not dare return to the village. Perhaps 
to appease the anger of their relations, perhaps 
because they repented of their cowardice, they 
returned to their regiment, acknowledged their 
crime, and prayed for forgiveness. 

Thus the brave fathers of the village of Brii- 
nen punished their cowardly sons, and drove the 
dishonored anc^faithless boys to their duty, per- 
haps to their death.* * 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE traitor's betrayal. 

Count Ranuzi was alone in his apartmeits. 
He sat at his writing-table reading over the two 



* This aocoont is Mstorioal. 
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letters he had just written; a triumphaiit smile 
was upon his Up as he finished. " It will succeed," 
munnuredhe, softly; "we will take Kagdeburg 
without a blow, and thus deprive the King of 
Prussia of his most valuable fortress. The plan 
cannot miscarry ; and then I have only to con- 
vince the empress that I was the soul of this un- 
dertaking — that I led the intrigue. Ah, I shall 
succeed at last — ^I shall occupy a position worthy 
of me — and as general of our order I shall rule 
the world. I shall earn this title at Magdeburg — 
there I will build my throne — ^there I will reign ! 
But I must consider it all once more, to see if no 
error, no mistake, has escaped me. I first formed 
a connection with the officer Yon Samsky, an 
Austrian prisoner, because through him I could 
make connections between the town and the cita- 
del. Kimsky, at my wish, made some of his town 
friends acquainted with the officers of the cita- 
del. It was then necessary to give these new 
friends some dew, some aim that would appear in- 
nocent to them, and conceal the real plan. I chose 
Trenck as the protecting shield for my underta- 
king. To inspire him with confidence in my agents, 
I obtained a sort of credential letter from Princess 
Amelia, and interested her in my c&use. She pro- 
vided me with money, and gave me, besides the one 
to Trenck, a letter of recommendation to a sure, 
trustworthy friend in Magdeburg. I was now 
much nearer my design. On the pretence of 
working for Trenck, I worked for myself, for my 
position of general of the Jesuits, and for a for- 
tress for my empress. And thus far all my plans 
have succeeded. Trenck has formed a connection 
with three Prussian officers of the citadel. These, 
touched with sympathy for his pitiful condition, 
have determined to do all in their power to release 
him, and are, therefore, in constant companion- 
ship with those whom Trenck calls his friends. 
These, in the mean time, are my agents and sub- 
ordinates ; they act for me while acting for Trenck ; 
the Prussian officers do not anticipate that, m help- 
ing Trenck to his freedom, they are helping the Em- 
press of Austria to a new fortress. But so it is. 
There is no error in my plan, it will succeed. I 
can rely on Trenck ; he is a subject of Maria The- 
resa, and his thirst for revenge is mighty. He 
will gain a fortress for his empress. The avenger, 
through whom God has chosen to punish this arro- 
gant, heretical king, will arise frojn the depths of 
a subterranean prison. All that is now left to be 
done is to acquaint Vienna with the information 
of this undertaking, so that we may be assured 
that an Austrian regiment will be in the vicinity 
of Magdeburg at the proper time, and storm the 
citadel at a sign from us, and not have that, which 



we had taken by strategy, torn from us by the 
King of Prussians superior force. Now is a favor- 
able time for this. For Frederick, the humiliated, 
defeated king, is many miles from Magdeburg ; he 
has been compelled to raise the siege of Dresden, 
and the Austrian troops are lying there like the 
Russians at Frankfort Nor are the French &i 
oS. All these armies will be prepared to hasten 
to our aid. All that now remains to be done is 
to get this news safely to Vienna. But how to 
accomplish this is a hard question. It were veil 
could I go myself. But I am a prisoner of wir, 
and, until Magdeburg is in our power, this chaio 
will clog me. Another must be sent — a messenger 
full of courage, determination, and hardihood. I 
have sidd this in my letter to Captain von Kim- 
sky ; he must seek such a man amongst our swon 
friends of the citadel, and give him the sheet of 
paper I send in my letter. How harmless, hov 
insignificant this sheet of paper seems ! and still, 
wpre it to fall in the King of Prussia's hands, h 
would save him a strong fortress and Beveral mil- 
lions of thalers, for all the money of the Dresda 
treasury was brought to Magdeburg for safe-keep- 
ing. Ah ! ah ! how much would Frederick giv« 
for these two lines of writing, and how riilj 
would he reward him who gave him the key to it I 
I will send the key by a different messenger, and 
therefore this second letter^ But even if both my 
messengers were intercepted, all is not lost I 
have notified Trenck also to write to Vienna for 
money and help. He must continue to be tb« 
shield behind which we iutrench ourselves. Should 
the undertaking miscarry, we will lay it upon 
Trenck ; should it succeed, it will be through in«, 
and I will not be tardy in claiming my rewari 
The general of our order is old ; should he, how- 
ever, persist in living, his tenacious nature must—" 
He did not dare to finish the sentence ; but a wild, 
demoniac smile supplied the words his lips dared 
not utter. He arose and walked several \im& up 
and down his chamber, completely lost in ambi- 
tious dreams of the future, for whose realization, 
as a true Jesuit, he shunned no means, mmdfol 
of the motto of their order : " The end sanctifies 
the means.** 

He saw a ring upon his hand — that ring, foil of 
significance, before which kings had often bowed, 
which was to the Jesuits what the crown is to the 
king — ^the sacred sign of power and glory— the 
indisputable sign of invisible but supreme power. 
He saw himself, tois ring upon his band, subju- 
gating nations, rewarding his friends, punishini 
his enemies. He suddenly awoke from his dreams, 
and remembered the present with a weary smUa 

" I must not forget, in dreams of the futoieitbe 
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necessity for action. I have many important 
things to do this day. I must take th^se letters 
to Marietta, see her address and post them ; then 
I must seek La Trouffle and receive from her 
leave of absence, on the plea of visiting a sick 
friend at Magdeburg. This will be a tedious un- 
dertaking, for she will not agree wiDingly to a 
separation without great persuasion. I have much 
influence over her, and a woman in love cannot 
refuse a request to the object of her tenderness. 
I will obtain, through Madame du Trouffle, a 
near and influential relative of the commandant 
of Berlin, permission to visit Magdeburg, and 
through Marietta Taliazuchi I will post my two 
important letters.'' He laughed aloud as he 
thought of these two women, so tenderly devoted 
to him, both so willing to be deceived by him. 

** They love me in very diflferent ways," said he, 
as he finished his toilet preparatory to going out. 
** Marietta Taliazuchi with the humility of a slave, 
Louise du Trouffle with the grateful passion of 
an elderly coquette. It would be a problem for a 
good arithmetician to solve, which of these two 
loves would weigh most Marietta's love is cer- 
tainly the more pleasant and comfortable, because 
the more humble. Like a faithful dog she lies at 
my feet ; if I push her from me, she comes back, 
lies humbly down, and licks the foot that kicked 
her. Away, then, to' her, to my tender Marietta." 

Hiding his letters in his breast, he took his hat 
and hastened in the direction of Marietta's dwell- 
ing. She received him in her usual impassioned 
manner ; she told him how she had suffered in 
their long separation; how the thought that he 
might be untrue to her, that he loved another, had 
filled her with anguish. 

Ranuzi laughed. "Still the same old song. 
Marietta; always full of doubt and distrust? 
Does the lioness still thirst after my blood ? would 
she lacerate my ftdthless heart ? " 

Kneeling, as she often did, at his feet, she rested 
her arms on his knees ; then dropping her head. 
on her folded hands, she looked up at him. 

" Can yon swear that you are true to me ? " 
Baid she, in a strange, sharp tone. "Can you 
swear that you love no other woman but me ? " 

" Yes, I can swear it t " said he, laughing. 

" Then do so," cried she, earnestly. 

" Tell me an oath, and I will repeat it after 
you." 

She looked at him firmly for several moments, 
and strange shadows crossed her emotional coun- 
tenance. 

Kanuri did not perceive them ; he was too in- 
attentive, too confident of success, to entertain 
ioubt or distrust. 



** Hear the oath ! " said she, after a pause. " * I, 
Count Carlo Ranuzi, swear that I love no other 
womail but Marietta Taliazuchi; I swear that, 
since I have loved her, I have not nor ever shall 
kiss or breathe words of love 'to any other woman. 
May God's anger reach me, if my oath is false ! ' " 

The words fell slowly, singly from her lips, and 
she gazed with unflinching eyes up at him. 

Not a muscle in his countenance moved. Laugh- 
ing gayly, he repeated her words ; then bent and 
kissed her black, shiny hair. " Are you satisfied 
now, you silly child ? " 

" I am satisfied, for you have sworn," said she, 
rising from her knees. 

" Will this quiet you now. Marietta ? " 

" Yes, forever." 

" Well, then, now a moment to business. There 
are two important letters, my beautiful darUng. 
You see how boundless my love for you is — ^I con- 
fide these letters to your care, and entreat you to 
post them as usual My heart and my secrets are 
in your lovely hands." 

He kissed the hands, and gave her the letters. 

Marietta took and looked at them in a timid, 
fearful manner. 

" Do they contain dangerous secrets ? " said she. 

" Dangerous in the extreme, my lovely one." 

" Were they intercepted and opened, would you 
be liable to death ? '* said she, in a low, trembling 
voice. 

He saw in these words only her solicitude and 
love for hun. 

" Certainly, I would be lost— I would have to 
die were these letters opened. But fear not, my 
beauteous Marietta — they will not be opened ; no 
one would dream of intercepting the harmless let- 
ters you direct to your friends at Magdeburg. 
Apart from that, no one is aware of our close 
connection. We have carefully guarded the holy 
secret of our love; when your husband returns 
from Italy, this bad world will have no evil ru- 
mors to tell of us, and you will be enclosed in his 
arms as his faithful wife. When does he come ? " 

" I expect him in three weeks.'* 

" Many glorious, quiet evenings will we ei\joy 
together before his return. And now, farewell — ^I 
must leave you." 

" You must leave me ? " 

" I paust, Marietta." 

" And where are> ou going? " said she, looking 
at him earnestly. 

"Jealous again," said he, laughing. "Calm 
yourself. Marietta, I go to no woman. Besides 
this, have you not my oath ? " 

" Where are you going ? " said she, with a sharp, 
questioning look. 
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** I have an engagement to meet some friends — 
the meeting takes place in the house of a Catholic 
priest. Are you satisfied, Marietta? or do you 
still fear that some dangerous rendezvous calls me 
from you ? " 

"I fear nothing," said she, smiling ; "you have 
reassured me." 

" Then, my beloved, I entreat you to command 
me to go, for if you do not, though I know I 
ought, I cannot leave you. But, no — ^first I will 
see you direct these letters." 

** You shall," said she, taking a pen and direct- 
ing them. 

Ranuzi took the letters and examhied thenf. 

** This simple feminine address is the talisman 
that protects me and my secret. And this I owe 
to you, my darling, to you alone. But will you 
finish your work of mercy? Will you post these 
letters at once ? " 

"I wiU do so. Carlo." 

"Will you swear it?" said he, laughing; 
" swear it to me by our love." 

" I swear it — swear it by my love." 

" And now, farewell. Marietta ! — farewell for to- 
day. To-morrow I hope to see you again." 

He took her in his arms and whispered words 
of love and tenderness in her ear. He did not 
notice, in his impatience to leave, how cold and 
quiet she was. He took his hat, and bowing gayly 
left the room. 

She stood where he had left her, her arms hang- 
ing listlessly at her side, her head bowed upon her 
breast She listened intently to his every move- 
ment Now he was on the last stair, now in the 
hall — when he had crossed it he would be at the 
street door. With a wild shriek she fled from the 
room, and hastened down the bteps. 

" Carlo ! Carlo ! wait a moment I " 

His hand was on the door-knob ; he stood still 
and looked back. She was by his side — pale, with 
burning eyes and trembling lips, she threw her 
arms around him and kissed him passionately. 

" Farewell, my Carlo I — farewell, thou lover of 
my soul, thou light of my eyes I " 

She kissed his mouth, his eyes, his hands ; she 
pressed him to her heart, and then she pushed him 
from her, saying, in cold, rough tones, " Go ! go, I 
say ! " 

Without again looking at him she hurried up 
the stairs. Ranuzi, laughing and shaking his 
head at her foolishness, left the house with a con- 
tented and assured heart 



CHAPTER VII, 



THJE l.CCn8i.TI0K. 



This time Marietta did not call him hsLck ; she 
did not gaze after him from the window, as she 
was accustomed to do ; she stood, pale ms death, 
in the middle of the room, with panUng breadi, 
with flashing eyes ; motionless, but with eager asd 
expectant mien, as if listening to something afar 
off. 

To what was Marietta listening ? Perhaps tc 
the echo of his step in the silent, isolated street \ 
perhaps to the memories which, Cke croaking 
birds of death, hovered over her bead, as if to 
lacerate and destroy even her dead happiness; 
perhaps she listened to those whispering voices 
which resounded in her breast, and accused Ri- 
nuzi of faithlessness and treachery. And was he, 
then, really guilty ? Had he committed a crime 
worthy of death ? 

Marietta was still motionless, hearkening to 
these whispered voices in her breast. 

"I will deliberate yet once more,'* said she, 
walking slowly through the room, and sinkmg 
down upon the divan. " I will sit again in judg- 
ment upon him, and my heart, which in the fun 
of its pain still loves him, my heart shall be his 
judge." 

And now she called back once again every thing 
to her remembrance. The golden, sunny stream 
of her happy youth passed in review before her, 
and the precious, blissful days of her first inno- 
cent love. She recalled all the agony which this 
love had caused her, to whose strong bonds she 
had ever returned, and which she had never been 
able to crush out of her heart She thou^t of 
the day in which she had first seen Ranuzi in Ber- 
lin ; how their hearts had found each other, and 
the old love, like a radiant Phoenix, had risen from 
the ashes of the past, to open heaven or hell to 
them both. She remembered with scominl agita- 
tion those happy days of their new-foimd jouthfol 
love ; she repeated the ardent oaths of everlasting 
faith and love which Ranuzi had voluntarily of- 
fered ; she remembered how she had warned him, 
how she had declared that she would revenge his 
treachery and inconstancy upon him ; how indolent- 
ly, how carelessly he had laughed, and called her bis 
tigress, his anaconda. She then recalled how sud- 
denly she had felt his love grow cold, how anx- 
iously she had looked around to discover what had 
changed him — she could detect nothing. But an 
accident came to her assistance— a bad, mallcioos 
accident During the war there were no opens 
given in Berlin, and Marietta was entirely unoocih 
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pied ; for some time she had been giving singing 
lessons — perhaps for distraction, perhaps to in- 
crease her income; she had, however, carefully 
preserved this secret from Ranuzi — in the unself- 
ishness of her love she did not wish him to know 
that she had need of gold, lest he might offer her 
assistance. 

One of her first scholars was Camilla von Kleist, 
the daughter of Madame du Trouffle, and soon 
teacher and scholar became warm fnends. Ca- 
milla, still banished by her mother to the solitude 
of the nursery, complained to her new friend of 
the sorrows of her home and the weariness of her 
life. Carried away by Marietta's sympathy and 
flattering friendship, the young ^rl had com- 
plained to the stranger of her mother ; in the de- 
sire to make herself appear an interesting sacrifice 
to motherly tyranny, she accused that mother re- 
lentlessly ; she told Madame Taliazuchl that she 
was always treated as a child because her mother 
still wished to appear young; that she was never 
allowed to be seen in the saloon in the evening, lest 
she might ravish the worshippers and lovers of her 
mother. Having gone so far in her confidences, 
the pitiable daughter of this light-minded mother 
went so far as to speak of her mother's adorers. 
The last and most dangerous of these, the one she 
hated most bitterly, because he came most fre- 
quently and occupied most of her mother's time 
and thoughts, she declared to be the Count 
llanuzi. 

This was the beginning of those fearful torments 
which Marietta Taliazuchi had for some months 
endured — tortures which increased with the con- 
viction that there was truly an understanding be- 
tween Ranuzi and Madame du Trouffle ; that Ra- 
nuzi, under the pretence of being overwhelmed 
with important business, refused to pass the even- 
ing with her, yet went regularly every evening to 
Madame du Trouffle. 

Marietta had endured this tortur|^ silently ; she 
denied herself the consolation of complaining to 
any one; she had the courage, with smiling lips, 
to dispute the truth of Camilla's narratives, and to 
accuse her of slander ; she would have conviction, 
she longed for proof, and Camilla, excited by her 
incredulity, promised to give it. 

One day, with a triumphant air, she handed Ma- 
rietta a httle note she had stolen from her moth- 
er's writing-desk. It was a poem, written in 
French, m which Ranuzi, with the most submissive 
love, the most glowing tenderness, besought the 
beautiful Louise to allow him to come in the even- 
ing, to kned at her feet and worship as the faith- 
ful worship the mother of God. 
Marietta read the poem several times, and then 



with quiet composure returned it to Camilla ; but 
her cheeks were deadly pale, and hdr lips trembled 
so violently, that Camilla asked her kindly if she 
was not suffering. 

" Yes," she replied, " I suffer, and we will post- 
pone the lesson. I must go horns and go to 
bed." 

But Marietta did not go home. Beside herself, 
almost senseless with pain and rage, she wandered 
about through the streets, meditating, reflecting 
how she might revenge herself for this degrada- 
tion, this feithlessness of h§r beloved. 

At last she found the means ; with firm step, 
with crimson cheeks, and a strange smile upon her 
tightly-compressed lips, she turned toward the 
castle. There she inquired for the Marquis d'Ar- 
gens, and Ranuzi's evil genius willed thatD'Argens 
should be found at that time in Berlin — ^he was 
generally only to be seen at Sans-Souci. Marietta 
did not know the marquis personally, but she had 
heard many anecdotes of the intellectual and 
amiable Provencal ; she knew that the marquis 
and the king were warmly attached, and kept ixp a 
constant correspondence. For this reason, she 
addressed herself to D'Argens ; she knew it was 
the easiest and quickest way to bring her commu- 
nication immediately before the king. The mar- 
quis received her kindly, and asked her to make 
known her request. 

At first Marietta was mute, regret and repent- 
ance overcome her; for a moment she almost 
resolved to be silent and to go away. Soon, 
however, her wrath was awakened, and armed 
her with the courage of despair : with panting 
breath, with strange disordered haste, she said : 
" I have come to tell you a secret — an important 
secret, which concerns the king." 

The good marquis turned pale, and asked if it 
related to any attempt upon the life of the king ? 

"Not to his Kfe; but it was a secret of the 
greatest importance," she replied. Then, how- 
ever, when the marquis asked her to make a full 
disclosure, she seemed suddenly to see Ranuzi's 
handsome face before her ; he looked softly, re- 
proachfuly at her with his great fathomless eyes, 
whose glance she ever felt in the very depths of her 
heart ; she was conscious that the old love was 
again awake in her, and by its mighty power 
crowding out the passion of revenge. A linger- 
ing hesitation and faint-heartedness overcame her 
— confused and stammering, she said she would 
only confide her secret to the king himself, or to 
that person whom the king would authorize to 
receive it. 

The marquis, in a vivacious manner, pressed 
her to speak, and made conjectures as to the 
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quality of her secret Marietta found herself in- 
volved in a net of cross^uestions and answer?, 
and took refuge at last in absolute silence. , She 
rose and told the marquis she would retun^in 
eight days, to know whom the king had selected 
to receive her communication. 

The eight days had now passed, and Marietta 
had, during this time, many struggles with her 
own heart — ^her ever newly awakening love pleaded 
eloquently for forgiveness— for the relinquishment 
of all her plans of Tcngeance.* She had almost 
resolved not to seek the marquis again, or if she 
did so, to say that she had been deceived — ^that 
the secret was nothing — ^that she had only been 
bantered and mystified. But now, all these 
softer, milder feelings seemed burnt out in the 
wild fire of revenge and scorn which blazed 
through her whole bemg. **He is a traitor — a 
shameless liar I " she said, pressing her small teeth 
firmly and passionately together ; ** heis a coward, 
and has not the courage to look a woman in the 
face and confess the truth when she demands it ; 
he is a perjurer, for he took the oath which I ex- 
acted from him — ^he swore to love me alone and 
no other woman; he had the impudent courage to 
call down the vengeance of God upon himself if 
he should break this oath. Why do I hesitate 
longer? " cried she, sprin^g from her seat ; " the 
perjured traitor deserves that my betrayed and 
crushed heart should avenge itself. He called 
down the vengeance of God upon himself. Let it 
crush him to atoms I " 

.Now all was decision, courage, energy, and cir- 
cumspection. She took the two letters she had 
received from Ranuzi and concealed them in her 
bosom, then dressed herself and left her dwelling. 

With a firm step she passed through the 



* The marquis, in one of his letters to the king, de- 
scribed his interview with Madame Taliazachi, with 
great vivacity and minuteness, and expressed his own 
saspicions and coi^ectires; which, indeed, came very 
near the trnth, and proved that, where he was warmly 
interested, he was a good inquisitor. He entreated Fred- 
erick not to look upon the matter carelessly, as in all 
probability there was treason on foot, which extended to 
Vienna. Madame Taliazuchi had much intercourse in 
Berlin with the captive Italian officers, and it might be 
that one of those officers was carrying on a dangerous 
correspondence with Vienna. In closing his letter, the 
marquis said : " Enfln, sire, quand 11 serait vrai que tout 
oeci ne fut qu^one bdte italionne qui se serait 6chauffSe, 
et qui aurait pris des ohimdres pour dcs vSrit^s, ce qui 
pourralt encore bien 6tre, cette femme ne parait rlen 
moins que prndente et tranquiUe. Je orois, cependant, 
que la peine qu*on aurait prise de savoir oe qn^elle veut 
declarer serait si 16gdre, qu^on ne la regretterait pas, 
quand mdme on d^couvrirait que cette femme n'est 
qu\me foUe."— " (Euvres deFrM^ric le Grand," vol xix. 
p. 91. 



streets which led to the casUe. As she drew nem. 
the house of Madame du Trouffle, she he^tated, 
stood still, and looked up at the windows. 

"If only this once he did not deceive me! If 
he is not here ; if he told me the truth ! " Hh 
countenance had been so open, so calm, so smiiog 
when he said to her that he had a rendezvous wi^ 
some friends at the Catholic priest^s ; and in i 
graceful, roguish mockery, asked her if she was 
jealous of that meeting. No, no ! this time he was 
true. He could not have played the hypocrite with 
such smiling composure. Scarcely knowing what 
she did. Marietta entered the house, and asked 
if Camilla was at home — ^then hastened on to the 
door of Camilla^s room. 

The young ^1 advanced to meet her vrith a 
joyous greeting. "I am glad you have come, 
Marietta. Without you I should have been eoo- 
demned to pass the whole evening shut up is mj 
room, wearying myself with books. But I am re- 
solved what I will do in future. If mamma in- 
sists upon my being a child still, and banishes 
me from the parlor when she has company, I irill 
either run away, or I will invite company to amuse 
me. My cousin, Lieutenant Eienhause, is again 
in Berlin ; his right arm is wounded, and the king 
has ^ven him a furlough, and sent him home 
When mamma is in the saloon, I will invite nj 
cousin here." She laughed merrily, and drei 
Marietta dancing forward. ^*Now I have com- 
pany, we will laugh and be happy." 

" Who is in the saloon ? " said Marietta, "and 
why are you banished to-day ? " 

" Well, because of this Italian count — this in- 
sufferable RanuzL He has been here for an hour, 
and mamma commanded no one to be admitted, 
as she had important business with the connt" 

" And you believe that he will remain the whole 
evening ? " said Marietta. 

" I know it ; he remains every evening." 

Marietta fe^ a cold shudder pass over her, but 
she was outwardly calm. 

"Poor child I" said she, " you are indeed to be 
pitied, and, if you really desure it, you shall haTe 
my society ; but first, I have a commision to exe- 
cute, and then I will bring some notes, and we 
will sing together." She kissed Camilla up<Hi the 
brow, and withdrew. 

The last moment of respite had expired for Ba- 
nuzi ; there was no longer a ray of mercy in Mari- 
etta's heart Rushing forward, she soon reached 
the castle, and announced herself to the marqoia. 
She was introduced into his study, and the ^la^ 
quis advanced to meet her, smiling, and with sa 
open letter in his hand. 

" You come at the right time, madame," said he 
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** an hour since I received this letter from his ma- 
jesty." 

'* Has the king named the person to whom I am 
to confide my secret ? " she said, hastily. 

'* Yes, madame, his migesty has been pleased to 
appoint me for that purpose." . 

" Let me see the letter," said Marietta, extend- 
ing her hand. 

The marquis drew back. "Pardon me," said 
he, " I never allow the king^s letters to pass out 
of my own hands, and no one but myself can see 
them. But I will read you what the king says in 
relation to this affair, and you will surely believe 
my word of honor. Listen, then : * Soyez, mar- 
quis, le d6positaire de mes secrets, le confidant 
des myst^res de Madame Taliazuchi, Toreille du 
tr6ne, et le sanctuaire oh s'annonceront les com- 
plots de mes ennemis.' * Madame, you see that I 
am fully empowered by the king to receive your 
confidence, and I am ready to hear what you will 
have the goodness to relate." He led her to a 
divan, and seated himself opposite to her. 

" Tell the king to be on his guard I " said Mari- 
etta, solemnly. " A great and wide-spread con- 
spiracy threatens hhn. I have been made a tool 
by false pretences ; by lies and treachery my con^ 
fidence was surreptitiously obtamed. Oh, my 
God I " cried she, suddenly springing up ; " now 
all is clear. I was nothing but an instrument of 
his intrigues ; only the weak means made use of 
to attain his object. He stole my love, and made 
of it a comfortable, convenient robe with which 
to conceal his politics. Alas ! alas I I have been 
his postilion de poliUqiteJ*^ With a loud, wild cry, 
she sank back upon the divan, and a torrent of 
tears gushed from her eyes. 

The marquis sprang up In terror, and drew near 
the door; he was now fully convinced that the 
woman was mad. 

" Madame," said he, " allow me to call for as- 
sistance. You appear to be truly suffering, and in 
a state of great excitement. It will be best for 



* ** I will give the condnsioii of this letter which the 
polite marqnis did not read aloud: *Poar quitter le style 
oriental, je vons avertis que vons anrez Poreille rebattae 
de mls^res et de petitea intrigues de prisonnlers obacura 
et qui ne vandront paa le tempi que vonaperdres ilea en- 
tendre. Je oonnala cea espdoea de peraonnea da genre de 
Madame Tallaiachi— elles enviaagent lea petitea ohoees 
commetrte-importantea; ellea aont oharm^ea de flgorer 
en politique, de jouer un rdle, de hire lea capablea d*6ta- 
leraTec&atelesAledelearfld^t^. J*ai vu aouvent qne 
ees beanx seereta r6v616a n*ont 6t6 que dea Intrlgnea poor 
aulre an tiers ou an quart k dea gena aozquellea oea sortea 
de personnes venlent du maL Ainal, qaolqae oette femme 
voua pnlsse dire, gardex-voua blen d»y i^outer fol, et que 
votre cerrelle prorenfal ne a'6ohaaffe pas an premier 
bruit de ces r^citi.' "-CBuvrea, vol xix., p. »2. 



you, without doubt, to forget all these political in 
terests, and attend to your physical condition." 

Marietta, however, had again recovered her 
presence of mind ; she glanced with- a wan smile 
into the anxious countenance of the marquis. 

" Fear nothing, sir, I am not mad ; return to 
your seat I have no weapons, and will injure no 
one. The dagger which I carry is piercing my 
own heart, and from time to time the wound 
pains; that is aU. I promise you to make no 
sound, to be gentle and calm — come, then." 

The marquis returned, but seated himself some- 
what farther from the signora. 

" I tell you," said Marietta, panting for breath, 
** that he made use of my credulity — ^made me a 
tool of his political intrigues — these intrigues 
which threaten the lands if not the life of the 
king. The treason I will disclose would place an 
important fortress in the hands of the Aus- 
trians." 

" And you are convinced that this is no chi- 
mera?" said the marquis, with an incredulous 
smile. 

" I am convinced of it, and I have the incontes- 
table proof with me." She took the two letters 
which she had received from Ranuzi,. and gave 
them to the marquis. **Take them, and send 
them to the king ; but, not to-morrow, not when 
it is convenient, but to-day ; even this hour. If 
you are not prompt, in eight days King Frederick 
will be a fortress the poorer. Besides this, say to 
his mijesty to be ever on his guard against the 
captive officers in Berlin, especially on his guard 
against my countryman, Count Ranud. He is the 
soul of this enterprise; he has originated this 
daring undertaking, and, if this faUs to pieces, he 
will commence anew. He is a dangerous enemy — 
a serpent, whose sting is most deadly, most to be 
feared when he seems most gentle, most quiet 
Say to King Frederick he will do well to protect 
himself from the traitor, the Austrian spy, Ra- 
nuzi." Marietta stood up, and bowing to the 
marquis, she advanced to the door. D*Argens 
held her back. 

"Madame," said he, "if these things are really 
so. Count Ranuzi is a man to be feared, and we 
should make sure of him." 

" He is indeed a dangerous man," said Marietta, 
with a peculiar smile. " Ask the beautiful Madame 
du Trouffle; she will confirm my words." 

The black, flashing eyes of the marquis fixed 
themselves searchingly upon the face of the sig- 
nora. He remembered that the king had warned 
him to be upon his guard as to the communication 
of Madame Taliazuchi, that such mysteries were 
often nothing more than feigned intrigues, by 
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which tlie discoyerer sought to bring sorrow and 
dowD&ll to an enemy. 

"Ah, signora! I understand now," said the 
saaiquis ; " you did not come here for patriotism 
or love for Prussia or her king, but from frantic 
jealousy; not to serve Eling Frederick, but to 
overthrow RanuzL" 

Marietta shrugged her shoulders with a con- 
temptuous expression. 

" I am an Italian," said she, laconically. 

" And the Italians love revenge," said the mar- 
quis. 

" When one dares to uijure them— yes." 

" This Count Ranuzl has oared to injure you ? " 

A flash of scorn flamed for a moment in her 
eyes, then disappeared. "Would I otherwise 
have betrayed him?" said she. "I am an 
Italian, and you cannot ask that I shall feel 
patriotism for King Frederick or for Prussia. 
Count Ranuzi is my countryman; judge, then, 
bow deeply I have been iiyured when I be- 
tray him, and give him over to death." 

" To death ? it is also then a crime worthy of 
death which these letters will disclose to the king ? 
You do not deceive yourself? Your thirst for 
revenge does not make these things appear 
blacker, more important than they really are ? " 

" No, I do not deceive myself. I speak but the 
gunple truth." 

" Then," said the marquis, with horror, " it is 
dangerous to leave Ranuzi at liberty. I must ap- 
ply to the commandant of Berlin, and ask that he 
be arrested upon my responsibility." 

Marietta was already at the door, but these 
words of the marquis arrested her. With her 
hand resting upon the bolt, she stood and turned 
her pale face back to D'Argens. " Certainly, it 
would be best and surest to arrest him instantly," 
said she; and her heart bounded with delight 
when she said to herself, with cruel pleasure : 
"When once arrested, he can go no more to 
Madame du Trouffle." 

The marquis did not reply, but he stepped 
thoughtfully through the room. Marietta's eyes 
followed every movement with a fiery glance. At 
length the marquis stood before her. 

" I cannot take upon myself the responsibility 
of arresting this roan. I do not know that these 
letters, which I shall send to the king, are really 
as dangerous as you say. The king must decide ; 
I will send them off by a courier to-day. But, in 
every event, Ranuzi must be watched, and you 
shall be his guard. You must see that he does 
not escape. I make you answerable. Ranuzi 
must not leave Berlin; and when the king's 
answer is received, he must be found here." 



" You shall find him with me," said she; "iiri 
if not, I shall at least be able to tell you wherein 
is. Fear nothing; he shall not escape I lim\k 
guard I When you recdve the reply of the kin;, 
have the goodness to inform me. This is the onij 
reward I demand." * 

" I will inform you, madame," said the maiqci^, 
opening the door ; " and, as to the Count Bisiui, 
I read in your features that you hate him widit 
bitter hatred, and will not allow him to cacipe" 



CHAPTER VIII. 



Five days had passed since Marietta's inteiric 
with the marquis. They had wrought no (ko^ 
in her heart ; not for a single instant had be 
thu«t for revenge been allayed. Her hatred of 
Ranuzi seemed to have become more intense, nun 
passionate, since she understood bis plaii8-«i>a 
she had learned that he had never loved her, m^ 
that she was merely the instrument of his ia* 
trigues. Since that time she had watched bis <f- 
ery thought and deed. 

One day while apparentiy embracing him, m^ 
whispering words of endearment in his ear, six 
had secretly drawn a folded paper from his pock- 
et, wWch had just been brought to him by > 
strange servant who, having vainly sought liii"*! 
his own house, had followed him to that of ^ 
etta. Having thus obtained the paper, she oi^ 
an excuse for leaving the room in order to bs^ 
it. She carefully closed the door of the room b 
which Rauuzi sat, and then examined thepap^ 
After reading it, she drew her note-book from iff 
pocket, and hastily tearing out a lea^ she vnM 
upon it with a pencil : " Lose no time, if yw ^ 
not wish hhn to escape. He has received t<HbJi 
through the agency of Madame du Trooffle, ^ 
necessary passport and permission to go to Hj? 
deburg. I have no longer the powa to detis 
him. What is done must be done quickly." 

She folded the paper and passed cautiooil/ 
through the hall and into the kitchen where \fi 

♦ D'Argena wrote to the king: ♦*Si votre najf^^ 
m^avatt point Acrit en propres tennes. Qnolqw ^ 
femme pniiae vons dire, gardei-vons bien d^ i^**^ 
•Taorai pri6 le commandant de lUre arrdter 1< Vf^ 
Bannzi josqu'^ oe qn'elle eat mand6 oe qa'elle Tent qe* 
en fiuse; cet homme me poraiasant nn espkm de P 
a6r6a. Mala je me ania contents de dire&HadaiDeTii>^ 
snchi que a1 cet bomme aortait de Berlin, atant bi^ 
de votre majesty elle en r4pondrait, et elle »'» «s«n 
qn'elle le retlendralt.*'— (Euvrea, vol xlx^ p. 91 
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maid was. " Listen, Sophie," she said ; " take 
this note and go as quickly as you can to the cas- 
tle and ask for the Marquis d'Argens. You must 
give the note into his own hands, and if you bring 
me an answer within the hour, I will reward you 
as if I were a queen. Do not speak, only go." 

The maid hurried down the steps, and Marietta 
returned, smilingly, to Ranud, who received her 
with r^roaches for her long absence. 

'* I hare ammged % little suf^per for us, and 
bave sent my maid to obtain some necessary arti- 
cles. You will not leave me to-day, as you al- 
ways do, to go to your conference with the Cath* 
ollc priest." 

*' I would not, Marietta, but I must," said RanuzL 
"Believe me, my dear child, if I followed the dic- 
tates of my heart, I would never leave this room, 
which in my thoughts I always call my paradise, 
md in which I enjoy my only bright and happy 
oaoments. But what would you have, my angel ? 
[t is not ordained that men should have undis- 
turbed possession of the joys of paradise. Mother 
Bve sinned, and we must expiate her misdeeds. I 
must leave you again to-day to join that confer- 
ence which you so heartily detest." 

"But not yet," she said, tenderly, putting her 
inns about his neck. " You will not leave me 
^et?" 

Thus besought, he promised to remain. Never 
vras he more amiable, more brilliant, more atten- 
tive, or more tender. Never was Marietta gayer, 
more excited, or more enchanting. Both had their 
reas(Mis for this — ^both had their intentions. Love 
smiled upon their lips, but it was not in their 
iearts-p-each wished to deceive the other. Ranu- 
si wished to quiet every suspicion by his tender- 
ness — she must not dream that this was thdr last 
meeting, and that he intended leaving Berlin this 
light, perhaps forever. Marietta wished to chain 
bim to her side and prevent his departure. 

l^e flew by amid gay laughter and tender 
jests, and at length Marietta heard the house-door 
open and hurried steps mounting the stairway. It 
vras the maid who had returned. Marietta's heart 
l>eat so violently that she could scarcely conceal 
iier emotion. 

"The maid has returned with h^ purchases," 
she saidf hastily ; " I will go out and tdl her that 
^ou cannot remain with me to-day." She left the 
room and met Sophie in the hall, who was quite 
out of breath with her hurried walk, and who 
banded her a note. Marietta broke the seal with 
trembling hands. It contained only these words : 
^ Keep Mm but a few moments longer, and one 
«rill arrive who will release you from your watch, 
Mid relieve you forever from your enemy by bear- 



ing him to prison. The answer of the one to 
whom I sent your paper has come ; he is con- 
demned." 

" Very well, Sophie," said Marietta, concealing 
the paper in her bosom. "When the count leaves, 
you shall receive your reward. Now listen ; the 
soldiers are coming. As soon as you hear them 
on the steps, you must tap at my door, that I may 
know they have arrived," 

She hastened back to Ranuzi, but she no longer 
smiled — ^she no longer approached him with open 
arms — ^but she advanced toward him with flash- 
ing eyes, with her arms folded haughtily across 
her breast, and her countenance pale with pas- 
sion. 

" Ranuzi, the hour of revenge has come I You 
have most shamefully betrayed and deceived me 
— you have mocked my love — ^you have trodden 
my heart under foot Lies were upon your lips- 
lies were in your heart. And whilst you swore to 
me that you loved no other, you had already be- 
trayed me to a woman. I am acquunted with 
Madame du Trouffle, and I know that you visit 
her every evening. This was the conference with 
the Catholic fathers, for whose sake you left me. 
Oh, I know all — all I I will not reproach you ; I 
will not tell you of the martyrdom I suffered— of 
the wretched days and nights through which I 
wept and sighed, until at length I overcame the 
love I had borne you. That suffering is passed. 
But you have not forgotten that I once said to 
you : * Should you forsake me, or turn faithlessly 
from me, I will be revenged.* " 

"I have not forgotten," said Ranuzi, "and 1 
know that you will fulfil your promise ; but before 
you do so — before you point me out to the gov- 
ernment as a dangerous spy — ^you will listen to 
my defence, and only then if you are not satisfied, 
will you condenm me, and revenge yourselfi" 

"I have all-sufficient proof," she said. "Day 
by day, hour by hour, have these proofs been 
forced upon me, as the contents of the poisoned 
cup are forced upon the condemned man. My love 
and happiness are dead, but you also shall die — 
you also shall suffer as I have done. My love was 
insufficient to keep for me a place in your memo- 
ry ; perhaps my revenge will do so. VHien you 
are wretched and miserable, think of me and re- 
pent." 

" Repent of what ? " be asked, proudly. " I have 
done nothing of which I am ashamed — ^nothing of 
which I repent. I have offered up my ^itire life, 
my every thought and deare, to a holy, a noble 
cause. To it I have subjected all myfioelings, 
wishes, and hopes, and had it been necessary, I 
would without tears have sacrificed all that was 
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dearest to me on earth. It becaine necesAory for 
the good of this cause that I should appear to 
betray your love. A plan had been formed in 
which this woman you have just named could 
alone aid mo. I dared not ask my heart what it 
suffered, for my head told me that this woman 
was necessary to me, and it became my duty to 
obtaux her assistance by any means. So I became 
the daily companion of Madame du Trouffle, so— - ' 

A h'ght tap at the door interrupted the coimt, 
and startled him inexplicably. 

"What does that mean?" he asked, turning 
pale. 

Marietta laughed aloud. "That means," she 
said, slowly and scornfully, " that you will not go 
to Magdeburg to-morrow — ^that you cannot make 
use of the passport which your beloved Madame 
du Trouffle obtained for you. Ah, you wished to 
leave me secretly — ^you did not wish me to suspect 
your intended departure. You were mistaken, 
RanuzL You will remain in Berlin, but you will 
never go to h^ again. I will prevent that." 

At this moment loud knocking was heard at the 
door, and two policemen entered the room with- 
out waiting for an invitation, and through the 
open door armed soldiers might be seen in the 
hall guarding the entrance. 

When Ranuzi first beheld these servants of jus- 
tice, he shuddered and became deathly pale, but 
as they approached him, he recovered his wonted 
composure, and advanced proudly and coldly to 
meet them. 

" Are you Count Ranuzi ? " asked one of the 
policemen. 

^* I am," he said, calmly. 

" I arrest you in the name of the king ; you are 
oup prisoner." 

"With what offence am I charged?" asked 
he, as he slowly placed his hand in his bosom. 

" The court-martial will inform you." 

" Ah, I am to be tried by a court-martiaL Spies 
and conspirators are always thus tried. I am 
charged then with spying and conspiring," cried 
Ranuzi, and then slowly turning to Marietta, he 
asked : " And this is your work ? " 

" Yes ; thi3 is my work," she said, triumphantly. 

"You must come now," said the policeman, 
roughly, as he stepped nearer to Ranuzi, at the 
same time giving his companion a sign to do the 
same. "Come immediately and quietly. Do 
not compel us to use force." 

"Force," cried Ranuzi, shruggmg his shoulders, 
as he drew his hand from his bosom and pointed a 
pistol toward the policemen, from which they 
shrunk back terrified. " You see that I need not 
fear force," he daXd, «• If you dare to approach 



nearer or lay your hand on me I will fire on botl 
of you, for happily my pistol has more tban« 
ball, and it never fails. You see that vein 
playing a dangerous game, upon whose issue nr 
depend your lives as well as mine. I can shoK 
you if I desire it, or I can direct this veapa 
against my own brow if I wish to avoid inreai- 
gation or imprisonment But I promise yoa to Jo 
neither the one nor the other, if you will gireK 
the time to say a few words to this lady.** 

"Be quick, then," said the policeman, or Irl 
call in the soldiers, " and they can shoot joo n 
easily as you could shoot us.'* 

Ranuzi shrugged his shoulders. " Too wiOt« 
very careful not to shoot me. The dead doo» 
speak, and it is very important for my judges tk 
I should speak. Cro to that door; I gire r 
word that I wiU follow you." 

As if to strengthen his words, he raised i& 
hand which held the pistol, and the two isa 
withdrew with threatening glances, to the door. 

Ranuzi then turned again to Marietta, vk 
turned her great flashing eyes upon hun witli a 
expression of anger and astonishment, mixed ts^ 
hatred and admiration. 

"Marietta," he said, gently. She trembled < 
the sound of his voice. He perceived this, ui 
smiled. "Marietta," he repeated, "you liaTe be- 
trayed me; your have revenged your love! l^ 
not reproach you, my anaconda, but I pray n 
to tell me one thing; did yon seed the last H 
ters which I gave you to the post f " 

"No," she replied, compelling her eyes, withi 
mighty effort, to meet his. 

" Wretch 1 What did you do with them." 

" I sent them to the King of Prussia." 

Ranuzi uttered a shriek, and fell back isO^ 
" Then I am indeed lost," he murmured, "as^^ 
as that unhappy creature, who pines for lighting 
freedom. Poor Trenckl Poor Amelia! iD"^ 
lost; all through the jealousy of this irn^ 
woman. I tell you. Marietta," he continued alM 
as he placed his hand heavily on her shouMCi 
" it is not necessary that I should cnise jo^ 
you will do that yourself. This hour will ic* ** 
a deadly poison on your heart, of which joa " 
die. It is true, you have revenged youreelf. ^ 
day you rejoice in this, for you brieve thsJj* 
hate me, but to-morrow you will repent; io^ 
row grief will overtake you, and it will gio' ''" 
everyday— you will feel that you most love i« 
for ever and ever; you must love me, becme' 
you have wrought my ruin. Yes, yon are n^ 
you have discovered the means to keep J(^ 
'm my remembrance. In my dungeon I will *!''■* 
of you. I will do so, and curse you ; hut y" 
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also will think of me ; and when you do, you will 
wring your hands and curse yourself, for revenge 
will not kill the love in your heart. Be that your 
punishment. Farewell I " 

He passed before her, and quietly approached 
the policemen. *^ Come, gentlemen, I am quite 
ready to follow you ; and that you may be entirely 
at ease, I will leave my pistol here. It is my 
legacy to that lady — ^my last souvenir. Perhaps 
she may use it in the future." 

He placed the pistol upon her writing-table and 
hastily approached the door. " Come, gentlemen ; 
I am your prisoner! " 

He signed to them to follow him, and walked 
proudly through the hall. 

Marietta stood there trembling and deadly pale 
—her eyes dilated, her lips opened, as if to utter 
a shriek. Thus she watched him, breathless, and 
as if enchained with horror. 

Now she saw him open the door of the hall, 
and throwing back at her one cold, flashmg 
glance, he went out, followed by the police and 
the soldiers. 

" He is gone I he is gone I " she shrieked, as 
if in a frenzy. *' They are leading him to im- 
prisonment'— perhaps to death. Oh, to death ! 
It is I who have murdered him. He is right I 
am indeed cursed. I have murdered him, and 
— ^I love hhn." And with a wild shriek she sank 
fainting to the ground. 



CHAPTER IX. 

TRENCK. 

Trenck Still lived; neither chains nor years 
of loneliness had broken his strength or bowed 
lus spirit. His tall, gigantic form had shrunk 
to a skeleton ; his hair had whitened and hung 
around his hollow face like an ashen veil. Heavy 
chabs clasped his feet and his throat ; a broad 
iron band endrcled his waist, which was attached 
to the wall by a short chain — a thick bar held 
his hand9 apart; but stUi he lived. For years 
be had paced, with short, restless steps, this little 
space that covered his grave ; but he smiled de- 
risively at the coarse stone which bore his name. 

Trenck still lived. He lived because he had a 
fixed desire, a grand lum in view — ^he thirsted for 
freedom, and believed it attainable. Tr^ck could 
not die, for without was liberty, the sun, life, and 
honor. He would not die ; for to be willing to 
die, he must first have lived. His Hfe had been 
so short — a few fleeting years of youth, of care- 



less enjoyment — a joyous dream of love and 
ambition ! This had been his fate. Then came 
long, weary years of imprisonment — a something 
which he knew not, but it was not life — ^had crept 
to him in his prison, and with a cruel hand marked 
years upon his brow— years through which he 
had not lived, but suffered. And still he re- 
mained young in spite of gray hairs and wrinkles. 
He glowed with hope and defiance ; his sluggish 
blood was warmed from time to time with new 
hopes, new expectations. His imagination pfunted 
wonderful pictures of future happiness. This 
hope always remained smiling and vigorous; 
notwithstanding his many disappomtments — ^his 
many useless attempts to escape, Trenck still hoped 
for freedom. As often as the subterranean passages 
which he dug were discovered, he recommenced 
his work, and dug new ones ; when the sentinels 
whom he had won by gold and flattery were de- 
tected and punished, he found means to obtain 
other friends. 

Truly, friends did not fail ; the buried but siill 
living prisoner had friends who never forgot him ; 
bold, lovmg friends, risking theb lives for him. 
The mighty .power of his great misfortunes won 
him friends. The soldiers who guarded him were 
seized with shuddering horror and pity at the 
sight of this sunken form, reminding them of the 
picture of the skeleton and the hour-glass,* whiuh 
hung in the village church. Trenck knew how to 
profit by this. The officers, who came every day 
to inspect his prison, were charmed and amazed 
by the freshness of his spirit, his bright conver- 
sation, and gay remarks. These interviews were 
the only interruption to the dulness of their 
garrison life. They came to him to be cheered. 
Not being willing to sit with him in the dark, they 
brought their lights with them ; they opened the 
door of his cell that they might not be obliged to 
remain with him in the damp, putrid air. They 
wondered at his firmness and courage ; they sym- 
pathized with his youth and loneliness, and this 
sympathy made for hun earnest, useful friends, 
who revelled in the thought that Trenck's renewed 
attempts at escape would at last be crowned with 
happy results, that he would obtaui his freedom. 

He was on the eve of a great day. To-morrow 
he would live agun, to-morrow he would be free ; 
this time it was no chimera, no dream— -he must 
succeed. 

** Yes, my plan cannot fail," murmured Trenck, 
as he sat upon his stone seat and gazed at the 
iron door, which had just closed behind the Com- 
mandant Bruckh&usen. " My cruel ja iler has dis- 
covered nothing, carefully as he searched my cell; 
this time I have dug no mines, broken no walls ; 
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this time I shall pass through that door, my com- 
rades wUl greet me joyfully, and the poor prisoner 
shall be the mighty commander of the fortress. 
Only one night more, one single night of patience, 
and life, and love, and the world shall agiun be- 
long to me. Oh, I feel as if I would go mad with 
joy. I have had strength to endure misfortunes, 
but perhaps the rapture of freedom may be fatal. 
My God I my God I if I should lose my senses I if 
the light of the sun should scorch my brain ! if 
the hum of the busy world should crush my 
spirit!" 

He lifted his hands in terror to his brow ; he 
felt as if wrapped in flames, as if fire were rismg 
from his brain; the chains rattled around him 
with unearthly sounds. '* The ^ghtest error, the 
least forgetfulness would endanger my plan. I 
will be quiet — I will repeat once more all that we 
have agreed upon. But first away with these 
slavish chains, to-morrow I shall be a freeman ; I 
will commence my rdle to-day." 

He removed the handcufi^s, and with his free 
right hand loosened the girdle from his waist, at 
the point where the blacksmith, who fastened it 
upon him, told him it might be opened by a pres-. 
sure light as a feather. Now he was free ; he 
stretched with delight his thin, meagre form, and 
let his arms swing in the air as if to prove their 
muscle. 

This was a sweet, a wonderful prelude to free- 
dom ; many weeks and months he bad worked 
upon these chains to prepare for the moment of 
freedom. Now these chains had fallen. He was 
already a free man ; he cared not for these dark, 
damp walls. He did not see them ; he was already 
without, where the sun was shining, the birds 
were singing; where the blue arch of heaven 
looked down upon the blooming earth. What did 
he care for the death-like stillness which surround- 
ed him ? he heard the noise in the streets ; he saw 
men running here and there in busy haste; he 
listened to their bright conversation, their merry 
laughter ; he mixed among them with lively greet- 
ing, and shared their joys and cares. 

Suddenly he again pressed his brow fearfully, 
and cried : " I shall go mad ! A thousand dan- 
cing pictures and happy faces are swarming around 
me ; I shall go mad I But no, I will control my- 
self ; I will be calm." He raised his head with 
his accustomed bold defiance. " I will look free- 
dom in the face ; my eyelids shall not quiver, and 
my heart shall beat calmly. I will be quiet and 
thoughtful I will think it all over once more. 
Listen to me, oh Mend ! you, who have heard all 
my sighs and my despair; you, who know my 
misery ; listen to me, oh gloomy cell. You have 



always been faithful ; you have never wished % 
forsake or leave me ; and when I strng^ed to & 
cape, you called me always back. But this is oe: 
last day together; you shall hear my coxdesam. 
I will tell you all my plans, by what means I ^ 
escape from you, my true friend, mj dark, drecr 
cell Know first that this gaiTis<Hi is compose: 
of nine hundred men, who are mach dissalisiy 
It will not be diflScult to win them, particulailTn 
they are well bribed. Besides this, there tre tw 
majors and two hentenants conspiring with m 
they will tell their soldiers what to do. The giiiri, 
at the star-port, is composed of bat fifteen ids, 
and if they do not obey me willingly, we will bm 
how to compel obedience. At the end of thest2> 
port lies the city gate. At this only twelve tls. 
and one officer are stationed ; these we shall esdr 
overpower. On the other side, close to the gsH 
the Austrian Gaptam von Eimsky'is awaiting » 
with the remainder of the prisoners of war. ^ 
the officers, who have pledged themselves to £- 
sist my undertaking, are concealed in a safe bose 
rented for this purpose. At nay first call tb^ 
will rush forward and fall upon the guard ; v: 
will overpower them and enter the city. Tha? 
other friends await us ; one of them, under ns 
pretext, holds m his quarters arms for his compuj. 
and f^t my call he will join me with his anaai 
band. Oh my God I my God 1 1 see every things 
plainly and clearly before me. I see myself neii- 
ing joyfully through the streets, dashing into tbs 
casemates, which contain mne thousand prisoneis 
I call to them : * Up, comrades, up ; I am Fredr- 
ick von Trenck, your captain and your leader: 
arm yourselves and follow me.' I hear than gwei 
me joyfully and cry, * Long live Trenck I * Thfj 
take their arms and we rush to the other ease- 
mates, where seven thousand Austrian and Bcs- 
sian prisoners are confined. We fr-ee them, and I 
head a little army of sixteen thousand men. M^- 
deburg is mine ; the fortress, the magazine of tbe 
army, the treasury, the arsenal, all is in our power. 
I shall conquer all for Maria Theresa. Ob, Ki^ 
Frederick I King Frederick I I shall avenge mj- 
self on you for these long years of misery, for Ik 
martjTdom of this fearful imprisonment. Tienck 
will not be obliged to leave M^deburg ; he will 
drive away the Prussians, and make himself me- 
ter." 

He laughed so loudly that the old walls edioeii 
the sound, and a wsdling sigh seemed to giidt 
along the building. Trenck started andjookeil 
timidly around hun. 

" I am still alone," he murmured, " no one ha 
heard my words ; no, no one but you," he &» 
tinued cheerfully, "my old silent friend, mjfu& 
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ful prison. To-morrow moming the officer on 
^ard will enter and order the sentinels to remove 
the bed ; as soon as they enter I shall rush out 
and lock the door. The sentinels bemg locked up, 
E put on the clothes which are lying in readiness 
for me in the passage, and then forward to my sol- 
diers. I shall distribute gold freely among them 
— a friend will meet me with the money at the 
house of Caption von Eleist, and if he has not 
sufficient, Amelia has richly supplied me. Arise, 
arise from your grave, my secret treasures." 

He crouched close to the wall and removed the 
mortar and chalk carefully ; he then drew out a 
stone and took from under it a purse full of gold. 
His eye, accustomed to the darkness, saw the gold 
through the silk net ; he nodded to it and laughed 
with delight as he poured it out and played madly 
with it. His countenance suddenly assumed an 
earnest expression. 

'* Poor Amelia," he murmured softly, " you have 
sacrificed your life, your beauty, and yc«r youth 
for me. With never-failing zeal you have moved 
around me like my guardian angel, and how am I 
repaying you? By taking firom your brother. 
King Frederick, his finest fortress, his money, his 
proTisions; by compelling you and yours to fly 
from a city which no longer belongs to you, but to 
the Empress of Austria, your enemy. With your 
money I have taken this city ; Amelia, you are 
ignorant of this now, and when you learn it, per- 
haps you will curse me and execrate the love 
which has poisoned your whole life. Oh, Amelia ! 
Amelia, forgive me for betraymg you also. My 
unfortunate duty is forcing me onward, and I must 
obey. Yes," he said, springing from his seat, " I 
must yield to my fate, I must be free again — I 
must be a man once more ; I can sit no longer 
like a wild animal in his cage, and tell my grief 
and my despair to the cold walls. I must recon* 
quer life— I must again see the sun, the world, and 
mankind — I must live, sufiTer, and act." 

He wfilked violently to and fro, his whole being 
was in feverish expectation and excitement, and 
he felt alarmed. Suddenly he remained standing; 
pressing his two hands against his beating tem- 
ples, he murmured : 

** I shall indeed go mad. Joy at my approach- 
ing deliverance confuses my poor head ; I will try 
to sleep, to be calm— collect my strength for to- 
morrow." 

He lay down upon his miserable couch, and 
forced himself to be quiet and silent — not to speak 
aloud to himself in his lonely cell, as he was ac- 
customed to do. Gradually the mad tension of 
his nerves relaxed, gradually his eyes closed, and 
% soft« beneficial slumber came over him. 



All was still in the dark cell ; nothing was to 
be heard but the loud breathing of the sleeper ; 
but even in sleep, visions of life and liberty re- 
joiced his heart — ^his face beamed with heavenly 
joy; he murmured softly, "I am free! — ^free at 
last!" 

The hours passed away, but Trenck still slum- 
bered — profound stillness surrounded him. The 
outer world had long since been awake — ^the sun 
was up, and had sent a clear beam of its glory 
through the small, thickly-barred window, even 
into the comfortless, desolate cell, and changed 
the gloom of darkness into a faint twilight. 



CHAPTER X. 

" TRENCK, ARK YOU THERE ? " 

Trenck slept Sleep on, sleep on, unfortunate 
prisoner, for while asleep you are free and joyous ; 
when you awake, your happy dreams will vanish ; 
agony and despair will be your only companions. 

Listen ! there are steps in the passage ; Trenck 
docs not hear them — ^he still sleeps. But now a 
key is turned, the door is opened, and Trenck 
springs from his pallet. 

" Are you there, my friends ? Is all ready ? " 

But be totters back with a fearful shriek, his 
eyes fixed despairingly upon the door. There 
stood Yon Bruckhflusen, the prison commandant, 
beside him several ofilcers, behind them a crowd 
of soldiers. 

This vision expldned all to Trenck. It told him 
that his plan had miscarried — that again all had 
been in vun. It told him that he must remain 
what he was, a poor, wretched prisoner — ^more 
wretched than before, for they would now find out 
that when alone be could release himself from his 
chains. They would find his gold, which he bad 
taken from its hiding-place, and was now lying 
loosely upon the floor. 

" I am lost ! V said he, covering his face with his 
hands, and throwing himself upon his bed. 

A malignant smile brightened up Von Bruck- 
hausen's disagreeable countenance, as his eye took 
in the broken chains, the glittering gold, and the 
despairing prisoner. He then ordered the sol- 
diers to raise the cludns and fasten them on him. 

Trenck made no resistance. He suffered them 
quietly to adjust this iron belt, to fatten the chain 
around his neck. He seemed insensible to all that 
was passmg. This fearful blow had annihilated 
him ; and the giant who, but a short time before, 
had thought to conquer the world, was now a 
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weak*, ti«mblmg, defenceless child. When he was 
ordered to rise to hare the chains annexed to his 
iron girdle, and fastened to the wall, he rose at 
once, and stretched out his hand for the manacles. 
Now the commandant dared approach Trenck ; 
he had no fear of the chuned lion, he could jeer 
at and mock without danger. He did it with the 
wrath of a soul hard and pitiless ; wrth the deep, 
unutterable hate of an implacable enemy; for 
Trenck was his enemy, his much-feared enemy ; 
he drove sleq) fi-om his eyes — ^he followed him in 
his dreams. Often at midnight Yon Bruckhausen 
rose in terror from his couch, because he dreamed 
that Trenck had escaped, and that he miist now 
take his place in that dark, fearful tomb. Sur- 
rounded by gay companions, he would turn pale 
and shudder at the thought of Trenck's escaping 
— ^Trenck, whose fearful cell was then destined 
to be his. This constant fear and anxiety 
caused the commandant to see in Trenck not the 
king^s prisoner, but his own personal enemy, with 
whom he must do battle to his utmost strength, 
with all the wrath and fear of a timid soul. With 
a cold, malicious smile he informed him that his 
plot had been discovered, that his mad plan was 
known; he had wished to take the fortress of 
Magdeburg and place upon it the Austrian flag. 
With a jeering smile he held up to him the letter 
Trenck had sent to his friend in Vienna, in which, 
without mentioning names, he had made a slight 
sketch of his plan. 

" Will you deny that you wrote this letter ? " 
cried the commandant, in a threatening voice. 

Trenck did not answer. His head was bowed 
upon bis breast; he was gazing down in silence. 

"You will be forced to name your accom- 
plices," cried the enraged commandant ; " there 
is no palliation for a traitor, and if you do not 
name them at once, I shall subject you to the 
lash." 

An unearthly yell issued from Trenck*s pale 
lips, and as he rused his head, his countenance 
was expressive of such wild, such terrible rage, 
that Bruckhausen drew away from^ him in afiright. 
Trenck had awakened from his lethargy ; he had 
found again his strength and energy, he was Trenck 
once more — the Trenck feared by Yon Bruckhau- 
sen, though lying in chains, the Trenck whom 
nothing could bend, nothing discourage. 

** He who dares to whip me shall die," said he, 
gaang wildly at the commandant. "With my 
nails, with my teeth, will I kill him." 

" Name your accomplices I " cried Bruckhausen, 
stamping upon the ground in his rage. 

It was Trenck now who laughed. " Ab, you 
think to intimidate me with your angry voice," 



said be. "You think your word has pover'.fi 
make me disclose that which I wish to keep « 
cret You think I will betray my Mends, do yoa' 
Learn what a poor, weak, incapable human hm 
you are, for not one of the things yon wish i£ 
occur. No, I shall not be so contemptible u z 
betray my friends. Were I to do so, then wee I 
a traitor deserving of this wretched cell, of tbeg 
fearful chains, for I would then be a stranger is 
the first, the holiest virtue, gratitude. But nal 
will not. I was innocent when these diaki 
were put on me — ^innocent I will remain." 

" Innocent ! " cried the conomandant ; ** youik 
wished to deliver to the enemy a fortress of joe 
sovereign ! You call yourself innocent ? " 

Trenck raised himself from his bed, and tkfi 
back his head proudly. " I am no longer t ssb- 
ject of the King of Prusaa," said he; "he is ^ 
longer my sovereign. Many years ago I is 
thrown into prison at Olatz without court-mam 
or trial. When I escaped, all my property w 
confiscated. If I had not sought my bread- ^ 
where, I would have starved to death, or gooe t 
ruin. Maria Theresa made me a captain in k 
army — ^to her I gave my alle^ance. She alowp 
my sovereign. I owe no duty to the Xing f^ 
Prussia — ^he condemned me unheard — ^by one kI 
he deprived me of bread, honor, country, and free- 
dom. He had me thrown into prison, and b 
tered like some fearful criminaL He has degnd^i 
me to an animal that lies grovelling in his ci^- 
and who only lives to eat, who only eats to H 
I do not speak to you, sir commandant," contin- 
ued he — "I speak, soldiers, to you, who werc(»« 
my comrades in arms. I would not have yoacal 
Trenck a traitor. Look at me ; see what the kii^ 
has made of me; and then tell me, was I not jus- 
tified in fleeing from these tortures? EreQif 
Magdeburg had been stormed, and thousands d 
lives lost, would you have called me a traitor? 
Am I a traitor because I strive to conquer for mj- 
self what you, what every man, recdves froo 
God as his holy right — my freedom ? " WhUei* 
spoke, his pale, wan countenance beamed witli 
inspiration. 

The soldiers were struck and toudied with it- 
their low murmurs of applause taught the coo- 
mandant that he had committed a mistake in lur- 
ing so many witnesses to his conversation with 
the universally pitied and admired prisoner. 

" You will not name your accomplices ? " sai(i 
he. 

"No," said Trenck, "I will not betray my 
friends. And what good would it do you to kno* 
their names ? You would punish them, and wovl^ 
thereby sow dragons^ teeth from which ne« 
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friends would rise for me. For undeserved mis- 
fortune, and unmerited reproach, make for us 
friends in heaven and on earth. Look there, sir 
commandant — look there at your soldiers. Thej 
came here indiflFerent tO me — ^they leave as my 
friends ; and if they can do no more, they will 
pray for me." 

** Enough! enough of this," cried the comman- 
dant " Be silent I . And you," speaking to the 
soldiers, " get out of here I Send the blacksmith 
to solder these chains at once. • Go into the sec- 
ond passage — I want no one but the blacksmith." 

The soldiers withdrew, and the smith entered 
with his hot coals, his glowing iron, and his pan- 
ful of boiling lead. The commandant leaned 
against the prison-door gazing at the smith; 
Trenck was looking eagerly at the ceiling of his 
cell catching the shadows thrown there by the 
glowing coals. 

■ " It is the ifftius fatuus of my freedom," said 
he, with a weary smile. "It is the fourth time 
they have danced on this ceiling — ^it is the fourth 
time my chains have been forged. But I tell you, 
commandant, I will break them again, and the 
shadows flickering on these walls will be changed 
to a glorious sun of freedom — ^it wiU illuminate 
my path so that I can escape from this dungeon, 
in which I will leave nothing but my curse for you 
my cruel keeper." 

" You hav6 not, tiien, despaired ? " said the 
commandant, with a cold smile. " You will still 
attempt to escape ? " 

Trenck fixed his keen, sparkling eyes upon Von 
Bruckhausen, and stretchmg out his left arm to 
the smith, he said: "Listen, sb commandant, to 
what I have to say to you, and may my words 
creep like deadly poison .through your veins I 
Hear me ; as soon as you have left my cell — as 
soon as that- door has closed behind you — I will 
commence a new plan of escape. You have 
thrown me in a cell under the earth. The floor 
in my other cell was of wood — I cut my way 
through it This is of stone— I shall remove it 
You come daily and search my room to see if 
there is not some hole or some instrument hidden 
by which I might effect my escape. Nevertheless 
I shall escape. God created the inole, and of it I 
will leatfn how to burrow in the ground, and thus 
I will escape. You will see that I have no in- 
struments, no weapons, but God gave me what He 
gave the mole — He gave my* fingers muls, and my 
mouth teeth; and if there is no other way, I will 
make my escape by them." 

" It is certainly very kind of you to inform me 
of all this," cried the commandant. " Be assiured 
\ shall not forget your words. I shall accommo- 
15 



date myself to them. You seek to escape — ^I seek 
to detain you here. I am convinced I shall find 
some means of assuring myself every quarter of 
an hour that your nails and teeth have not freed 
you. The smithes work I see is done, and we 
dare entertam the hope that for the present you 
will remain with us. Or perhaps you mean to 
bite your chains in two as soon as I leave ? " 

*' God gave Samson strength to crush with his 
arms the temple colunms," said Trenck, gazing at 
the blacksmith, who was now leaving the room. 
" See, the i^nis fatuus has disappeared from my 
cell, the sun will soon shine." 

" Trenck, be reasonable," said Von Bruckhau- 
sen, in an entreating tone. " Do not increase your 
misery — do not force me to be more cruel to you. 
Promise to make no more attempts to escape, and 
you shall not be punished for your treacherous 
plot I" 

Trenck laughed aloud. " You promise not to 
punish me. How could you accomplish it? Has 
not your cruelty bound me in irons, in chains, 
whose invention can only be attributed to the 
devil ? Do I not live in the deepest, most forlorn 
cell in the fortress? Is not my nourishment 
bread and water ? Do you not condemn me to 
pass my days in idleness, my nights in fearful 
darkness ? What more could you do to me ?— 
how could you punish any new attempt to es- 
cape? No, no, sir commandant; as soon as 
that door has closed on you, the mole will com- 
mence to burrow, and some day, in spite of all 
your care, he will escape." 

** That is your last word P' cried Von Bruckhau- 
sen, infuriated. ** You will not promise to aban- 
don these idle attempts at escape ? You will not 
name your accomplices ? " 

" No ! and again no 1 " 

**Well, then, farewell. You shall remember 
this hour, and I promise you, you shall regret it" 

Throwing a fear^ look of malignant wrath at 
Trenck, who was leaning against his pallet, laugh- 
ing at his rage, the commandant left the prison. 
The iron door closed slowly ; the firm, even tread 
of the disappearing soldiers was audible, then all 
was quiet 

A death-like stillness reigned in the prisoner's 
cell ; no sound of life disturbed the fearful quiet 
Trenck shuddered; a feeluag of inexpressible woe, 
of inconsolable despair came over him. He could 
now yield to it, no one was present to bear bia 
misery and wretchedness. He need not now sup* 
press the sighs and groans that had almost choked 
him ; he could give the tears, welling to his eyes 
like burning fire, full vent ; he could cool his fe* 
verish brow upon the stone floor, in the agony of 
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his soul. As a roan trembles at the ibonght of 
death, Trenck trembled at the thought of life. He 
knew not how long he had sighed, and wept, and 
groaned. For him there was no time, no hour, 
no night — ^it was all merged into one fearful day. 
But still he experienced some hours of pleasure 
and joy. These were the hours of sleep, the hours 
of dreams. Happier than many a king, than 
many powerful rulers and rich nobles upon their 
silken couches, was this prisoner upon his hard 
pallet. He could sleep — ^his spirit, busy during 
the day in forming plans for his escape, needed 
and found the rest of sleep ; his body needed the 
refreshment and received it 

Yes, he could sleep. Men were hard and cruel 
to him, but God had not deserted him, for at night 
He sent an angel to his cell who consoled and re- 
freshed him. It was the angel of slumber — when 
night came, after all his sorrow, his agony, his 
despair endured during the day, the consoling an- 
gel came and took his seat by the wretched pris- 
oner. This night he kissed his eyes, he laid his 
soft wings on the prisoner's wounded heart, he 
whispered glorious dreams of the future into his 
ear. A beautiful smile, seldom seen when he was 
awake, now rested upon his lips. 

Keep quiet, ye guards, without there— keep 
quiet, the prisoner sleeps ; the sleep of man is 
sacred, and more sacred than all else is the sleep 
of the unfortunate. Do not disturb him — ^pass the 
door stealthily. Be still, be still! the prisoner 
sleeps — ^reverence his rest 

This stillness was now broken by a loud cry. 

" Trenck, Trenck I " cried a thundering voice — 
" Trenck, are you asleep ? " 

He woke from his pleasant dreams and rose in 
terror from his bed. . He thought he had heard 
the trumpets of the judgment-day, and listened 
eagerly for the renewing of the sound. 

And again the cry resounded through his cell. 
" Trenck, are you there ? " 

With a wild fear he raised his hand to his burn- 
ing brow. 

" Am I mad ? " murmured he ; *' I hear a voice 
in my brain calling me ; a voice — ** 

The bolts were pushed back, and Commandant 
Von Bruckh^usen, accompanied by a soldier, with 
a burning torch, appeared on the threshold. 

" Why did you not answer, Trenck ? " said he. 

" Answer — answer what ? " 

" The sentinel's call As you swore to me you 
would make new attempts to escape, I was com- 
pelled to make arrangements to prevent your suo- 
ceediug. The guards at your door are commanded 
to call you every quarter of an hour during the 
night. If you do not answer at once, they will 



enter your cell to convince themselves of m 
presence. Accommodate yourself to this, Treid 
We shall now see if you are able to free yomsdf 
with your nails and teeth I " 

He left the room, the door was closed. Itvn 
night once more in the prisoner's cell— but he ii 
not sleep. He sat upon his pallet and asked iim 
self if what had passed was true, or if it was sa 
some wild and fearful dream. 

" No, no, it cannot be true ; they could not ret 
me of my last and only pleasure — my sleep ! sof, 
balmy sleep ! " 

But listen. There is a voice again. "Tract 
Trenck, are you there ? " 

He answered by a fearful yell, and sprang fe 
his bed, trembling with terror. It was no dreail 

" It is true ! — ^they will let me sleep no mm 
Cowardly thieves ! may Grod curse as I corse m 
May He have no pity with you, who have ma 
with me ! Ah, you cruel men, you increase i; 
misery a thousandfold. You murder my slef 
God's curse upon you ! " 



CHAPTER Xr. 

THE KINQ AND THE GERMAN SCHOLAS. 

It was the winter of 1760. (Jermany, imhapp' 
Germany, bleeding from a thousand wounds, ^ 
for a few months freed from the scourge of w»r; 
she could breathe again, and gather new strengti 
for new contests. Stem winter with its ice d 
snow had alone given peace to the people for > 
short time. The rulers thought of and wilN 
nothing but war ; and the winter's rest was only 
a time of preparation for new battles. The aEe 
had never yet succeeded in vanquishing the Ito^ 
King of Prussia. Notwithstanding the &^ 
pouxtments and adversities crowded upon hin- 
though good fortune and success seemed forcTer 
to have abandoned hun — Frederick stood firmsD'l 
undaunted, and his courage and his confidence 
augmented with the dangers which smroundedhini. 

But his condition appeared so sad, so desper- 
ate, that even the heroic Prince Henry despaired 
The king had in some degree repaired the ^' 
ters of Kiinersdorf and Mayen by his great Ticto 
ries at Leignitz and Torgau ; but so moumfal,?^ 
menacing was his position on every side, that cres 
the victories which had driven his eneniies froJ^ 
Saxony, and at least assured him his winter q^ 
ters, brought him no other advantages, td^ 
not lessen the dangers which threatened bim. ^ 
enemies stood round about him — they buni«« 
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withi rage and thirst to destroy utterly that king 
who was always ready to tear from them their 
newly-won laurels. Only by his complete de- 
struction could they hope to quench the glowing 
enthusiasm which the people of all Europe ex- 
pressed by shouts and exultation. 

The Russians had their winter quarters tor the 
first time in Fomerania. The Austrians lay in Si- 
lesia and Bohemia. The newly-supplied French 
army, and the army of the States, were on the 
Khinc. While the enemies of Frederick re- 
xnained thus faithful to each other in their war 
against him, he had just lost his only ally. 

King George II. of England was dead, and the 
weak George IIL yielded wholly to the imperious 
will of his mother and to that of Lord Bute. He 
broke off his league with Prussia, and refused to 
pay the subsidy. 

Thus Prussia stood alone — without money, 
without soldiers, without friends — surrounded by 
powerful and eager enemies— ^lone and seeming- 
ly hopeless, with so many vmdictive adversaries. 
All this made Prince Henry not only unhappy, 
but dispirited — -palsied his courage, and made him 
wish to leave the array and take refuge in some 
vast solitude where he could mourn over the mis- 
fortunes of his distracted country. Accordingly 
he wrote to the king and asked for his discharge. 
The king replied : 

" It is not difficult, my brother, in bright and 
prosperous times, to find men willmg to serve the 
state. Those only are good citizens who stand 
undaunted at the post of danger in times of great 
crises and disaster. The true calling of a man 
consists in this : that he should intrepidly carry 
out the most difficult and dangerous enterprises. 
The more difficulty, the more danger — ^the more 
bright honor and undymg fame. I cannot, there- 
fore, believe that you are in earnest in asking for 
your discharge. It is unquestionable that neither 
you nor I can feel certain of a happy issue to the 
circumstances which now surround us. But when 
we have done all which lies incur power, our con- 
sciences and public opinion will do us justice. "We 
contend for our fatherland and for honor. We must 
make the impossible possible, in order to succeed. 
The number of our enemies does not terrify me. 
The greater their number, the more glorious will 
be our fame when we have conquered them." * 

Prince Henry, ashamed of his despondency, 
gave to this letter of his brother the answer of a 
hero. He marched against the Russians, drove 
them from Silesia, and raised the siege of Breslau, 



• Preuss, ."History of Frederick the Great," vol. IL, p. 
Sift. 



around which the Austrians under Loudon were 
encamped. Tauentzein, with fearless energy and 
with but three thousand Prussians, had forti- 
fied himself in Breslau against this powerful en- 
emy. So in the very beginning of the winter the 
capital of Silesia had been retaken. By Torgau 
the king had fought and won his twelfth battle for 
the possession of Silesia — yes, fought and won 
from his powerful and irreconcilable enemies. And 
all this had been ui vain, and almost without re- 
sults. The prospect of peace seemed far dis- 
tant, and the hope of happiness for Frederick 
even as remote. 

But now winter was upon them. Tliis stern 
angel of peace had sheathed the sword, and for 
the time ended the war. 

While the pious Maria Theresa and her court 
ladies made it the mode to prepare lint in their 
splendid saloons during the winter for the wound- 
ed soldiers — while the Russian General Soltikow 
took up his winter quarters at Posen, and gave 
sumptuous feasts and banquets — ^Frederick with- 
drew to Lcipsic, in which city philosophy and 
learning were at that time most flourishing. The 
Leipsigers indeed boasted that they had given 
an asylum to poetry and art. 

The warrior-hero was now changed for a few 
happy months mto the philosopher, the poet, and 
the scholar. Frederick's brow, contracted by 
anxiety and care, was now smooth ; his eye took 
again its wonted fire — a smile was on his lip, 
and the hand which had so long brandished 
the sword, gladly resumed the pen. He who had 
so long uttered only words of command and calls 
to battle, now bowed over his flute and drew from 
it the tenderest and most melting melodies. The 
evening concerts were resumed. The musical 
friends and comrades of the king had been sum- 
moned from Berlin ; and that nothing might be 
wanting to make his happiness complete, he had 
called his best-beloved friend, the Marquis d'Ar- 
gens, to his side. 

D'Argens had much to tell of the siege of Ber- • 
lin by the Russians— of the finn defence of the 
burghers — of their patriotism and their courage. 
Frederick's eyes glistened with emotion, and m 
the Alness of his thankfUl heart he promised to 
stand by his faithfiil Berliners to the end. But 
when D'Argens told of the desolation which the 
Russians had wrought amongst the treasures of 
art in Chariottenburg, the brow of the king grew 
dark, and with profound indignation he said : 

" Ah, the Russians are barbarians, who labor 
only for the downfall of humanity.* If we do not 

I • The king's own words.— Archenholtz, vol I., p. 282. 
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succeed in conquering them, and destroTing their 
rude, despotic sovereignty, thoy will again and 
erer disquiet the whole of Europe. In the mean 
time, however," said Frederick, ^' the vandalism 
of the Russians shall not destroy our beautiful 
winter rest. If they have torn my paintings and 
crushed my statues, we must collect new art- 
treasures. Gotzkowsky has told me that in Italy, 
that inexhaustible mine of art, there are still 
many glorious pictures of the great old masters; 
he shall procure them for me, and I will make 
haste to finish this war in order to enjoy my new 
paintings, and to rest in my beautiful *Sans-Souci. 
Ah, marquis, let us speak no longer of it, in this 
room at least, let us forget the war. It has whit- 
ened my hair, and made an old man of me before 
my time. My back is bent, and my face is 
wrinkled as the flounce on a woman*s dress. All 
this has the war brought upon me. But my 
heart and my inclinations are imchanged, and I 
think I dare now allow them a little satisfaction 
and indulgence. Come, marquis, I have a new 
poem from Voltaire, sent to me a few days since. 
We will see if he can find grace before your stem 
tribunal I have also some new sins to confess. 
That is to say, I have some poems composed in 
the hours of rest during my campaigns. You are 
my literary father confessor, and we will see if 
you can give me absolution." 

But the king did not dedicate the entire winter 
to music, and French poems, and gay, cheerful 
conversation with his friends. A part of this hap- 
py time was consecrated to the earnest study of 
the ancients. For the first tune he turned his 
attention to German literature, and felt an inter- 
est in .the efibrts of German philosophers and 
poets. 

Quintus Icilius, the learned companion of Fred- 
erick, had on;en assured him that the scholarship, 
the wit, the poetry of Germany, found' at this 
time their best representatives in Ldpsic, that he 
at length become curious to see these great men, 
of whom Quintus Icilius asserted that they far 
surpassed the French in scholarship, and in wit 
and intellect might take their places unchallenged 
side by side with the French. 

The king listened to this assurance with rather 
a contemptuous smile. He directed Icilius, however, 
to present to him some of the Leipsic scholars 
and authors. 

" I will present to your majesty the most re- 
nowned scholar and philologist of Leipsic, Pro- 
fessor Gottsched, and the celebrated author, Gel- 
lert," said IdUus, with great animation. " Which 
of the two will your njig'esty rec^ve first ? " 

" Bring me first the scholar and philologist," 



said the king, laughing. '' Perhaps the man k 
already discovered in this barbarous Dutch tonpi 
• few soft notes and turns, and if so, I am ciiv 
ous to hear them. Go, then, and bring me h 
feasor Gottsched. I have often heard of hiii; 
and I know that Voltaire dedicated an ode u 
him. In ihe mean time I will read a little in w 
Lucretius and prepare my soul for the interiti 
with this great Dutchman." 

Icilius hastened off to summon tberenovi^ 
professor to the king. 

Gottsched, to whom, at that time, all Gcnmij 
rendered homage, and who possessed all the ptiJt 
and arrogance of a German scholar, thought itaof! 
natural that the king should wish to knowlii 
and accepted the invitation with a gradoos Bisik 
In the complete, heart-felt conviction of bis oi: 
glory, in the rigid, pedantic array of a m^ 
cent, long-tailed wjg,the German professorappef^ 
before the king. His msgesty received him in fe 
short, simple, unostentatious manner, and sidl^' 
significantly at the pompous manner of the t^ 
nowned man. They spoke at first of the progre^ 
of German phUosophy, and the king listened c 
grave attention to the learned deductiona of i 
professor, but he thought to himself that Got 
sched understood but little bow to make his kno^' 
edge palatable ; he was probably a learned, ba 
most certtdnly a very uninteresting man. 

The conversation was carried on with moreT> 
vacity when they spoke of poetry and hlstorjiJC- 
the king entered upon this theme with vara '^ 
terest. 

" In the history of Germany, I believe there i 
still much concealed," said Frederick; "Iam«» 
vinced that many important documents are J«5 
hidden away in the cloisters." 

Gottsched looked up at him proudly. "?*''' 
don, sire," swd he, in his formal, pedantic «^ 
" I believe those can be only unimportant doc»- 
ments. To my view, at least, there is no moiD«5 
of German history concealed — all is clear, v^ » 
can ^ve information on every point ! " 

The king bowed his head with a mocking sn»i^ 
"You are a great scholar, sir ; I dare not boast of 
any preeminence. I only know the history of tiK 
German States written by P^re Barr6." 

" He has written a German history as well ** 
a foreigner could write it," said Gottsched. "f* 
this purpose he made use of a Latin work, wnttt* 
by Struve, in Jena. He translated this book- 
nothing more. Had Barr6 understood Gena* 
his history would have been better; he wow 
have had surer sources of information at his c* 
mand." 

" But Barr6 was of Alsace, and understood ^ 
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man," said Frederick, eageriy. " But you, who 
are a scholar, an author, and a grammarian, tell 
me, if any thing can be made of the G^erman 
language ? " 

*' Well, I think we have already made many 
beautiful things of it," said Gottsched, in the full 
consciousness of his own fame. 

" But you have not been able to give it any 
melody, or any grace," said Frederick. "The 
German language b a succession of barbarous 
sounds ; there is no music in it. Every tone is 
rough and harsh, and its many discords make it 
useless for poetry or eloquence. For instance, in 
German you call a rival * K"ebenbuhler,' what a 
fatal, disgusting sound — * Buhler p " * 

**Ah, your majesty," said Gottsched, impatiently, 
*^ that is also a sound in the French tongue. You 
should know this, for no one understands better, 
more energetically than yourself, how to circum- 
vent the * boules I * " 

Frederick laughed ; and this gay rejoinder of 
the learned professor reconciled him somewhat to 
his puffed up and haughty self-conceit "It is 
true," said he, "this time you are right; but you 
must admit that, in general, the French. language 
is softer and more melodious ! " 

" I cannot admit it," said Gottsched, fiercely. 
"I assert that German is more musical. How 
harsh, how detestable sounds, for instance, the 
French * amour;* how soft and tender — ^yes, I 
may say, how characteristic — sounds the word 
Uiebef* 

"Aha!" said the king, "you are certainly 
most happily married, or you would not be so 
enthusiastic about German * liebCy' which I admit is 
a very diflferent thing from French * amour, * I ami, 
however, convinced that the French language has 
many advantages over the German. For instance, 
in the French one word may often suffice to con- 
vey many different meanings, while, for this pur- 
pose several German words must be combined." 

" That is true. There your msgcsty is right," 
said Gottsched, thoughtfully. "The French lan- 
guage has this advantage. But this shall be no 
longer so— we will change it! Yes, ye»--we 
will reform it altogether!" 

Frederick looked astonished asd highly diverted. 
This assumption of the learned scholar, "to 
change all that," unpressed him through its im- 
mensity.f "Bring that about sir," said the king, 
gayly. " Wave your field-marshaFs staff and give 
to the German language that which it has 

♦ The ldng'8 own words.— Vol. U. p. 273 

t Many years afterward the king repeated this declara- 
tton of Gottsched to the Duchess of Gotha, « We will 
change all that,** and was highly amused. 



never possessed, grace, significance, and facility ; 
then breathe upon it the capability to express 
soft passion and tender feeling, and you will do 
for the language what Julius Caesar did for the 
people. You will be a conqueror, and will culti- 
vate and polish barbarians ! " 

Gottsched did not perceive the mockery which 
lay in these words of the king, but received them 
smilingly as agreeable flattery. "The German 
language is well fitted to express tender emotions. 
I pledge myself to translate any Fr^ch poem 
faithfully, and at the same time melodiously," «ud 
he. 

" I will put you to the proof, at once," said the 
kmg, opening a book which lay upon the table. 
" Look ! These are the Odes of Rousseau, and 
we will take the first one which accident presents. 
Listen to this : 

^ * Sous nn plus heureux auspice, 
La DSesse des amours. 
Vent qu^un nouveau s^Hflce, 
Xui oonsaere vos beaux jours ; 
• D^J& le biicher s^allume. 

Uautel brIUe, Tencens fUme, 

La victime s^embellit, 
Lamour m6me la consume, 
Le myst^ s*accomplit.* ♦ 

" Do you believe it is possible to translate this 
beautiful stanza into German ? " said the king. 

" If your msyesty allows me, I will translate it 
at once," said he. " Give me a piece of paper 
and a pencil." 

"Take them," said Frederick. " We will divert 
ourselves by a little rivalry in song, while you 
translate the verses of the French poet into Ger- 
man. I will sing to the praise of the German 
author in French rhyme. Let us not disturb . 
each other." 

Frederick stepped to the window and wrote off 
hastily a few verses, then waited tiU he saw that 
Gottsched had also ceased to write. **I am 
ready, sur," said the king. 

" And I also," said the scholar, solemnly. " Lis- . 
ten, your majesty, and be pleased to take the 
book and compare as I read ; " then with a loud 
nasal voice he read his translation : 

** * Mit unglelch glQoUlcherm, Geschicke, 
Gebent die E5nlgin zarter pcln, 
Hin, Delne schOnen Augenblicke, 
Zum Opfer noch elnma. zu weihn. 
Den HolzstoBs Uebt man auf^eben, 
Der Altar glfinzt, des Welhraucbs D&fte 
Durohdrlngen scbon die weiten LOfte, 
Das Opfer wlrd gedoppelt sohj^n, 
Dnrch Amors Glut 1st es verflogen, 
Und das Qeheinmiss wlrd vollzogen.^ 

" Now, your majesty," said Gottsched, " do you 
• See note, page 800. 
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not find that the German language is capable of 
repeatmg the French verses promptly and con- 
cisely ? " 

" I am astonished that you have been able to 
translate this beautiful poem. I am sorry I am 
too old to learn German. I regret that in my 
youth I had neither the courage nor the instruc- 
tion necessary. I would certainly have turned 
many of my leisure hours to the translation of 
German authors, rather than to Roman and French 
writers ; but the past cannot be recalled, and I 
must be content I If I can never hope to be- 
come a German writer, it will at least be granted 
me to sing the praises of the regenerator of the 
German language in French verse. I have sought 
to do 80 now — listen ! " 

The king read aloud a few verses to the enrap- 
tured professor. The immoderate praise enchant- 
ed him, and, in the assurance of his pride and 
conceit, he did not remark the fine irony concealed 
in them. With a #aised voice, and a graceful, 
bantering smile, the king concluded : 

*' C'est k tol Cygne des Saxons, 
D*arracher ce secret k la nature avare ; 
D'adoacir dans tea chants d*nne langne barbare, 
Les dnrs et d^testablea sons 1 " * 

"Ah! your majesty," cried Gottsched, forget- 
ting his indignation over the langue barbare, in 
his rapture at the praise he had received, " you 
are kind and cruel at the same moment. You 
cast reproach upon our poor language, and, at the 
same time, give me right royal praise. Cygne des 
Saxons — ^that is an epithet which does honor 
to the royal giver, and to the happy receiver. 
For a kmg and a hero, there can be no higher 
fame than to appreciate and reverence men of let- 
ters. The sons of Apollo and the Muses, the 
scholars, the artists and authors, have no more 
exalted object than to attain the acknowledgment 
and consideration of the king and the hero. Sire, 
I make you a most profound and grateful rever- 
ence. You have composed a masterly little poem, 
•and when the Oi/ffne des Saxons shall sing his swan- 
like song, it will be in honor of the great Freder- 
ick, the Caesar of his time." 

" Now, my dear Quintus," said the king, after 
Gottsched had withdrawn, " are you content with 
your great scholar?" 

" Sire," said he, " I must sorrowfully confess 
that the great Gottsched has covered his heHd 
with a little too much of the dust of learning ; he 
is too much of the pedant." 

" He is a puffed-up, conceited fool," said the 
king, impatiently ; " and you can never convince 
me that he is a great genius. Great men are 



• (Buvres Posthumes, voL vii., p. 216. 

* See note, page SOO. 



modest ; they have an exalted aini ever bek; 
them, and are never satisfied with themselfe: 
but men like this Gottsched place thensdrs 
upon an altar, and fall down and worship. T:i 
is their only reward, and they will never do ir 
thing truly great." 

" But Grottsched has really great and impede 
able m|rit," said Quintus, eagerly. "'HehasdsK 
much for the language, much for culture, and 
science. All Germany honors him, and, if the b^ 
cense offered him has turned his bead, we ms 
forgive him, because of the great service he hi 
rendered." 

**I can never believe that he is a great iiuii,^ 
a poet He had the audacity to speak of ti 
golden era of literature which bloomed iaihm 
of my grandfather, Frederick L, in GermanTjCi 
he was so foolhardy as to mention some Geisa 
scribblers of that time, whose barbarous naoa 
no one knows, as the equals of Racine, and Cf 
neille, and even of Virgil. Repeat to me, (af 
more, the names of those departed geniuses,^ 
I may know the rivals of the great writers of n^ 
day!" 

" He sppke of Bessen and Neukirch," saidQi^ 
tus; " I must confess it savors of audadtj to oofr 
pare these men with Racme and Oomeille;het 
this, perhaps, to excite the interest of your msi^ 
ty, as it is well known that the great Frederick.^ 
whom all Germany renders homage, attribute l 
that is good and honorable to the German, ii(< 
has a poor opinion of his intellect, his leamin: 
and his wit." 

The king was about to reply, when a serais' 
entered and gave him a letter from the professi& 
Gottsched. 

"I find, Quintus," said the king, "thattf 
brother in Apollo does me the honor to treat & 
with confidence. If I was at all disposed to ^ 
arrogant, I might finally imagine myself to be bis 
equal Let us see with what sort of dedicitjo 
the Ct/gne des Saxons has honored us." He op«a- 
ed the letter, and while reading, his counteoaDtf 
cleared, and he burst out into a loud, joyous lao^ 
" WeH, you must read this poem, and tell me J^" 
is pure German and true poetry." The king, ^ 
Burning the attitude of a great tragedian, stepp^^ 
forward with a nasal voice, and exactly in ^ 
pompous manner of Gottsched, he read thepoa^ 
aloud. " Be pleased to remark," said the ^ 
with assumed solemnity, " that Gottsched a^ 
nounces himself "as the Pindar of Germany, md^ 
will have the goodness to commend me in ^ 
rhymes to after-centuries. And now, tell id!, 
Quintus, if this is German poetry ? Is yoor i"* 
nermost soul inspired by these exalted lines?" 
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.. "Sire," said Quintus Icilius, "I abandon my 
, enowned scholar, and freely confess that your 
. najesty judged him correctly; he is an insuffer- 
, ible fool and simpleton." 

" Not 60 ; but he is a German scholar," said 

:he king, pathetically ; " one of the great pillars 
, nrhich support the weight of the great temple of 

merman science and poetry." 
" Sire, I offer up my German scholar ; I lay him 
" ipon the altar of your just irony. You may tear 

lim to pieces; he is yours. But I pray you, 

therefore, to be gracious, sire, and promise me to 

receive my poet kindly." 
" I promise," said the king ; " I wish also to 

become acquainted with this model 
' ** Promise me, however, one thing. If the Ger- 
' man poet resembles the German scholar, you will 
^'make me no reproaches if I turn away from all 
•-such commodities in future? " 



CHAPTER XII. 



Gellert was just returning from the university, 
where, in the large hall, he had recommenced his 
lectures on morality. A large audience had as- 
sembled, who had given the most undivided at- 
- tention to their beloved master. As he left the 
' rostrum the assembly, entirely contrary to their 
usual custom, burst forth in loud applause, and all 
pressed forward to welcome the beloved teacher 
' on his return to his academic duties after his se- 
c rere illness. 

These proofs of love had touched the sensitive 
;: German poet so deeply in his present nervous and 
suffering condition, that he reached his lodging 
deathly, pale and with trembling knees ; utterly 
exhausted, he threw himself into his arm-chair, 
the only article of luxury in his simple study. 

The old man, who sat near the window in this 
study, was busily engaged in reading, and paid him 
no attention; although Gellert coughed several 
times, he did not appear to remark his presence 
and contmued to read. 

*' Conrad," said Gellert, at length, in a friendly, 
pleading tone. 

"Professor,** answered the old man, as he looked 
tp unwillingly from his book. 

" Conrad, it seems to me that you might stand 

up when I enter ; not, perhaps, so much out of 

respect for your master, as because he is delicate 

and weak, and needs your assistance." 

" Professor," said the old man, with composure. 



" I only intended finishing the chapter which I 
have just commenced, and then I should hav€ 
risen. You came a little too soon. It was your 
own fault if I was compelled to read after you 
came." 

Gellert smiled. "What book were you reading 
so earnestly, my old friend ? " 

" The * Swedish Countess,* professor. You know 
it is my favorite book. I am reading it now for 
the twelfth time, and I still think it the most beau- 
tiful and touching, as well as the most sensible 
book I ever read. It is entirely beyond my com- 
prehension, professor, how you made it, and how 
you could have recollected all these charming his- 
tories. Who related all that to you ? '* 

" No one related it to me, it came from my own 
head and heart,** said Gellert, pleasantly. " But 
no, that is a very presumptuous thought; it did 
not come from myself, but from the great spirit, 
who occasionally sends a ray of his Godlike ge- 
nius to quicken the hearts and imaginations of 
poets.** 

" I do not understand you, professor,** said Con- 
rad, impatiently. " Why do you not talk like the 
book— I understand all that the * Swedish Count- 
ess * says, for she speaks like other people. She 
is an altogether sensible and lovely woman, and I 
have thought sometunes, professor — ** 

Old Conrad hesitated and looked embarrassed. 

" Well, Conrad, what have you thought ? *» 

"I have thought sometimes, sir, perhaps it 
would be best for you to marry the * Swedish 
Countess.* '* 

Gellert started slightly, and a light flush mounted 
to his brow. 

" I marry I *' he exclaimed ; " Heaven protect 
me from fastening such a yoke upon myself, or 
putting my happiness in the power of any creature 
so fickle, vain, capricious, haughty, obstinate, an J 
heartless as a woman. Conrad, where did you get 
this wild idea? you know that I hate women ; no, 
not hate, but fear them, as the lamb fears the 
wolf.** 

"Oh, sir,** cried Conrad, angrily, "was your 
mother not a woman ? ** 

"Yes,** said Gellert, softly, after a pause — 
"yes, she was a woman, a whole-hearted, noble 
woman. She was the golden star of my child- 
hood, the saintly ideal of the youth, as she is now 
in heaven the guardian angel of the man ; there 
is no wotnan like her, Conrad. She was the im- 
personation of love, of self-sacrifice, of goodness, 
and of devotion.** 

" You are right,** said Conrad, softly, " she was 
a true woman ; the entire vDlage loved and hon- 
ored* her for her benevolence and piety ; when she 
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died, it seemed as though we had all lost a 
mother." 

** When she died," said Gellert, his voice trem- 
bling with emotion, ^^my happiness and youth 
died with her ; and when the first handful of earth 
fell upon her coffin I felt as if my heart-strings 
broke, and that feeling has never left me." 

** You loved your mother too deeply, professor," 
said Conrad ; ^* that is the reason you are deter- 
mined not to love and marry some other 
woman." 

" Why, man, do not talk to me again of marry- 
mg," cried Gellert "What has that fatal word 
to do in my study ? " 

"A great deal, sir; only look how mis- 
erable every thing is here; not even neat and 
comfortable, as it should certainly be in the room 
of so learned and celebrated a professor. Only 
think of the change that would be made by a 
bright young wife. You must marry, professor, 
and the lady must be rich. This state of things 
cannot continue ; you must take a wife, for you 
cannot live on your celebrity." 

" No, Conrad, but on my salary," said Gellert 
" I receive two hundred, and fifty thalers from my 
professorship ; only think, two hundred and fifty 
thalers I That is a great deal for a German poet, 
Conrad ; I should coDsider myself most fortunate. 
It is sufficient for my necessities, and will certainly 
keep me from want" 

" It would be sufficient, professor, if we were 
not so extravagant I am an old man, and you 
may very well listen to a word from me. I served 
your father for fifteen years — ^in fact, you inherited 
me from him. I have the right to speak. If it 
goes so far, I will hunger and thirst with you, but 
it makes me angry that we should hunger and 
thirst when there is no necessity. Have you dined 
to-day ? " 

"No, Conrad," said Gellert, looking embar- 
rassed. " I had, accidentally, no money with me 
as I came out of the academy, and you know that 
I do not like to go to the eating-house without 
paying immediately." 

" Accidentally you had no money ? You had 
probably left it at home." 

" Yes, Conrad, I had left it at home." 

"No, sir; you gave your last thaler to the stu- 
dent who came this morning and told you of his 
necessities, and complained so bitterly that he had 
eaten nothing warm for three days. You gave 
your money to him, and that was not right, for 
now we have nothing ourselves." 

"Yes, Conrad, it was right, it was my duty; he 
hungered and I was full ; he was poor and in want, 
and I had money, and sat in my warm, comfort- 



able room ; it was quite right for me to he!j 
him." 

" Yes, you say so always, sir, and our mm 
all goes to the deviy muttered Conrad. "Wifi 
what shall we satisfy ourselves to-day ? " 

"Well," said Gellert, after a pause, "werl 
drink some coffee, and eat some bread and bntte. 
Coffee is an excellent beverage, and peculiarly a» 
ceptable to poets, for it enlivens the fancy." 

"And leaves the stomach empty," said Conr^ 

" We have bread and butter to satisfy tk 
Ah, Conrad, I assure you we would oftea lavs 
been very happy in my fiither's parsonage if ft 
had had coffee and bread and butter for oar dis- 
ner. We were thirteen children, besides my&llief 
and mother, and my father^s salary was not mm 
than two hundred thalers. Conrad, he had le? 
than I, and he had to provide for thirteen ciii! 
dren." 

" As if you had not provided for yourself siiis* 
you were eleven years old — as if I had not m 
you copying late into the night to earn moneT. 
at an age when other children scarcely know wiil 
money is, and know still less of work." 

"But when I carried the money which I la^ 
earned to my mother, she kissed me so teoddj. 
and called me her brave, noble son— that w 
a greater reward than all the money in the worll 
And when the next Christmas came, and v! 
were all thirteen so happy, and each one t&M 
a plate filled with nuts and apples and little pres- 
ents, I received a shining new coat It was the 
first time I had ever had a coat of new cloth, ij 
mother had bought the material with the monev 
I had earned. She had kept it all, and now nj 
writings had changed into a beautiful coat, whieli 
I wore with pride and delight No coat is so com- 
fortable as one we have earned ourselves. I*" 
self-earned coat is the royal mantle of the poor." 

" But we need not be poor," scolded Conni 
" It is that which makes me angry. If we wck 
careful, we could live comfortably and free froo 
care on two hundred and fifty thalers. Bat*^' 
ery thing is given away, and every thing is done for 
others, imtil we have nothing left for ouMelres." 

" We have never gone hungry to bed, Conn^ 
and we need not hunger. To-day we have eoff«. 
and bread and butter, and to-morrow I will w 
ceive something from my publishers from ^^ 
fourth edition of my fables. It is not mui^ ^ 
will be about twenty thalers, but we will be i^^ 
to live a long tune on that Be content, Conrai 
and go now into the kitchen and prepare the cor 
fee ; I am really rather hungry. Well, ConM 
you stall appear discontented. Have you arw^ 
grievance in reserve ? " 
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" Yes, professor, I have another. The beadle 
tells me that the university have offered you a 
still higher position than the one you now hold. 
Is it true?" 

" Yes, Conrad, it is true. They wished me to 
become a regular professor." 

" And you declined ? " 

** I declined. I would have been obliged to be 
present at all the conferences. I would have had 
more trouble, and if I had had the misfortune to 
become rector I would have been lost indeed, for 
the rector represents the university ; and if any 
royal personages should arrive it is he who must 
recdve them and welcome them in the name of 
the university. No, no; protect me from such 
honors. I do not desire intercourse with great 
men. I prefer my present position and small sal- 
ary, and the liberty of sitting quietly in my own 
study, to a regular professorship and a higher sal- 
ary, and being forced to dance attendance in the 
antechambers of great people. Then, in addition 
to that, I am delicate, and that alone would pre- 
vent me from attending as many lectures as the 
government requires from a regular high-salaried 
professor. You must never receivei money for 
work that you have not done and cannot do. Now, 
Conrad, those are my reasons for declining this 
situation for the second time. I think you will be 
contented now, and prepare me an excellent cup 
of coffee." 

"It is a shame, nevertheless," said Conrad, 
" that they should say you are not a regular pro- 
fessor. But that is because you have no wife. If 
the Swedish countess were here, every thing would 
be changed ; your study would be nicely arranged, 
and you would be so neatly dressed, that no one 
would dare to say you were not a regular pro- 
fessor." 

" But that is no offence, Conrad," cried Gellert, 
laughing. " In the sense in which you understand 
it I am more now than if I had accepted this 
other position, for I am now called an extraordi- 
nary professor." 

** Well, I am glad that they know that you are 
an extraordinary professor," said Conrad, some- 
what appeased. "Now I will go to the kitchen 
and make the coffee. That reminds me that I 
have a letter for you which was left by a servant" 
He took a letter from the table, and handed it 
to his master. While he was breaking the seal, 
Conrad approached the door slowly and hesita- 
tmgly, evidently curious to hear the contents of 
the letter. He had not reached the door, when 

Gellert recalled him. 
" Conrad," said Gellert, with a trembling voice, 

" hear what this letter contams." 



"Well, I am really curious," said Conrad, smil 
ing. 

Gellert took the letter and commenced read 
ing: 

" My dear and honored professor, will you allow 
one of your — ^" 

Here he hesitated, and his face flushed deeply. 
"No," he said, softly; "I cannot read that; it is 
too great, too undeserved praise of myself. Read 
it yourself." 

"Nonsense!" ssdd Conrad, taking the letter, 
" the professor is as bashful as a young girl To 
read one's praise, is no shame. Now listen : * My 
dear and honored professor, will you allow one of 
your pupils to seek a favor from you ? I am rich ! 
God has enriched you with the rarest gifts of 
mind and heart, but He has not bestowed outward 
wealth upon you. Your salary is not large, but 
your heart is so great and noble, that you give the 
little you possess to the poor and suffering, and 
care for others while you yourself need care. Al- 
low me, my much-loved master, something of that 
same happiness which you enjoy. Grant me the 
pleasure of offering you (who divide your bread 
with the poor, and your last thaler with the suffer- 
ing) a small addition to your salary, and begging 
you to use it so long as God leaves you upon 
earth, to be the delight of your scholars, and the 
pride of Germany. The banker Farenthal has 
orders to pay to you quarterly the sum of two 
hundred thalers ; you will to-morrow receive the 
first instalment. 

" * Your grateful and admiring pupil.* 

** Hurrah I hurrah I " cried Conrad, waving the 
paper aloft. "Now we are rich, we can live com- 
fortably, without care. Oh, I will take care of 
you, and you must drink a glass of wine every 
day, in order to become strong, and I will bring 
your dinner fix)m the best eatmg-house, that you 
may enjoy your meal in peace and quiet in your 
own room." 

" Gently, gently, Conrad ! " said Gellert, smiling. 
" In your delight over the money, you forget the 
noble giver. Who can it be ? Who among my 
pupils is so rich and so delicate, as to bestow so 
generously, and in such a manner ? " 

"It is some one who does not wish us to know 
his name, professor," cried Conrad, gayly ; "and 
we will not break our hearts over it. But now, 
sir, we will not content ourselves with bread and 
coffee ; we are rich, and we need not live so poor- 
ly I I will go to the eating-house and bring you 
a nice brcnled capon, and some preserved fruit, 
and a glass of wine." 

" It is true," said Gellert, well pleased ; " a capon 
would strengthen me, and a gUiss of wine.; but 
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no, Conrad, we will have the coffee ; we have no 
money to pay for such a meaL" 

" Well, we can borrow it I To-morrow you will 
receiye the first quarterly payment of your pen- 
sion, and then I will pay for your dinner." 

" No, Conrad, no ! " said Gellert, firmly. " You 
should never eat what you cannot pay for imme- 
diately. Go to the kitchen and make the coffee." 

Conrad was on the point of going discontentedly 
to obey the command of his master, when a loud 
and hasty ring was heard at the outer door of the 
professor^s modest lodging. 

** Perhaps the banker has sent the money to- 
day," cried Conrad, as he hurried off, whilst Gel- 
lert again took the letter and examined the hand- 
writing. 

But Conrad returned, looking very important. 

" The Prussian major, Quintus Icilius, wishes to 
speak to the professor, in the name of the king," 
he said, solenmly. 

"In the name of the king!" cried Gellert; 
**what does the great warrior-hero want with poor 
Gellert?" 

" That I will tell you," replied a voice firom the 
door ; and as Gellert turned, he saw before him 
the tall figure of a Prussian officer. " Pardon me 
for having entered without your permission. 
Your servant left the door open, and I thought — ^^ 

" You thought, I hope, that Gellert would be 
happy to receive an officer from the king, espe- 
cially one who bears so celebrated a name," said 
Gellert, courteously, as he signed to Conrad to 
leave the room — a sign that Conrad obeyed most 
unwillingly, and with the firm determination %o 
listen outside the door. 

" In the first place, alfow me to say how happy 
I am to make the acquaintance of so learned and 
celebrated a man as Professor Gellert," said Quin- 
tus, bowing deeply ; *^ then I must announce the 
cause of my appearance.' His majesty the King 
of Prussia wishes to know you, and he has sent 
me to conduct you to him at once." 

"At once?" cried Gellert "But, sir, you 
must see that I am weak and ill The king will 
not care to see a sick man who cannot talk." 

Quintus glanced sympathizingly at the poor 
professor, and said : 

" It is true, you do not look well, and I cannot 
force you to go with me to-day ; but allow me to 
make one remark : if you think to escape the in- 
terview altogether, you are mistaken. The king 
desires to spoak with you, and it ' is my duty to 
bring you to him. If you cannot go to-day, I 
must return to-morrow ; if you are then still un- 
well, the day after ; and so on every day, until 
you accompany me." 



" But this is frightful ! " cried Gtellert, andoosiy. 

Quintus shrugged his shoulders. ''You must 
decide, sir," be said; "I ^ve you an hour, li 
four o^clock I will return and ask if you will gc 
to-day, or another time." 

" Yes ; do that, major," said Gellert, breathini 
more freely. " In the mean time, I will take mj 
dinner, and then see bow it is with my coonge. 
Conrad I Conrad I " exclaimed Gellert, as Quimus 
Icilius left him, and his servant entered the room. 
" Conrad, did you hear the bad tidings ? I most 
go to the King of Prussia." 

"I heard," said Conrad, "and I do not think it 
bad tidings, but a great honor. The king sgA for 
Professor Gottsched a few days since, and con- 
versed with him a long time. Sinc^e then, his m- 
tire household act as if Gottsched were theil^ 
mighty Himself, and as if they were all, at leas, 
archangels. Therefore, I am glad that the Idi^ 
has shown you the same honor, and that be d^ 
sires to know you." 

"Honor!" murmured Gellert. "This gretJ 
lord wishes to see the learned Germans for once, 
as othersi visit a menagerie, and look at the mon 
keys, and amuse themselves with their wonderibl 
tricks. It is the merest curiosity which M 
such men to desire to behold the tricks and pnnb 
of a professor. They know nothing of our minds; 
it satisfies them to look at us. Conrad, I will not 
go ; I will be ill to-day and every other day. We 
will see if this modem Icilius will not yield ! " 

And the usually gentle and yielding poet paced 
the room in angry excitement, his eyes flashing; 
and his face deeply flushed. 

"I will not— I will not go." 

" You must go, professor," said Conrad, pladng 
hbnself immediately in front of his master, and 
lookmg at him balf-imploringly, half-threatening- 
ly — " you must go ; you will give your old Conrad 
the pleasure of bemg able to say to the unpudeot 
servants of Herr Gottsched that my master has also 
been to the King of Prussia. You will not do me 
the injury of making me serve a master who bail 
not been to see the king, while Herr Grottsched 
has been ? " 

"But, Conrad," said Gellert, eomplaimnglj, 
" what good will it have done me to have declined 
the posidon of regular professor, that I might be 
in no danger of becoming rector, and being obliged 
to see kings and princes ? " 

" It will Bhow the world," said Conrad, "thati 
poet need not be a regular professor in order 
to be called into the society of kings and princes. 
You must go — ^the king expects you ; and if joi 
do not go, you will appear as the Austrians do^ 
afraid of the King of Prussia." 
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" That i3 true," said Gellert, whose excitement 
xd somewhat subsided ; " it will look as though 
were afraid." 

" And so distinguished a man should fear noth- 
ig," said Conrad, " not even a king." 

"Well, so be it," said Gellert, smilmg, "I will 
to the king to-day, but I must first eat some- 
ling ; if I went fasting to the king I might faint, 
ud that would disgrace you forever, Conrad." 

" I will run and bring the coffee," said the de- 
ghted old servant. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

THE POET AND THE KING. 

Gellert had scarcely finished his frugal meal, 
nd arranged his toilet a litde, when HiEgor Quin- 
us arrived and asked the poet if he were still too 
mwell to accompany him to the king. 

" I am still indisposed," said Gellert, with a sad 
mile, "but my indisposition is of a kind that 
eaves me neither to-day, to-morrow, nor any day ; 
t is therefore better for me to gratify the king's 
commands at once. I am ready to accompany 
rouy sir ; let us depart." 

He took his three-cornered hat, which Conrad 
landed him with a delighted smirk, and followed 
he major to the splendid house where the king 
lad taken his quarters for the winter. 

" Allow me a favor, sir," said Quintus, as they 
mounted the steps; "the king is prejudiced 
against German poets and philosophers, and it 
nrould be of the greatest advantage to the literary 
and political world of Germany for these preju- 
dices to disappear, and for the great Frederick to 
give to Germany the sympathy and encourage- 
ment which unUl now he has lavished upon the 
French and Italians. Think of this, sir, and en- 
deavor to win the king by your obliging and pleas- 
ing manner." 

" Oh, major I " sighed Gellert, " I do not un- 
derstand the art of pleasing the great ones of this 
world. I cannot utter words of praise and flat- 
tery; my heart and manners are simple and not 
showy." 

" Exactly, this is beautiful and attractive," said 
the major, smiling : " the king cannot endure pre- 
tension or conceited wisdom. Be simply yourself ; 
imagine that you are in your bwn study, conver- 
Bing frankly and freely with a highly-honored 
friend, to whom politeness and attention are due." 
^The king, with his flute in hand, was walking 
tip and down the room, when the door opened, 
and Mijor Quhitus entered with Gellert. 



Frederick immediately laid his flute aside, and 
advanced to meet the poet with a gracious smile. 
Gdlert's gentle and intellectual countenance was 
composed, and his eyes were not cast down nor 
confused by the piercing glance of the king. 

" Is this Professor Gellert ? " said the king, with 
a slight salutation. 

"Yes, your majesty," said Gellert, bowing pro- 
foundly. 

" The English ambassador has spoken well of 
you," swd the king ; " he has read many of your 
works." 

" That proves him to be a thoughtful and be- 
nevolent gentleman, who hopes something from 
German writers," said Gellert, significantly. 

Frederick smiled, and perhaps to excite him 
still more, said quickly : 

" Tell me, how does it happen, Gellert, that wc 
have so few celebrated writers ? " 

" Your mjgesty sees before you now a German 
poet whom even the French have translated, and 
who call him the German La Fontaine." 

" That is great praise, great praise," said the 
king, whose large eyes fastened themselves more 
attentively upon Gellert's modest, expressive face. 
" You are then called the German La Fontaine ? 
Have you ever read La Fontaine ? " 

" Yes, sire, but I did not imitate him," sidd 
Gellert, ingenuously, "I am an original." 

The king nodded gayly ; Gellert's quick frank- 
ness pleased him. 

"Good," he said, "you are an excellent poet; 
but why do you stand alone ? " 

Gellert shrugged his shoulders slightly. 

" Your majesty is prejudiced against the Ger- 
mans." 

"No, I cannot admit that," said the king, 
quickly. 

" At least against German writers," replied Gel- 
lert 

" Yes, that is true ; I cannot d6ny that. Why 
have we no good writers in Germany ? " 

" We have them, sire," said Gellert, with noble 
pride. " We boast a Maskow, a Kramer — ^who 
has set Bossuet aside." 

" How ! " cried the king, astonished ; " Bossuet t 
Ah, sir, how is it possible for a German to set 
Bossuet aside ? " 

" Kramer has done so, and with great success," 
said Gellert, smiling. "One of your majesty^s 
most learned professors has said that Kramer haa 
the eloquence of Bossuet, and more profound his- 
torical accuracy." 

The king appeared really astonished, and 
walked several times thoughtfhlly up and down 
his room. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



232 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAJOLT. 



** Was my learned professor capable of deciding 
that question?*' 

" The world bdieves so, sire." 

** Why does no one translate Tacitus ? " 

** Tacitus is difficult," said Gellert, smiling; 
" There are some bad French translations of this 
author." 

" You are right," said the king. 

" Altogether," continued Gellert, " there are a 
Tariety of reasons why the Germans have not be- 
come distinguished in letters. When art and sci- 
ence bloomed in Greece, the Romans were becom- 
ing renowned in war. Perhaps the Germans have 
sought their fame on the battle-field ; p«4iap8 they 
nad no Augustus or Louis XIV. who favored and 
encouraged the historians and poets of Germany." 

This was a daring and broad allusion, but Fred- 
erick received it smilingly. 

" You have had an Augustus, perhaps two, in 
Saxony," he said. 

** And we have made a good commencement in 
Saxony. We should have an Augustus for all of 
Germany." 

"What!" cried the king, quickly, and with 
sparkling eyes, " you desire an Augustus for Grer- 
many ? " 

" Not exactly," said Gellert, " but I wish that 
every German sovereign would encourage genius 
and letters in his country. Genius needs encour- 
agement ; and when it does not find it in its own 
land, and from its native princes, it cannot retain 
the great and joyous power of creation." 

The kmg did not answer, but walked thought- 
fully up and down ; from time to time he glanced 
quickly and searchingly at Gellert, who was stand- 
ing opposite to him. 

" Have you ever been out of Saxony ? " said the 
king, at last. 

" Yes, sire, I was once in Berlin." 

"You should go again," said the king — then 
added, as*if he regretted having shown the German 
poet so much sympathy, "at all events, you 
should travel" 

" To do so, your majesty, I require health and 
money." 

" Are you sick ? " asked the king, in a gentle, 
sympathizing voice. "What is your malady? 
Perhaps too much learning." 

Gellert smiled. " As your nugesty thinks so, it 
may bear that interpretation. In my mouth it 
would have sounded too bold." 

" I have had this malady myself^" said the king, 
laughmg ; " I will cure you. You must take ex- 
ercise — ^ride out every day." 

" Ah, sire, this cure might easily produce a new 
disease for me," said Gellert, terrified ; " if the 



horse should be healthier than I, I could not riui 
it, and if it were as weak as myself, we would wi 
be able to stir from the spot*' 

" Then you must drive," said the king, laugi 
ing. 

" I have not the money, sire." 

" That is true," sdd tiie king. " All Genni: 
writers need money, and we have fallen upon en 
times." 

" Yes, truly, sire, evil times ; but it lies in too: 
majesty^s hands to change all this, if you wooll 
give peace to Germany." 

"How can I?" cried the king, violently. 
" Have you not heard that there are three sgaiiut 
me?" 

" I care more for ancient than modem history," 
sdd Gellert, who did not desire to follow the idn* 
upon the slippery field of politics. 

"You, then, are accurately acquainted withtbe 
ancients ? " said the king. " Which, then, do m 
think the greatest and most renowned of tbt 
epoch — ^Homer or Virgil ? " 

" Homer, I think, merits the preference, beeaose 
he is originaL" 

" But Virgil is more polished and refined." 

Gellert shook his head yiolentiy. Now t^t the 
old writers were being discussed, the German sage 
overcame his timidity. 

" We are entirely too widely separated bos 
Virgil to be able to judge of his language a&d 
style. I trust to Quintilian, who gives Homer tk 
preference." 

" But we must not be slaves to the judgm0it<^ 
the ancients," ssdd the king, aroused. 

" I am not, sire ; I only adopt their views who 
distance prevents my judging for myself." 

"You are certwnly right in this," said the king, 
kindly. "Altogether you appear to be a vise 
and reasonable man. I understand that yon b&re 
greatiy improved the German language." 

"Ah, yes, sire, but unfortunately it has been in 
vain." 

" Why is this ? " said the kmg. «* You all wish 
me to interest myself in German, but it is sach a 
barbarous language, that I often have quires (^ 
writing sent me, of which I do not understand a 
word. Why is it not otherwise ? " 

"If your migesty cannot reform this, I oertaic)/ 
cannot," said (Gellert, smiling; "I can onljs^ 
vise, but you can command." 

" But your poems are not written in this stiiii 
pompous German. Do you not know one of 7001 
fables by heart?" 

" I doubt it, sire, my memory is very treacha^ 
ous." 

"Well, try and think of one. In the m«9i 
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while I will walk backward and forward a little. 
W^ell, have you thought of one ? " 

** Yes, your nugesty," said Gellert, after a brief 
Bilence, " I believe I remember one." 

'*Let us hear it," said the king; and, seating 
himself upon the fauUuVy he gazed fixedly at 
Gellert, who, standing in the middle of the room, 
his clear glance turned toward the king, now be- 
gan his recitation. 

"THE PAINTEfc. 

"A painter, Athens his abode, 
Who painted less for love of g^n 
Than crowns of laorel to obtain, 

Mars* ponrait to a connoisseor once showed, 
And his opinion of It sought 
The Judge spoke freely what he thonfrht, 

*Twas wholly not nnto his taste, he said, 
And that, to please a practised eye. 

Far less of art should be displayed. 
The painter foiled not to reply. 

And though the critic blamed with skill. 

Was of the same opinion still. 

** Then in the room a coxcomb came. 
To scan the work with praise or blame, • 

He with a glance its worth descried ; 
*■ Ye gods I A masterpiece I * he cried. 
* Ah, what a foot I what skilled details, 
£*en to the painting of the nails 1 
A living Mars is here revealed. 
What skill— what art In light and shade- 
Both in the helmet and the shield, 
And In the armor are displayed 1 * 

" The painter blushed with humbled pride, 

Liooked at the Judge with wofhl mien, 

» Too well am I convinced,* he cried, 

* Unjust to me thou hast not been.* 

The coxcomb scarce had disappeared. 

When he his god of battle smeared.** 

«* And the moral," cried the king, with vivacity, 
as Gellert ceased for a moment. 
" Here is the moral, sire i 

*' If what you write olfends the critlc*8 rules, 
It is an evil sign, no doubt ; 
But when *tis lauded to the skies by fools, 
*Tls time, indeed, to blot it out** 

"That is beautiful — very beautiful ; you have 
something gallant in yoiir person. I understand 
every thing you say. I received a translation 
of *Iphigenia* by Gottsohed, and Quintus read it 
to me. I had the French with me, and I did not 
understand a word. He also brought me a poem 
by Pietsh, but I threw it aside." 

" I threw it aside, also," said Gellert, smiling. 

The king smiled pleasantly. " Should I remain 
here, you must come often and bring your fables 
to read to me." 

Gelle.rt*8 brow clouded slightly. "I do not 
know whether I aitn a good readei," he said, in 



some embarrassment. " I have such a sing-song 
monotonous voice;" 

" Yes, Uke the Silesians," said the khig, " but 
it sounds pleasantly. You must read your fables 
yourself. No one else can give the proper 
emphasis. You must visit me soon again." 

" Do not forget the king's request," said Quin- 
tus Icilius, as he escorted Gellert fo the door. 
" Visit him soon, and be assured you shall never 
come in vain. I will take care that the king re- 
ceives you always." 

Gellert looked up smilingly at the major. *^ My 
dear sir, in many respects I am quite an old-fash- 
ioned man ; for example, I have read a great deal 
in the Old Scriptures for instruction. I have 
read, *Fut not your trust in princes.' These 
words seem wise to me, and you must allow me 
to interpret them literally, and act accordingly." 

Gellert withdrew, and hastened home. The 
m^jor returned to the king, admiring, almost 
envying, Gellert's modest, independent, and beau 
ful character. 

" Quintus," said the king, " I thank you sin- 
cerely for my new German acquaintance. The 
poet is better than the philosopher. Gellert is 
the wisest and cleverest poet of his time— a 
muph worthier man than Gottsched, with all his 
pompous knowledge. Gellert's fame will outlive 
his. He is perhaps the only German who will 
not be forgotten. He attempts but little, and suc- 
ceeds well" 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE KINO AND THE TILLAGE MAOISTBATS. 

In the little village of Voiseilvitz, near the Sile- 
sian fi^ntier, there was a great stir and excite- 
ment. The quartermaster of the army had just 
arrived and announced the king's approach. 
He then went on to the next village to seek 
quarters for the army. After their many suffer- 
ings and wants, the weary soldiers were much in 
need of rest and refreshment They had passed 
many, many miserable weeks, during which the 
most patient had become disheartened. The 
king alone had retained his courage, his presence 
of mind, his activity and energy. He had borne, 
without complaint, every want and privation. 
Surrounded by powerful enemies, his great and 
clear mind had contrived the intrenchments which 
encompassed his camp, and which had filled his 
enemies with wonder. Neither Daun, Loudon, 
Butterlin, nor Temitschow, dared attack the camp 
that had suddenly become a strong fortress. Tliey 
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gazed in wild amazement at their daring, inTinci- 
ble enemy, whom they had so often thought to 
ruin, and who had contmually with his lion 
strength broken the nets they had laid for him. 
Not daring to attack him with their cannon and 
their swords, the allies relied upon another much 
more fearful weapon— hunger I It was impossible 
for the king^ surrounded as he was by enemies, to 
obtain food for his troops and fodder for the 
horses. But Frederick did not cease to hope : he 
turned night into day, and day into night ; thus he 
was prepared for any movement. During the 
day he could observe all that passed in the ene- 
my*s camp; a few slight guards were placed 
in the intrcnchments, while the rest of the army 
slept. But at night they did not sleep ; as soon as 
evening came, all the tents were taken down, the 
cannon were planted, and behind them the regi- 
ments were placed in line of battle. Thus they 
stood listening in breathless silence for any sound 
or movement that would announce the enemy's 
approach. All were ready and waiting for them, 
determined to die rather than surrender. 

In spite of privations, want of rest and food, 
the army remained hopeful, for their king shared 
their danger, wants, and sleepless nights. He 
was always with them — ^he hungered and worked 
with them. If the soldiers were deprived of their 
rations, they had at least the consolation of know- 
ing that the king suffered likewise. This strength- 
ened and encouraged them. 

The Prussians had fortitude to bear their suffer- 
ings, but their enemy had not the patience to 
wait. Butterlin, the Russian conmiander, tured 
of watching Frederick, withdrew to Poland ; and 
Loudon, not feeling secure now in his isolated po- 
sition, retired also. 

After four weeks of agony and want, the Prus- 
sian army could leave their encampment and seek 
both food and rest. They were to recruit them- 
selves in the villages in the vicinity of Strehlen ; 
the king and his staff were to rest at Voiseilvitz. 
The house of the magistrate had been chosen as 
the only dwelling-place fit for these noble guests. 
The magistrate, elated at the honor, was march- 
ing from room to room, scolding, imploring his 
servants to have every thing clean and orderly. 

"Remember," said he, "a king is to inhabit 
this house ; he will be Airaged if there is the least 
spot or stain upon the floors or windows, for of 
course he wears beautiful garments, covered with 
pearls and diamonds, and embfoideied in gold 
and silver. How fearful, then, would it be were 
he to ruin them at my house ! He would be infu- 
riated, for money is scarce now, and I dare say as 
hard for him to get as for us." 



At last, thanks to threats loid entreatiea, ik 
house was in readiness for the king. The £r» 
room was beautiftiUy clean, and white bfinii 
were at the wmdows. The deal table was cor- 
ered with a snow-white damask cloth. Beside i 
wmdow in which were placed some bright jdansi 
an old leathern arm-chair was standing, whidi^ 
magistrate intended for a throne. The walls were 
covered with some portraits of the royal fat 
ily of Prussia. Around a wretched engravh: 
of Frederick a wreath of immortelles and foip- 
me-nots was woven. In a comer stood a br? 
bed with clean white curtsuns in readiness for ^ 
king. When every thing was arranged, with a ha 
proud look at his handsome dwelling, the nogs- 
trate hurried to the front door, waiting anxioelj 
for his guest. His.heart beat high with e^ecti- 
tion — ^his whole being was in commotion — he va 
to see a king for the first time, and he asked bb- 
self how this king would look. ** How ^orios 
his eyes must be ! I thmk he most radiate Bi 
the sun. It must almost blind the eyes to dvtZ 
'upon his splendor." 

Lost in these thoughts, he did not observe a or- 
alcade consisting of three riders passing throogi 
the street. The foremost one was enveloped a 
an old faded blue mantle, his large three-comerei 
hat hung far over his brow, shading his eyes asi 
his thin, pale countenance. His heavy army booti 
were in need both of brushing and mending. Ba 
two companions formed an agreeable contrast u 
him. They wore the rich, glittering nniforms cf 
Prussian staff officers. All about them was neil 
and elegant, and pleased thema^trate right ireH 
The cavalcade now stopped at his house, and, to 
the amazement of the villagers, the two spncs 
young officers sprang to the ground and hastened 
{o assist the man in the blue mantle to aligiit 
from his horse. But he waved them aside, td 
springing lightly from the saddle, advanced totiie 
house door. The magistrate blocked up the waj, 
and looking haughtily at the stranger, said: 

" You undoubtedly belong to the servants of 
the king, and think, therefore, to enter my hoase. 
But that cannot be. The king alone will dw^ 
with me. If you are what I suppose you to be, 
you must go next door. My neighbor may have 
quartera for you." 

The stranger smiled. Fixing his large, brilliaDt 
eyes sternly upon the magistrate, he caused him 
to draw back almost in terror, feeling as if the 
sun had really blinded him. 

" I am not one of the king's servants," said tb* 
stranger, gayly, " but I am invited to dine with 
him." 

" Then it is all right," said the magistrate, " joi 
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can enter But you must first go into that little 
side-room and brush your shoes before the king 
Beea you, for he would surely be enraged to find 
you in dusty boots." 

The king laughed gayly, and entered the house, 
*' I will go to the king's chamber at once. I think 
he will forgive my shoes." He beckoned to the 
two oflScers and entered his room, the door of 
which he left open. 

The magistrate took no more notice of him, but 
remained outside, looking eagerly for the king. 

Frederick stiill did not come to illuminate the 
Btreet with his splendor. In his stead came gen- 
erals and officers, with gold epaulets and bright 
stars sparkling on their coats, and entered the 
king^s chamber, without a word to the magistrate. 
** They are all waiting for the king," murmured 
he, *' but I shall see him first. How splendid and 
magnificent are all these officers I How grand, 
how glorious then must the king be, who is far 
nobler than they I He does not come ; I will en- 
ter and pass the time in looking at all these splen- 
didly-dressed soldiers." He stepped lightly to the 
door, and peered in. He started ; a low cry of 
terror escaped him, as he looked at the scene be- 
fore him. 

The generals— the officers dressed in the gold 
and silver embroidered uniforms — stood around 
the room with bared heads ; in their midst stood 
the stranger "with the dusty boots. He alone had 
his hat on. He alone bore neither epaulets nor 
stars ; he was. clad in a simple uniform, without a 
smgle ornament, and still, wonderful to say, it now 
seemed to the magistrate that he was more noble, 
more splendid-looking than all the others. He 
was the smallest amongst them, but seemed much 
taller. They stood with bowed heads before him ; 
he alone was raised proudly to his full height. 
There was something grand and glorious in his 
countenance ; and when his large, luminous eyes 
fell upon the magistrate, he endeavored in vain to 
slip away — he was rooted to the spot as if by 
magnetism. 

"Will you not stay with us until the king 
comes ? " said Frederick, laughing. 

The magistrate answered the smile with a broad 

grin. " I see, sir," said he, "that you are laughing 

at me. You know that you yourself are the king." 

Frederick nodded an assent, and then turned to 

Prince Anhalt von Dessau. 

"You see, sir, how precarious a thing is the 
glory and magnificence of a king. This man took 
me for a servant ; his dull eyes could not perceive 
my innate glory." 

"Your majesty justly calls this man's eyes 
iull," said the prince, laughing. 



Frederick looked at him kindly, and then be« 
gan a low, earnest conversation with his generals, 
who listened attentively to his every word. 

The magistrate still stood at the door. It 
seemed to him that he had never seen any thing so 
splendid-looking as this man with the muddy 
boots, the simple coat, and torn, unwieldy hat, 
whose countenance beamed with beauty, whose 
eyes glittered like stars. 

" That, then, is really the king ? " said he to 
one of the royal servants— "the King of Prussia, 
who for five years has been fighting with the em- 
press for us ? " 

"Yes, it is him." 

" From to-day on I am a Prussian at heart," 
continued the magistrate; "yes, and a good and 
true one. The King of Prussia dresses badly, that 
is true, but I suppose his object is to lighten the 
taxes." Passing his coat-sleeve across his misty 
eyes, he hastened to the kitchen to investigate 
dinner. 



CHAPTER Xy. 

THE PROPOSAL OF MARRIAGE. 

Some days had passed since the king entered 
Voiseilvitz. He dwelt in the house of the magis- 
trate, and the generals were quartered in the huts 
of the village. The regiments were in the neigh- 
boring hamlets. The king lived quietly in 
his house, wholly given up to anxiety and dis- 
content. He ate alone in his room, spoke to no 
one, or if he did, swd onjy a few grave words. All 
jesting was vanished from his lips ; he was never 
seen to smile, never heard to play the fiute. The 
grief which oppressed his heart was too profound 
to be confided to the soft and melting tones of 
his flute. Even that cherished companion could 
now give him no consolation. Fearful, horrible 
intelligence had followed him from the encamp- 
ment at Strehlen. It had poisoned these days of 
long-denied and necessary rest, and shrouded the 
gloomy future with yet darker presentiments of 
evil. 

Schweidnitz, the strong fortress, the key of Si- 
lesia, which had been so long and with such 
mighty effort defended, had fallen ! — ^had yielded 
to the Austrians — and Frederick had thus lost the 
most important acquisition of the last year, and 
thus his possession of Silesia was again made 
doubtful. He looked sadly back upon all the 
precious blood which had been shed to no pifr 
pose — ^upon all the great and hardly-won battles, 
won in vain. He looked forward with an aching 
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heart to the ye&n of blood and battle which must 
follow. Frederick longed for rest and peace — he* 
was weary of bloodshed and of war. Like an al- 
luring, radiant picture of paradise, the image of 
his beloTed Sans-Soud passed from time to time 
before his soul He dreamed of his quiet library 
and his beautiful picture-gallery. And yet his 
courage was unconquered— and he preferred the 
torture of these wretched days— he preferred 
death itself to the unfavorable and humiliating 
peace which his proud enemies, made presump- 
tuous by their last successes, dared to ofifer him. 
They stood opposed to him in monstrous su- 
periority, but Frederick remained unshaken. 
With a smaller army and fewer allies Alexander 
demolished Persia. "But happily," he said to 
himself " there was no Alexander to lead his ene- 
mies to victory." 

Frederick did not despair, and yet he did not 
believe in the possibility of triumph. He pre- 
ferred an honorable death to a dishonorable peace. 
He would rather fall amidst the proud ruins of 
Prussia, made great by his hand, thap return with 
her to their former petty insignificance. They of- 
fered him peace, but a peace which compelled him 
to return the lands he had conquered, and to pay 
to his victorious enemies the costs of the war. 

The king did not regard these mortifying propo- 
sitions as worthy of consideration, and he com- 
manded his ambassador, whom he had sent to 
Augsburg to treat with the enemy, to return im- 
mediately. "It is true," he said to his confidant, 
Le Catt, " all Europe is combined against me — all 
the great powers have resolved upon my destruc- 
tion. And England, the only friend I did possess 
in Europe, has now abandoned me." 

" But one has remained faithful" 

"* Among the faithless, faithful only he.' 
Among the innumerable false, unmoved, unsha- 
ken, unseduced, unterrified, that is my sword. If 
the exalted empresses are not my fri^nd3, the 
greater honor to my good sword which has never 
failed me, and which shall go down with me into 
the dark grave. If in Europe I have neither 
friends nor allies, I may find both in other parts 
of the world. Asia may send me the troops which 
Europe denies. If Russia is my enemy, who knows 
but for this reason Turkey may become my ally? 
And who knows but an alliance with the so-called 
unbelievers would be of more value to Prussia 
than a league with the so-called believing Rus- 
sians ? They call themselves Christians, but their 
weapons are lies, intrigues, deceit, and treachery. 
IJie Moslem, however, is an honorable man and a 
brave soldier. If he calls his Gk>d Allah, and his 
Christ Mohammed, God may call him to accoimt. 



I have nothing to do with it. What has faith to 
do with the kings of this worid ? Besides, I be> 
lieve the Turks and Tartars are better Christiins 
than the Russians.'* 

** Your majesty is really, then, thioMng of u 
alliance with the Turks and Tartars ? " said Le 
Catt 

" I am thinking of it so earnestly^" said th« 
king, eagerly, " that day and night I think of 
nothing else. I have spared no cost, no gold, no 
labor, to bring it about Onoe I had almost suc- 
ceeded, and the Sublime Porte was iDclined to 
this leaguQ; and my ambassador, Rexin, was, 
with the consent of the Grand Vizier Mustaphi, 
and indeed by his advice, disguised and sent s^ 
cretly to Constantinople. The n^otiations wen 
almost completed, when the Russian and Frendi 
ambassadors discovered my plans, and by briberr, 
lies, and intrigues of every base sort, succeeded 
in interfering. Mustapha broke his pronuse, and 
his only answer to me was — * that the Sublime 
Porte must wait for happier and more proiNtions 
days to con^rm her friendship and good under- 
standing with the King of Prussia.* This was tiie 
will of God the Almighty. This propitious jeu 
has been a long time coming, but I hope it is nov 
at hand, and this longed-for alliance will at length 
be concluded. The last dispatches fh>m my am- 
bassador in Constantinople seem favorable. Tbe 
wise and energetic Grand Vizier Raghile, the first 
self-reliant and enterprising Turkish statesman, 
has promised Rexin to bring this matter before 
the sultan, and I am duly expecting a courier wlie 
will bring me a decisive and perhaps favorsbli 
answer from Tartary." * 

Le Catt gazed with admiration upon the noble, 
excited countenance of the king. *' Oh, sire,'* said 
he, deeply moved, "pardon, that in the fulnesi 
of my heart, overcome with joy and rapture, I 
dare for once to give expression in words to my 
love and my admiration. It is a glorious specta- 
cle to see the proud oak in the midst of the wild 
tempest firm ai^d unmoved, not even bowing its 
proud head to the raging elements, offering a bold 
but calm defiance. But it is a still more exalted 
spectacle to see a man with a brave heart and 
flashing eye defy disaster and death ; alone, in tbe 
consciousness of his own strength, meeting F^e 
as an adversary and gazing upon it eye to eye mi- 
terrified. Misfortune is like the lion of the desert 
If a man with steady eye and firm step advances to 
meet him, he ceases to roar and lies down humbly 
at his feet ; he recognizes and quails before man 
made in the likeness of God. You, my king, now 
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offer this spectacle to the as tomshed world. Can you 
wonder that I, who am evef n^r yoo, are filled with 
devotion and adoratioTi^ aod must at last give utter* 
ance to my emotion ? I have seea your majesty 
on. the bloody battle-field, and b the fuU conscious- 
ness of victory, but never have I seen the laureU 
which crown your brow go radiant as in these 
days of your misfortune and defeat. Never was 
the King of Prussia so great a hero, so glorious a 
conqueror, as during these last weeks of destitu- 
tion and gloom. You hav© hungered with the 
hungry, you have frozen with the freezing ; yoa 
have passed the long^ weary nights upon your can- 
non or upon the hard, cold eirth. Tou have di- 
vided your last drop of winfl with the poor sol- 
diers. You did thid, sire ; I was in your teat and 
witnessed it — ^I alone. Tou sat at your dinner — 
a piece of bread and one gl:iss of Huugariati wine, 
the last in your possession. An officer entered 
with his report. You asked him if he had eaten* 
He said yes, but his pale, thin faee contradicted 
his words. You, sire, broke off the half of your 
bread, you drank the half of jonv wine, then gave 
the rest to the offieefj saying in an almost apolo- 
getic tone, * It is all that I have»' Sire, on th^it 
day I did what since my youth I have not done— I 
wept like a child, and my every glance upon jotir 
noble face was a prayer." 

"Enthusiast," said the king, gmng hia hand to 
Le Catt with a kitidly Bmile, "ia the world so 
corrupt that so natural an act should e^^cite sur- 
prise, and appear great and exalted P Are you 
astonished at that which is simply human ? Eut 
look ! There is a courier [ He stops before the 
door of my peasant-palace. Quick, quick! La 
Catt; let me know tht^ news he brings/^ 

Le Catt hastened offj and returned at once with 
the dispatches. 

Frederick took them with impatient haste, and 
while he read, his grave face lightened, and a h.^)' 
py, hopeful smile played onoe more upon his lips. 
"Ah, Le Catt," said he, *^1 was a good prophet, 
and my hopes are aljout to be fulfilled, Europe is 
against me, but Abia is my ally. The barbarous 
Russians are my eneiniert^ tmt the honest Turks 
and Tartars are my friends. This despatch is from 
my ambassador Rexin, He U coming, accompa- 
nied by an ambass^idor of Tartary^ and maj be 
here in a few hours." 

"Where will your majesty receive him ? " said 
Le Catt. 

The king looked around smilingly at the little 
room, with the rude walla and dirty floor, 

"I will receive him heroT* said hej *^here, in 
my royal palace of Yoiaeilvtti I am forced to 
beheve that a right royal king would, by hia prc3* 



ence, transfonn the lowliest hut into a palace, and 
the most ordinary chair into a, throne. The eyes 
of the ambassador may, however, be as dull as 
those of tho wt>rthy po^aesaor of niy present pal- 
ace» It may be that he will not recognize me as 
the visible representative of God — a^ king by the 
grace of God. We must therefore come to his 
as.sistance, and show ourselves in all the dazzling 
glitter of royalty. We must improvige a throne, 
and, it appears to me, that leathern arm-chair, 
which certainly belonged to a grand rathe r^ is well 
suited to the occasion. It will be a worthy repre- 
seutaiioa of my throne, whieh was my graudfii- 
ther's throne; he erected it^ and T inherited it from 
him. Shove it, then, into the middle of the rof>m, 
and fasten some of the Rusaian flagsi, which wo 
took at Zorudorf, ou the wall behind it ; sprmd 
my tent-carpet on the floor, and mj throne saloon 
is ready. Quick, Le Catt, make your prepara- 
tions ; call the aervaats, and show them what they 
have to do. In the mean time, I will make my 
toilet; I must not appear before the worthy 
ambassador in such unworthy guiso*" The king 
rang hastily, and his Talet, Doesen, entered. 
** Deeseo," said he, gayly, " we will imagine our- 
selves to be again in Sans-Souci, and about to hold 
a great court, I must do then, what 1 have not 
done for a long time — make f/rands toUdie, I 
will wear my generals uniform, and adorn myself 
with the order of the Black Eagle, I will have 
my hair frizzed, and screw up an imposing cue. 
Wcll^ Deesea, why do you gaze at me so wildly P " 

*^ Sire, the general's coat is here, but — »** 

"Well, but what? " eried the king, impatiently. 

" But the breeches 1 the breeches I " staramered 
Dtieaen, turning pale; "they are torn; and those 
your m^eaty now wears, are your last and only 
onea/^ 

" Well, then," said the king, laughing, ** I will 
continue to wear my last and only breeches; I will 
put on my general's eoat^ vmid touC^ 

"That is wholly Irupossible," cried Ueesen, 
wringing his hands. " If your miyesty proposes 
to hold a grent court, you cannot possibly wear 
these breeclies 1 " 

^' Why not ? why not ? ^' said the king, fiercely. 

"Sire,'^ murmured Deesen, " sire, tliat has hap- 
pened to tliem which hojipened to your miyesty 
at Torgau." 

" That is to say — " said the king, quostiomngiy 

" That is to aay, they are wouuded.' 

Frederick looked surprised, and following the 
glance of hiis valet, he found his eyes fiied upon 
bis knees. 

"You arc right, Decs en," said he, laughing, 
" that disaster baa befallen my breechea whiclv b^ 
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fell tne at Torgau : tbey are wounded, and need a 
surgeon.^ ^ 

*' Your majesty nni$t tberefore graciously post- 
pone your great court till to-morrow. Perhaps I 
m&y find a tailor in ouo of the neighboring vil- 
Jagea j lie will work during the night, and eariy to- 
morrow cTert thiDg will be in order." 

" It must be done kniay — done immediately," 
cried the king. ^* In a fevr hours the injury must be 
healed, and my apparel fully restored to health." 

"But, Birej" whispered Dcesen, "how can that 
be poeaible ? Tour maje:ity has but one pair, 
and you must take them olf, itt order that they 
may be mended," 

"Well, T will take them off," said the king; 
" go and aeok tho tailor. I will undress and go 
to bed till thii importnnt operiition is performed. 
Go at once!" 

While the kin^ was uadresstng, he heard Dee- 
aen'fl stentorian yoice, calliug out lustily through 
the streets — '* A tailor I a tailor! is there a tailor 
amongst the soldiers ? " 

The king was scarcely covered up in bed before 
Deescn entered, with a joyous face. 

^* Sire, I have found a soldier who can do the 
work ; be is not a tailor, but he swears he can 
flew and patch, and he uudertakes to dress the 
wounda." 

"And yet, it U said that a higher power rules 
the world," murmured the king, when he was 
again aloue ; *' accident — accident decides all 
<|ue3tion3. If there had been no tailor amongst 
the soldiers, the King of Frusaia could not have 
received the ambasaador of Tartary to-day, and 
the negotiation a might have been broken off." 

At this moment the door opened, and Le Catt 
entered, foUo^^ed by a aervant with the Russian 
fiagB and Ihe carpet. When he saw the king in 
biid, bo started hack, and asked anxiously " if his 
majesty bad been taken auddeuly unwell ? " 

" No," said Frederick, " I am only making my 
toilet." 

"Tour toilet, sire?" 

" Tea, Le Catt, did you see a soldier at the 
door?" 

"Yes, aire." 

" What was he doing ? " 

*' He seemed to be sewing." 

" He is fiewjug, and be ia to-day my first gentle- 
man of the bedchamber ; he ia dressing me. Ah ! 
in the presence of thia humble patcher, I remem- 
ber that a wise man said, 'A khig h but a man 
to hia mid de chtmibreJ* But do not allow my 
preaeuec to prevent you from building my throne; 
I will rest herti comfortably, and look On." 

While the king lay in bed waiting, the sol- 



dier who had undertaken the job, eat on i 
bench before the door. He bent hia head zei- 
ously over his work, and did not once look up ti 
his comrade who stood near him, leaning aguos 
a large oak, gazing rigidly and unweariedlj m 
him. But in this steady and indefatigable ^uoe, 
there seemed to be a strange, attractire powe-, 
which the soldier could not resist. He raised ]&: 
head involuntarily for a moment, and the sweet 
and noble face of Charles Henry Buschmsn ym 
seen. 

" Fritz Kober," said he, " why do yon gaze m 
me so, and why do you follow me ? " 

" Because I have been so accustomed to Ix 
where you are!" said Fritz Kober, qniedj. 
"When I heard Deesen call for a tailor, and tds 
answered, * Here ! here I* I stepped out of myteJ 
and followed you ; nothing more ! But youiroill 
also know why I look at you ? Well, while s 
pleases me to see you sewing, it brings strans 
and pleasant thoughts to my mind.'* 

" What sort of strange and pleasant thongbB 
Fritz?" said Charles Henry, bowing down t^ 
earnestly over his work. 

" I thought," said Fritz Kober, in a trembliE 
voice, " that if ever I should take a wife, she mis 
look exactly as you do, Charles Henry ; she mfi 
have the same neat little bands, and be expet 
with the needle as you are. Then I thought far- 
ther, that in the whole world there was no ia£ 
so good and brave, so gentle and inteUigent ^ 
you. Then I considered what would become d 
me when the war was at an end, and yon shooM 
desert me and go back to your village. Hen I 
resolved to follow you through the whole worli. 
and not to cease my prayers and entreaties till j» 
promised to come into my hut, and take all t2at 
was mine — nnder the condition that yon wouli 
keep me always with you — at least as your se- 
vant — and never spurn me or cast me offi fhea, 
I thought further, that if you said 910 — if yoa ib 
fused to come into my house, I would wandir is 
away in despsdr, and, in the anguish of my bent 
I would become a bad and contemptible fosa. 
Without you, Charles Henry, there is no joyff 
peace in this world for me; you are my ^ 
angel ! Charles Henry BusGhraa,n, do you w^ 
me to be a dtssokte drunkard P '* 

*^ How can I wish that, Frita Kober ? " whisf^ 
Caarles Henry. *'But you could never be a bii 
man; you have the best and noblest heart in lk 
world 1 No man dare injure or abuse youT Tai 
give to thoKe who ask of yon, you help those ^ 
sufi^er, and you stand by those who are in diBi^ , 
ty! Then you are a Complete, true man, ad 
know liow to maintain your ovm dignity on er^ 
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occasion. All who approach you are compelledi 
to respect you, and no one will e^cr dare to Cii^t 
a reproach on Friti; Eobcr. You are, at the fiame 
time, a hero, a good maji, and an iunocent child, 
ind my heart rejoiu(>s in you," 

" What 18 good in me, I owe to you,'* eaid Fritz 
Kober, "Before I knew you, I Ts-aa a simple 
olockhead, and lived on stupidly from day to day^ 
thinking of nothing. Since 1 knew joo, I have 
[earned to open my eyea, and to reflect Bat all 
this will be changed If you desert me, Charlea 
Henry, and I see that you TiiLl do 00 ; yefs, you 
(^ill abandon me. For three weeks paat you Iiave 
taken no notice of me. You would not go into 
my tent with me at Run^elwil^, but camped out 
ilone. Here, in the village, yon would not come 
into my hut, but quartered with an old peasant 
nroman. So I followed you to-dayj to ask you, 
ance for all, if you have the heart to leave me — to 
spurn me from yo^i ? Look at me, Charles llenty 1 
look at me and t*^U me jf j^m will make a pitiful 
emd unhappy ma,v of m^ ? '^ 

Charles Henry looked up from Ins work, and 
gazed at the pale, agitated fiice of bla comrade ; 
and as he did so, tears gushed from bis eye^. 

" God forbid, Fritz Kuber, that I should make 
you unhappy I I would mther shed my heart's 
blood to make you happy/' 

"Hurrah ! hurrah I" cried Fritz Eober. " If 
this is so, listen to me £Lud answer me, Charles 
Henry Buschman, will you be oiy wife ? " 

A glowing blush suffused Cliarlcs Henry's fat^ ; 
he bowed down over \\h work and sewed on in 
monstrous haste. 

Fritz Kober came nearer and bowed so low that 
he was almost knechng, 

** Charles Henry BusdimaUj will you be my 
wife ? " 

Charles Henry did not answer ; tears and mhs 
choked his voice, and trembUng with emotion ho 
laid his head on Fritz Kober's shoulder. 

"Does that moan yes?'* said Fritz, breath- 



" Yes," whispered ahe, softly. 

And now Fritz uttered a wild shout, and threw 
his arms around the soldiev's neck and kissed him 
heartily. 

"God be thanked that it ia over/' said he; 
" God be thanked that I did not deceive myself— 
that you are truly a giri When you were last 
sick, and the surgeon bled you, I was suspicious. 
I said to myself, *That is not the arm of a man/ 
I went out, but in the eveuing you were praying, 
and you did not know that J was in the tent, and 
you said, * You dear parents in heaven, pity your 
poor daughter.* I could have f^houted with rap- 



ture and delight, but I held my peace. I wished 
to wait and see if you would be good to me»" 

" But the expression of yom* eyes was so 
changed,'* whispered Charles Henry j "I waa 
obliged to turn away when their glance fell upon 
me. I felt that my secret was discoYered, and 
therefore I avoided being with you/' 

" Officer Euschman," cried Dccsen, in a com- 
manding voice from the house, " is your work fin- 
ished?'' 

"Immediately; I have but a few fititohes to 
do," cried (Charles Uenry. " Be silent,'* sftid he 
to Fritz, " and let me eew.'* 

But Fritz was not silent j h© crouched near offl-. 
cer Buschman, and whispered many and strange 
things in bis ear. 

Charles Henry sewed on zealously, blushed 
often, and replied in low, embarrassed words. 

At last the work was completed, and the knees 
of the great Frederick's breeches were worihily 
mendled with divers patches. 

" I will carry them myself to the king, as I have 
a favor to ask him," said Fritz Kober, " Coma 
with me, Charles Henry ; you must hear what the 
king says." 

He took Charles Henry's hand and advanced to 
the door, but Deesen stood there, and forbade him 
to enter ; he ordered Fritz to give him the breeches, 

" NOj" said Fritz Kober, resolutely, ** we have a 
request to make of the king, and he once gave us 
permission to come directly to him when we had 
a favor to ask." 

He pushed Decscn aside and entered the room 
with Charles Henry. 

The king sat in his bed reading, and was so ab- 
sorbed that he did not see them enter. But Fritz 
stepped up boldly to the bed aud laid the breeches 
upon the chair. 

^' Did you mend them, my son ? " said the king. 

" No, your majeety, Charles Euschman mended 
them, but I came along to eay something to your 
msyesty. Ton rememb*jr, no doubt, what you said 
when we returned from the enemy*s camp near 
Kunersdorf, after the battle, when Charles Henry 
related so beautifully all that we had seen and 
he^rd. Tou said, * You are both officers from this 
dsiy, and if you ever need my a^sistauco call \ipou 
me freely,' " 

*' And you wish to do so now ? " said the king, 

** Tea, your majiisty, I have something to ask." 

** Well, what is it ? " 

Fritz Kober drew up grandly and ceremonious 
ly, 

'^ I ask your majesty to allow me to marry offi- 
cer Charles Henry Euschman — to marry him to 
dayt" 
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" H^rty Win ! " said ihe king, amazed ; " is, 
then^ oUcer BuacbTOtin — '* 

*'A woman, your nijycsty!" interrupted Fritz 
Kober, witlj j&yfnl impatience. "He is a wo- 
man; hiA name la Am^a Sophia Detzloff, from 
BHinen.^' 

Frederick's sharp, piercing eye rested for a mo- 
ment qu&atioainglf upon Charles Henry's face ; 
then nodding his head smilingly several times, he 
said; 

" Your bride h a apruce lad and a brave officer, 
and kaow3 hoTF to blush in his soldier's uniform. 
Officer Charles Henry Budt^hman, will you be the 
wife of officer Frits: Xober ? " 

" I will, if your majt^iity consents," whispered 
Charka Henry. 

"Wdl, go to the fluid preacher, and be mar- 
ried — I gire ray consent* And now go, I must 
dreis. 

'* At last," Aaid the king to Le Catt, " fortune 
will be again favorable to me. Signs and wonders 
are taking place^ as they did with Charles VII. of 
Fraucp. IMien bts wa.3. In the most dire necessity, 
surrounded by KiA enemies, the Lord sent the 
Maid of Orleans to Srave him. To me, also, has 
the Lord now sent a Joan d'Arc, a maid of Briinen. 
With her hi^lp I will overcome all my enemies." 



CHAPTEE XYI. 

nre AlIEASSiDOR ASH TUB KHAN or TART ART. 

The preparations were completed ; the room of 
the king had become, by means of his inventive 
geiiius, a magnificent throne saloon. The great 
arm-chair, drapc^l with rjcli hangings, looked most 
Impoaing \ the dirty floor was concealed by a costly 
Turkiflb carpet. The d&or which led into the en- 
try had been removed, and the opening hung with 
banners. The entry itself had been changed by 
means of carpets, bannerd^ and standards into a 
tasteful antechamber. 

The king wore bis general's uniform, and the 
chain of the order of the Black Eagle, and the gen- 
eralB and staff officers stood near him in their glit- 
tering dressea. The room of the sheriff had in- 
deed become a royal apurtinent. 

And now an imposing train approached this 
improvLsed piilace. First appeared two riders, 
vihose gold-embroidered mantles fell below theur 
feet and concealed the well-shaped bodies of the 
small Aiubian horses on which they were mount- 
ed, only displaying their slender necks, with their 
flow^'ng manei and thdr graceful legs. It was 



evident from their dark complexions and Mk 
eyes that these men were foreigners, the som t 
the South. On each appeared the diamond^ieLk 
hilt of a sword, glittering amid the folds of 2 
costly Turkish shawls which encircled thebsi 
der waists ; and at the side of each hong tiie> 
elled sheath of a Damascus blade, which was hi 
in the right hand, and presented in salmk 
These Turkish warriors were followed bj f; 
others, scarcely less richly dressed, and befc 
them rode four men, in long black robes, withes 
closed, each bearing in his right hand a !ki 
bound in gold and velvet, which he pressed p^ 
erfully to his breast; a golden penwaswoi^s 
their girdles in place of a weapon, and onthefdzs 
artistically arranged and jewelled peacock's fesk 
Now followed two other riders ; but these w 
not alike, as the others had been, but bore a 
most remarkable and striking contrast toooes 
other. One of them was dressed in theliiS 
French style ; he wore a blue, sJlver^mbroiia 
velvet coat, with small-clothes of the s&mei 
terial, which met his white silk stockings ai s 
knee, and were fastened by a band with a dusot 
clasp. His shoes were also ornamented with a 
mond buckles and red heels. He wore a i« 
cornered hat, with a white feather, whki»ii 
pbced lightly and gracefully upon his stt 
curled, well-powdered peruke. Splendid I* 
covered his breast, and broad lace cuf& fell i« 
his white gloved hands. It was a perfect t^ 
dress, such as was worn at that time at coon ^ 
all ambassadors who were not militaiy, in i^f 
ceremonious audiences with the soverdgn. 

Near this man, dressed so gracefully andaisj- 
was another cavalier who presented a great* 
trast to him. As the one seemed dressed fof' 
summer day, so the other appeared prepared li 
the coldest weather ; the one was ready for ^ 
ball-room, and the other for the steppes of ^ 
beria. The long, thm figure of the ktter m 
concealed by a fur mantle, made of tbe^^ 
of the white Lapland wolf, and lined andtn> 
med with a darker fur; around his waist «*! 
bound a costly gold-embroidered shawl, to 
which hung a small golden cup, and a richlTOP>'| 
mented razor. At his side, instead of the Tiiit^ 
sabre, a bag, richly worked with gold and ^'^ 
was suspended by golden chains. He *^ 
a fez, on the front of which was embrolde!^* 
small golden cup. 

Behind these two men came a troop of Tar)^ 
Tartar, and European servants, all in livery; ^ 
these were followed by a golden chariot, ^ 
closely-drawn blinds, the interior being iaip*"^ 
trable to the most curious gaze. FoorTarti.'' 
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1 long white iur mantles toda on dthei: BJde of the 
liariot, with drawn sword a* 

The chariot was followed by a most remarkable 
rowd, consisting of rrussian cold I era from ei ery 
egiment, and in everj Tariety of uniform, of 
•easants and their wives, of old men and chil- 
Iren, who were all struck diiinb wjtlx a^tonUh- 
Qent and admiration at the iight of tJjia Etrango 
■avaleade which now paused before the king's 
louse. 

The guards saluted, and the geoerftla and staff 
)flacers advanced silently and bowed profoundly to 
he two cavaliers, who were auch a Bingular con- 
;rast to one another, tind who were evideutk the 
mportant persons of the cavaloade. They swung 
:hemselves lightly from their &addle3, and returned 
;he polite greetings of the gt'norals ; the oue in 
luent German, the other in equally flowing worda^ 
t)ut in a language which no one undj^rstood, and 
Lo which the only answer was a fow murmured 
words, a smile, and hieroglyphic haud-pressmt^* 

The first was the Baron von Ee^dn, the ambtis- 
sador of the king to the Grand Sultan and the 
Khan of Tartary, who bad been so fortunate as to 
become the minister pleuipotentinry of the King 
of Prussia under the title given him by the kiug 
of Baron von Rexin, after having been the ser- 
vant of a merchant in Breslau, colled Ilub^ch. 
The second was the great and noble Muatapha 
Aga, the ambassador of Krimgiraij the Khan of 
Tartary. He was the fiivoiitc and confidant of 
his master, and was sent by him to bear Li:i 
greetings and good wi.^hes lo the King of Prussia. 
As soon as they had di^^mounted, a pa^e of the 
king approached and invited theui to enter the 
house, where the king wns TvaUing to give them 
audience. Baron von Reiiu, who during hia 
residence in Turkey bad learned the Turkish 
language, informed the ambassador, A smile 
appeared upon Mustapha Aga'a thin, pal<j face, 
and he turned to the four men in black robes, Ti'ho 
wore the golden pens in their belts, and signed 
to them to follow him, and theu taking the arm 
of Baron von Rexin, they both eatercdihe houge, 
followed by the four historians and interpreters ; 
the generals and staff officers of the king then 
arranging themselves on either side of the 
throne, according to their rank* 

The king received the <^mbas&y sitting upon hia 
throne. His eye rested smilingly upon Mustapha 
Aga, who had just bent to the earth before his 
throne, and as he arose aigneii to one of the four 
interpreters to approach. The interpreter opened 
the costly book, which be held in his hand, and 
handed the ambassador a large dacument^ covered 
with seals, which Mustapha Aga pressed respeet- 



fully to bis lipii, and then knecliug, presented \i 
respectfully to the king. 

"Mustapha Aga, the amhass-idor of the high 
and mighty Klian of Tartary, Krimgirai, has Llie 
unutterable honor to present his credentials to 
the King of Pnis-sia,'* said the interpi-eter, in the 
purest and most fluent French, 

The king broke the seal, and looked luirrledly 
over the document, " Mustapha Aga," ha sdid, 
^you are most welcome j and I greet your mas- 
ter, the hero Krimgirai, whom I am proud to call 
my friend, iu you." 

After the interpreter repeated the words of tbi^ 
king, Mustapha Aga' ihi-ew himself upon bis 
knees befor^i the throne, and spoke rapidly for a 
few moments. 

" Mustapha Aga, the ambassador of the great 
Khan," said the interpreter, ** entreats your ma- 
jesty to allo^v him to show you the highest proof 
of his respect, to greet you in tho manner in 
which he alone, in great and beautiful Tartary, ia 
permitted to grt?et the Khau." 

" I grant his request," said the king. 

Mustapha immediiitely opened the pouch which 
hung at bis side, and took from it a crystal flask, 
from which he poured a fluid into the golden cup,' 
and a delightful perfume immediately pervaded 
the room. After putting a small quantity of whita 
powder into the cup, he proceeded to stir tho 
contents with a brush, of which the handle waJi 
ornamented with three diamonds of luiuiense 
si^e. The fluid now arose into a sparkling milk- 
white foam. 

The king looked curiously at him at first, and 
then turned to his ambassador. ** What doea 
this mean ? " he asked in German, probably be- 
causie be did not wish to be understood by the 
interpreter, 

*^ Sire," said Re sin, smiling, " that meiins that 
the noble Mustapha Aga wishes to show you tlie 
greatest honor in his poi^'er, he wishes to shave 
you." , 

*' To shave me ! " exclaimed the king. " Who 
and what is the noble Mustapha Aga? " 

*^ Sire, he iii one of the gi'eatest dlgnitariea of 
Tartary ; be is the barber of the Khan [ " 

The king could scarcely restrain a smile at thii 
eiplanatiou. *' Well," he said, *^ it is not a bad 
idea to malce a diplomat and ambassador of a 
barber. The gentlemen of the diplomatic corps 
are given to shaving ia politics and frequently 
put soap in the eyes of the world.'* 

Mustapha Aga now anproached the king with 
Folemu steps, and bending forward, he thraat hta 
forefinger into the foam in the golden cup and 
passed it lightly acroai tbe king^s chin. He then 
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drew' forth the golJen razor from his belt But 
bcfora opening it^ he raised his eyes prayerfully 
to h(>avcn^ and apoka a few solemn words. 
** Allah Le the 11 [ill t of heaven and earth I May 
He illuminate mo m my great work ! " said the in- 
terpreter, tranakting Mustapha*8 words. 

Then the am baaaador began his dignified work ; 
drawing tbe blude of his knife across the chin of 
the king with a rapid ruovement 

The king and his gL^niTals and attendants, were 
ecarcely able to retain their composure during this 
performanee- 

When Mustapha bad finished, he signed to 
one of the interpreters to approach, and as he 
kneeled before him he wiped the foam from his 
razor on the back of his uplifted hand. Then 
thrusting it in bia belt, he bowed deeply and 
solemnly to the king. 

*' May Allah keep tbo heart of this king as pure 
)i4 bi^ eh in now ii ! " he said. " May the knife 
Tjhicli Allah employs to prune away the faults of 
thia king, pass ovot- bini as gently and painlessly 
a^ the knife of yonc unworthy servant has done! 
MIglity king and lord, the all-powerful Ehan 
Krimgirai^ tba lion of the desert, the dread of 
hi^ enemieH, eenda me to you and offers you his 
aid and friendship. The renown of your deeds 
baa ^^^ehed his ears, and he is lost in astonishment 
that J. prjnee, of whose kingdom and existence he 
was in ignorance, should so long successfully resist 
the great German sultan, whose power we know, 
without fearing. The eagle eye of my master now 
stjos elcaily that he who was so insignificant is now 
gre;it enough to overshadow the land of the pow- 
ed'id German sultan, and to make the proud and 
unbending czarina of the north tremble. He sends 
me to report to you bis profound admiration ; but 
firet, will you liliow me, eagle king of the 
north ! to present the gifts which he offers 
you ? " 

** I shall be delighted to receive these gifts," 
•eaid the kiog, smiling, "as they are a proof of 
the fi'i end ship of the great Khan." 

ILuatapba Aga made a signal in the direction of 
ihia door, and spoke a few words aloud. Imme- 
diately there appeared the two men who were so 
richly drcased in Turkish costumes, and had been 
at the bead of the cavalcade. They stationed 
themselves on either side of the entrance, and were 
followed by the lower officers and servants attached 
to the embassy J who entered, bearing baskets del- 
icately woven and lined with rich stuffs. 

Miist^pba signed to the first two to approach 
him, and then, before opening the basket, he 
turned once more to the king. 

" Sire,"siud he, ^* before a Tartar givea a promise 



of love and friendship to any one, hemTitcsiaa 
to his house, and begs him to eat of his bread uj 
drink of his wine. Sire, my great and respecta 
master makes use of his miworthy servant to & 
treat your majesty to descend from yoar throi 
and to enter his house, where he is presait 
spirit, and bids the eagle king of the north fi 
come." 

"I should be delighted to grant this requeiC 
returned the king, smiling, " were the distana 
not so great between my house and that of tiK 
Khan." 

" Sire, the house of my great master is be! 
your door," said Mustapha Aga, bowing deep 
" On the day of our departure, the Khan valta 
through it and kissed its walls, and exdaiinei^: 
*Bc greeted, my great and royal brother, you edi 
of the north I Be welcome, you hero-king, tk 
hated enemy of the czaiina, Krimgirai offers tk 
his heart, and would be your friend for all timt 
Sire, thus spoke my lord the Khan ; the air in as 
house is still vibrating with the words he uttaei 
Will your majesty condescend to leave your thnaf 
and visit my great master, the Khan Km 
rai?" 

The king arose instantly and said, "lam^e- 
pleased to do so. Lead me to the palace of yos 
Khan." 

Mustapha Aga signed to the basket-carriers is: 
to the other attendants to leave the rooin,«i^ 
then spoke a few rapid and emphatic words to t^ 
interpreters, who followed them. Then bo^ 
to the ground before the king, he turned as^ 
passed out of the house. 

Before the door a wonderful spectacle presentfi 
itself to the astonished view of the king, i^^ 
diately opposite the house, on the open square- » 
high tent, of considerable size, appeared, art«""^ 
which was a wall of fur, well calculated to prot«;' 
it from the cold air and rough winds. A carps' 
covered the way from the door of the tent to tie 
king's house, and from within the tent coulii 
heard the gentle notes of a peculiar music 

" Really," said thekmg to his ambassador, V«i 
Rexin, "I seem to be living m the 'Arabia 
Nights.' There is nothing wanting but the beauti- 
ful Scheherezade." 

**Sire, perhaps she also is here," saifi ^'*' 
Rexin ; " we were accompanied by a close cnanOH 
guarded by four of the khan's eunuchs." ^ 

The king laughed, and said, "We willsef^ 



and he rapidly approached the hut. As i 



ereacW 



it, the door flew open, and Mustapha M^ 

ceived him kneeling, while his attendants twe 

themselves to the ground, touchmg it ^i^ ^ 



foreheads. 
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The king entered and examined with great cu- 
riosity the house of the Khan. The interior of 
this immense tent was hung with crimson draper- 
ies, axDongst which arose twenty golden pillars 
which supported the tent. At the top of these 
was an immense golden ring from which the crim- 
son draperies hung, and above this ring were 
twenty golden pillars which, uniting in the centre 
at the top, formed the dome of the tent. From 
the centre hung a golden vase, in which burned 
the rarest incense. The floor was covered by a 
great Turkish carpet, and against the walls stood 
several divans, such as are generally used in the 
dwelliugs of the wealthy Turks. In the centre of 
the tent, just under the suspended vase, stood a 
low, gilt table, decked with a service of glittering 
porphyry. One side of the tent was separated 
from the rest by heavy curtains of a costly mate- 
rial, and from hence came the sound of music, 
which now arose in loud, triumphant tones, as if 
greeting the king. 

His majesty moved rapidly to the middle of the 
tent, while his attendants stood against the walls, 
and Mustapha Aga and his interpreter stood near 
the king. 

Hustapha then took a sword which was on the 
table, and, after kissing it, handed it to the king. 
" Sire," he said, " the great Krimgirai first offers 
you his sword, as a sign of his love and good- 
will. He begs that on the day of the great victo- 
ry which you and he will imdoubtedly gain over 
the hated czarina of the north, you will wear this 
sword at your side. A sword like this — ^tempered 
in the same fire and ornamented with the same 
design — ^is worn by the Khan, When these two 
swords cut the air, Russia will tremble as if sha- 
ken by an earthquake." 

The king received the sword from Mustapha 
Aga, and looked at it attentively. Then pointing 
to the golden letters which ornamented the blade, 
he asked the significance of the motto. 

" Sire," replied Mustapha, solemnly, " it is the 
battle-cry of the Tartar : * Death is preferable to 
defeat.' " 

" I accept the sword with great pleasure," said 
the king. " This motto embodies in a few words 
the history of a war, and discloses more of its 
barbarity, than many learned and pious exposi- 
tions could do. I thank the Khan for his beauti- 
ful gift." 

" The Khan hears your words, sire, for his spirit 
> is among us." 

MuBtapba, after begging the king to seat him- 
self upon the large divan, drew aside the opening 
of the tent, when the servants with the covered 
baskets inmiediatcly appeared, and placed them- 



selves in a double row around the tent. Mustapha 
then took the basket from the first couple, and 
throwing back the cover, said: "Sire, will you 
condescend to eat of the bread and drink of the 
favorite beverage of the Khan, that the ties of 
your friendship may be strengthened ? The Khan 
sends you a costly ham^-a ijroof of his unselfish 
friendship. He had his favorite horse killed, the 
one that he has ridden for years, that he might 
offer you a ham from this noble animal." 

As the interpreter translated these words, the 
Prussian generals and officers glanced smiling and 
mockingly at one another. 

The kmg alone remained grave, and turning to 
the generals, he said in German : 

*'Ah, gentlemen! how happy we would have 
been, had any one brought us this meat at the 
siege of Bunzelwitz, and how ravenously we would 
have eaten it ! " 

He then turned again to the ambassador, who, 
taking from the other baskets Carian dates and al- 
monds, and other Eastern dainties in silver dishes, 
placed them before the king. Mustapha then uttered 
a loud, commanding cry, and the door of the tent 
was again opened, and there appeared a Tartar, 
dressed in white wolf-skin, bearing a golden dish, 
which contained a steaming, white liquid. He 
took it, and kneeled with it before Frederick. 

" Sire," said he, " my master begs you to drink 
with him of his favorite beverage. He pressed 
his lips to the rim of this dish before sending it to 
you, and if you will now do the same, the eagle 
and hero of the north will receive the brotherly 
kiss of the eagle and hero of the south." 

" What is it ? " asked the king, in a low voice, 
of Baron von Rexin, who stood near the divan. 

" Sire, it is mare's milk ! " whispered Rexin. 

The king shuddered, and almost overturned the 
contents of the dish which he had just received 
from the hands of Mustapha Aga; but quickly 
overcomuig this feeling, he raised the bowl smil- 
ingly to his mouth. After placing his lips upon 
the rim, he returned the bowl to the ambassador. 

" I have received the kiss of my friend. May 
our friendship be eternal ! " 

"Allah grant this prayer I" cried Mustapha. 
**Sire, Krimgirai dares, as this beverage is such a 
favorite with all Turks, to hope that it may please 
you; he therefore offers you the animal from 
which it was procured." He then pointed to the 
opening in the tent, where now appeared a noble 
Arabian horse, wearing a costly saddle and bridle, 
and a crimson saddle-cloth richly worked with 
pearls and precious stones. 

The eyes of the king beamed with pleasure, and 
as he hurried through the tent and approached 
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the borso, the animal seemed to wish to greet his 
QCfT maBter^ for it neighed loudly, and pawed the 
&&iid with ttB well-shaped feet. The king gently 
stroked lu blender, shinmg neck and its full, flut- 
tering mane, and looked in the great, flashing 
eyes- 

*' You are welcome, my battle-horse ! " he said ; 
** may you beiir me in the next engagement either 
to victory or death ! " 

He thija returned to his seat, in order to r«>cwve 
the remaining presents of the Khan, consisting of 
costly weapons and furs. 

" And now^ sire, the Khan begs that you will 
repose in bis tent, and listen to the music that he 
lovea, and look at the dances which give him 
pleasure, lly master knows that the great King 
of Frui^gm loves music as he does, and that it 
gladdens your heart as it does his own. When 
he goea to battle — which is but going to victory — 
lie takes with him his musicians and dancers, who 
must peiform the dance of triumph before him. 
The Klian hopes that you will permit them to 
dance before you, and I pray that your majesty 
wi\] grant this request." 

** I am ready to behold and hear all," said the 
king. 

Immediately, at a sign from Mustapha, the cur- 
tain fflilch concealed part of the tent was with- 
drawn, and four lovely girls, clothed in light, flut- 
tering apparel, appeared and commenced a grace- 
ful, beautiful dance, to the music of the mando- 
line. When they had finished, they retired to the 
curtain, and looked with great, wondering eyes at 
the Pruaaian warrior. Then appeared from be- 
hind the curtain four young men, who seated 
themselves opposite the girls. The musicians be- 
gan a new strain, in which the girls and young 
men joiiieil. Then two of the girls arose, and 
drawing thtiir veils over their faces so that only 
their eyes were visible, they danced lightly and 
Bwayingly to the end of the tent, and then return- 
ed to the young men, who now commenced the 
love-songs, Tilth downi^aat eye?, not daring to Call 
tlie name of tbe objects of their tenderness, but 
addressing them in poetical ttrms; and then they 
Bang to the eame air the battle^ong of the Tar* 
tara. In this song, the battlcjs are not only pic- 
tured forthj but you hear the shrielrs of the war- 
riors^ the battle-cry of the Tartars^ and, at length, 
when the battle is won, the loud shouts of rejoi* 
cing from tbe women. Wtieii the song was ended, 
the singers bowed themselves to tbe oartb, and 
then disappeared behind the curtam. 

The music ceased, and tho king, rising from tbe 
divan, and turning t<J Mustapha, said : 

^* I g we to the Kbaii a most deiigbtful morrdn^j 



and I will take a pleasant remembrxnce of sis 
house with me." 

" Sire," said Mustapha, " the Khan b^s you w 
accept this tent as a proof of his friendship." 

The king bowed smilingly, and as he left the 
tent, told Rexm to ask the Tartar ambassador tc 
come to him now for a grave conference. 

The king then dismissed his generals and at- 
tendants, and entered his house, followed by Baron 
von Rexin and the Turkish ambassador and bii 
interpreters. 

" Now we will speak of business ! " said tb? 
king. " What news do you bring me fipom tin 
Khan ? What answer does he make to my prop 
osition ? " 

" Sire, he is willing to grant all that your mi- 
jesty desires, and to give you every assistance in 
his power, provided you will not make peace wiib 
our hated enemy — with Russia — -but will continng 
the war unweariedly and unceasingly, imtil Rims 
is humbled at our feet." 

" Ah ! " exclauned the king, " the Khan of Tir- 
tary cannot hate the Empress of Russia more 
vindictively than she hates me ; he need not fear, 
therefore, an alliance between me and Russia. I 
have myself no desire to form a friendship with 
those rough barbarians." 

" If the Empress of Russia hates you, she hates 
Krimgirai equally. Russia hates every thing that 
is noble and true ; she hates enlightenment and 
cultivation. Russia hates Krimgirai, because he 
has civilized his people ; because he has changed 
his rough hordes of men into a mighty army of 
brave warriors ; because he governs his kingdom 
with humanity, and is, at the same time, a fether 
to his people and a scourge to his enemies. 
Krim^rai hates Russia as he hates every thing 
that is wicked, and vicious, and cruel ; therefore 
he is willing to stand by your side against Russia, 
with an army of six thousand men, and, if you 
wish it, to invade Russia." 

" And what are the conditions which the Khan 
demands for thii aflai^tance 1 " 

^* He wishes you to pay his aoldierg ag you pij 
your own/^ 

"And for himseif ? '* 

" For himself, he begs that you will send himi 
physician who eau cure him of a painful but BOt 
dangerous dl3ea3e. Further^ he bega for your 
confidence and friendship,'' 

^' Which 1 gladly give him I" savd the kin^, 
gayly. *' But tell me one other thing, Ilag the 
Khan not yet become reconciled to tbe Grind 
Sultan?" 

" Sire, the sultan feel^ that he cannot spare hif 
Drave Khan j he made an overture, which Krin^gi 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



id 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY, 



245 



taX gladly accepted. One week before we start^^d 
on our journey, the Khan wita received Uy the 
sultan in his seraglio. The heads of forty rebels 
were displayed as a epecijil honor in ffont of the 
seraglio, and, in the presence of the suit an him- 
self, my mastenv'fl^ again presented with belt and 
sword, and again reinfitrilled &s Khan, The sultan 
also presented hhn with a puj;^e containing forty 
thousand ducats. You see, Bire^ that the sultan 
prizes and acknov^ledges the virtues of your ally." 

" And how do we stand with the Porte P " asked 
the king, turning to Baron von Eexin. 

"I have succeeded, sire, in estahlishin^ a treaty 
between your majcfity iind the Porte I I shall have 
the honor to lay it before your m^enty for your 
signature." 

The king's eyes beamed with delight, aa be es:- 
claimed : 

"At length I have attained the deaircd goal, 
and in spite of the whole of Europe* I have my 
allies ! " 

Then turning once more to Mustapha Aga, he 
dismissed him for the day, and gave him pernivs- 
sion to occupy the niagnificent tent whioh had 
been presented to him by the Khan, during the 
remainder of his visit 

Mustapha Aga then withdrew with his interpreter, 
leaving the king alone with the Baron von Eexiu, 
who now presented to him the papers which it 
was necessary he should aign^ to establish the 
long-desired allianee with Turkey. This treaty 
assured to Prussia all the privileges which Turkey 
accorded to the other European powers ; frecnavi* 
gation, the rights of ambassadors and consuli*, and 
the personal liberty of any Pmsaian subjects who 
might have been seized as slaves^ 

The king signed the treaty, and Darned Baron 
von Rexin his mmtster plenipotentiary , and com- 
manded him to return with the ambassador from 
Tartary and present the signed treaty to the 
Grand Sultan. 

**Now the struggle can begin anew," said Fred- 
erick, when he was nnce more alone* " I will 
recommence with the new year ; I will battle as 
I have already done ; I will consider nothing but 



vaj honor apd the glory of Prussia. I will noi 
live to see the moment when I will consent to a 
disgraceful peace. Ko lepreseutations, no elo- 
quence shall bring me to acknowledge my o^ra 
shame. I will be buiied under the ruins of my 
native iand^ or if this consolation be denied me 
by my unfortunate fate, I will know how to end 
my misfortunes. Honor alone has led my foot- 
etepsj and I will follow no other guide, I Baeri* 
fieed my youth to my father^ my manhood to my 
country, and I ha¥<j sorely gained thy right to 
dispose of my old age. There are people who 
are docile and obedient toward fate. I am not 
one of them. Having lived for others, I dare at 
least die for myself, careless what the world may 
say. Nothing shall force me to pr<^fer a weak 
old age to death. I will dare all for the accom- 
plishment of my plans ] they failing, I will die 
an honorable death. But no 1 no ! " said the 
king, smiling after a short pause. " 1 will not 
indulge in such sad and despairing thoughts on 
the day which has shown me the first ray of 
simlight after so many storms. Perhaps the 
year eiKty-two will be more fortunate than the 
one just passed. I stand no longer alone ; I have 
my friends and my allies. Why phould I eare 
that the world calls them unbelievers I I have 
seen Ghristiaiis betray and murder one another. 
Perhaps unbelievers are better Christiana ibnn 
behevers. We will try them, at l^ast. Whuu all 
deserted me, they oflfered me the hand of friend- 
ship. This is the first sunbeam which has greeted 
me. Perhaps bright days may now follow tho 
storms. May God grant it I " * 

* Tlie king was not deceived. The Umpreaa Elkabeth 
died In the connnenceTiieDt of the year 1T9'2. Her eno- 
ceasor, Peter the TJilrd^ was a pas&knate admirer of Fred- 
erick tbe Great, and he rtow bceaine the ally of Pmasla. 
Tho EmpreiJS CpthorLnft api^ro^bd this cbange^ and re> 
malned the ally of Ftnasla. Praaoe now Trithdnew fi-oni th* 
cont«fit; and la. tbo year llfi3^ Au&triis finding ber trea^- 
mrj complotel? exbau$ted^ v^s compelled Co makfl 
pcac^ wltb Prassla^ Fni&&ifl had no h&q for hor Ji^w ally 
of Tartary, and Kiimgiralf wbo^rag already oat^fi marcli, 
retnmcd homd with hla flrtDyH— See ** M^tn^iirea dn Bfu-i;>a 
de Tvtt mr lea Tares «t lea Tartarea," 
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Berlin waa gUttering in festal mlommcnt! 
This W&3 a great, a joyous daj ; the first gleam 
of sunsLineT aft^r manj long yeara of Eorrow, suf- 
fermgj and absolute want For the la^t Beven 
years the king had been abeeut from his capital — 
to-daj he would return to Berlin. 

After s^?VLm ycara of bloody strife, the powers 
&t Hubert&burg had declared peace. No nution 
Lad enlarged Us boundaries by this war. Not 
oae of the c^ltlea or fortresses of the King of 
Prussia had been taken from him^ and he was 
forced to content himself with Ma former cxin- 
qneata. There bad been no successful results I 
Looses only wt^re to be calculated, 

Ilniiug these seven years, Itussm had lost one 
hundred and eighty thousand men, the French two 
hundred thousand, the Frusaians a hundred and 
twenty thousand, the EngUah and confederate 
Germans a hundred and skty thousand, and the 
SjLSons ninety thousand— lastly, the Swedes and 
the S rates sixty thousand. Tliia seven years* war 
cost Europe nearly a mUTiou of men. Tht^ir blood 
ftitLlhzed the German soil, and their tM>uea lay 
mouldering beneath her green sods. 

Throughout all Europe, weeping mothers, wives, 
and children turned their sorrowful fdoes toward 
the land which had robbed them of their dear 
Joved ones ■ they were even deprived the painfully 
sweet consolation of weeping over those lonely 
and neglected graves. 

Losses were not only to be counted in myriads 
of mou, whoso blood had been ehed in vain, hut 
nneounted millions had been lavished upon the 
uiele^ strife. 

During thU war, the debt of England bad in- 
creased to BOTenty milhon pounda sterling; tfio I 



yearly mterc^t on the debt waa four and a M^ 
hon crowns. The Austnans caleulated tbdr Sf« 
at five hundred million guidons ; France at tvi 
thousand million livr^; Sweden was akijii 
bankrupt, and unfurtunato Saxony had to p} 
to Prussia during the w&r over syvcn 
crown a. 

In the strict meanmg of tlic term, Vr^m b; 
mado no debt, but she was, in fact, as mucb i^- 
poverbbed as her adversaries. The Prus;ja 
money whieh was circulated during the ivjir « 
worthless. 

At the dose of the war, all those who cstp^J 
these promissory notes shared the fate of tJs* rl*. 
man in the fairy tale. The mooey collected at tii3! 
turocd to ashea before morning, Thi& wii 
futal fruit of the wa^ which for seven yeais 
scourged Europe. Prussia, however, had 
to be satiaSed and even grateful, Althooghlw 
ing from a thousand wounds, e:shausted andftiut 
unto death, she promised a speedy recovery; j^ 
was full of youthful power and eneigT— li^ 
grown, morally, during this fievcn years' strage^ 
— had become great under the pressure of lii^ 
ship and self-denial, and now tanked vitl) ^ 
most powerful nations of Europe 

To-day, however, suflerlng and dostitutwn ^f^ 
forgotten ; only smiling, joyous faces were aea 
in Berlin, The whole city seemed to he b^ 
rated hj the goldea raya of fortune j no on* ^I^ 
peared to suffer, no one to moura for the 1*^^ 
and yet amoogst the ninety-eight thousand int^ 
itanta of Berlin, over thirty thousand nm"^ 
alma weekly— so that a third of the popfllati** 
wei-c objects of charity. To-day no one tliii*S»^ 
no one was hungry; all hearts wero mflt*7i*^ 
faces glad I 

Tliey had not seen their great King Frederci 
for seven years \ they would look upon hirnt*^? 
The TOyal family had wtived from Magdebuig. 
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Every one hastened to the streets to see Fred- 
erick, who on his departure bad been but the 
hero-kmg of Prussia, but who now, oa his retym^ 
was the hero of all Europe — whom all nations 
greeted — whose name waa uttered in Tartary, in 
Africa, with wonder and admiriition — yes, ia all 
parts of the civilizefi aod uncivilized world ! 

The streets were filled with laughing crowds ; 
all pressed toward the Frankfort gate, whete 
the king was to enter. The largest arch of tri- 
umph was erected over thia gate^ and all other 
streets were decorated somewhat in the same 
manner. Every eye was turned toward this 
Btreet; all were aiivaiting with loudly-beating 
liearts the appearance of that hero whose brow 
was decked with so many costly laurels. No heart 
was more impatienCj no one gazed so eagerly at 
the Frankfort gate as the good Marquis d' Argons ■ 
he stood at the head of the burghers, near the 
arch of triumph ; he bad organized the eltizens 
for this festal reception ; be had left his cher- 
ished retirement for love of bis roval friend \ to 
welcome him, he had ventured into the cutting 
wind of a cold March morning* For Frederick's 
sake he had mounted a horse, a deed of daring 
he had not ventured upon for many a year ; in 
his lively impatience, be even forgot the danger 
of being run away with or dragged in the duBt. 

The marquis knew well that nothing could be 
more disagreeable to the king than this public re- 
ception, but his heart was overflowing with hope 
and happiness, and he felt the neeeasity of sliout* 
ing his vivats in the sunny air. In the ^otism of 
his love, he forgot to rt^spect the preferences of 
the kmg. 

Perhaps Frederick suspected this triumph 
which his good Berliuora had prtjpared for him* 
Perhaps it appeared to his acute sensibilities and 
noble heart altogether inappropriate to welcome 
the returned soldiers with wild shouts of joy, whon 
so many thousand loved ones were lying buried 
on the bloody battle-field. Perhaps he did not 
wish to see Berlin, where his mother had so lately 
died, adorned in fcEtal array. 

Hour after hour passed. The sua was setting. 
The flowers which had been taken from the green- 
houses to decorate the arch of triumph, bowed 
theb lovely heads sadly in the rough March winds. 
The fresh, cool breeze whittled through the light 
draperies and displaced their artistic folds. Not- 
withstauding the euihuaiosro of the citizens, they 
began to be hungry, and to long greatly for the 
conclusion of these solecanities. Still the king 
came not. The Bcrlinera waited awhile longer, 
and then one after another quietly withdrew. This 
bad example was speedily imitated, and the 



gay corUge of rid era grew small by degrees and 
beautifully less. At sunset but a few hundred 
citizens remained at the gate, and even these he^ 
roic Spartans showed but little of the enthusiasm 
of the morning. 

Marquis d'Argens was in despair, and if Fred- 
erick had arrived at this moment he wonid have 
heard a reproachful phillipic from his mipatient 
friend instead of a hearty welcome. But fortune 
did not favor him so far as to give him the op- 
portunity to relieve his temper- The king did not 
appear. The marquis at last proposed to the cit- 
izens to get torches, and thus in spite of the dark- 
ness give to their king a glitt^ing reception. They 
agreed cheerfully, and the most of them dasheil 
off to the city to make the necessary prcparflr 
tions. 

The streets were soon brilliantly lighted, and 
now in the distance the king's aarriage was seen 
approaching. Throughout the vast train shout« 
and vivaU were heard, and the proud voices of 
this happy people filled the air as with the thun- 
der of artillery. 

** Long life to the king ! Long life to Frederick 
the Great!" 

The earnage came nearer and nearer, and now 
myriads of lights danced around it. The citizen a 
had returned with their toiHiheSj and the carriage 
of Frederick rolled on as if in a sea of fire. It 
drew ^p at the arch of triumph. The king rose 
and turned his face toward his people, who were 
shouting their glad welcome. The light from the 
torches fell i^pon his countenance, and their red 
lustre gave his ehcek a freah and youthful appear- 
ance. 

His subjects ea^v oneo more his sparkling, 
speaking eye, in which shone the same energy, 
the same imperial po^^er, aa in days gone by. 
They saw the soft, sympathetic smile which 
played around his eloquent iipa^they saw him, 
their king^ their hero, and were glad. They 
laughed and shouted with rapture. They stretched 
out their urms as if to clasp in one universal em- 
brace their dear*loved kiog^ who was so great, so 
beautiful, so far above them in his bright radi- 
ance. They threw him fond kisses, and every ut- 
terance of his namo seemed a prayer to God for 
hiij happiness. 

But one stood by the carriage who could not 
apeak — vvhose silent, trembling lips, were more 
eloquent than words. No language could esprcsa 
the delight of D^ Argons— no words could painb 
the emotion which moved lus soul and filled hig 
eyes with tears. 

The king recognized him, and holding out his 
hand invited him to take a seat in the carriage. 
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Then gliding ono more greeting U> his people, he 
said, "Onward — onward t^ Chiirlotttitibui^g." 

At a qujtik pace the carriage drovo through 
I^erriD. Tho^e who had not had the coupage and 
BtKDgth to n^ait the klog at the Frankfort gate^ 
were now crowding the streets to welt-ome hSra. 

Frederick did not raise him ad f again fvam the 
durk corner of the carriage, Uo left it to the 
Duke of Brunswick to return the Ealutationa of 
tlie people. He r<jmalned motiouleaa, and did not 
even appear to hear the 6h<>ata of hia Bubjects. 
Not onee did he raise his hand to greet thcm^ 
Dot a word passed his lips, 

Wht^n thej crossed the king's bridge and 
reached the castle groonds^ the people were as- 
Ecmbliid and closely crowded together. Frederick 
now raised himself, but he did not see them — be 
did not regard the brilMiintly illnnimated houses, 
or tbe grounds sparkling m & flood of light He 
turned slowly and sadly toward the castle — bis 
eye rested upon that dark, gloomy mass of atone, 
which arofie to the rights and contrasted mysteri- 
ously with the brilliant bonstjs around it. It 
looked Uke ft monstrous coffin surrounded by 
deatk-li^hts, Frederick gazed long and steadily 
at the castle. He raised his head once more, but 
not to greet hie eubjecta. He covered his face — 
be would not be looked at in hie grief. J>'Argens 
heai'd him murmur, " My mother^ oh my mother I 
Ob, my sister ! '* 

The Frussiana welcomed joyously the return of 
their great king, but Frederick thought only at 
this moment of those who could neirer return — 
tb03e whom death had torn from him forever. 
Onward, onward through the lighted ^treetii I All 
the inhabitauta of Berlin seemed to be abroad. 
This was a Roman triumph, well calculated to fill 
the heart of a sovereign with Just pride. 

The Berliners did not see ibat Frederick had no 
glance for them. Gloom and despair veiled his 
countenance^ and no one dreanied that this kingj 
uhom they delighted to honor, was at this proud 
moment a weeping son, a mourning brother^ 

At last the joyous, careless city lay behind 
them, ftnd they approached Charlottenburg, The 
noise and tumult gradually ceased^ and a welcome 
quiet ensued. Frederick did not utter one word, 
and no one dared to break the oppressive silenee. 
This triumphant procession seemed changed to a 
burial-march. The victor in so many battles 
seemed now mastered by his memories. 

The carruige drew up &t Chariot ten burg. The 
wide court was filled with the inhabitants of the 
little city, who welcomed the king as enthiisiasti- 
cally as th e Berliners h ad done^ Frederick saluted 
them abruptly, and Stepped quickly into the halU 



Tbe Ciistle had been changed into a temple at 
glory and beauty In honor of cbe kmg*a retuni. 
The pillars which supported it were wound ai^und 
with wreathe of lovely j fragrant blossoms ; coat 
ly draperies, gay fljigs, and emblems adorned the 
walls; the floors were coverod with H^h Tarkiah 
carpets ; the gilded candelabra^ sbed their variega- 
teil lights b every direction, irradiating the faces 
of the court cavaliers glittering with etars ani 
ordeis, and the rich toilets of the ladies. The tf- 
firct waa daE^ling. 

la the middle of the ope a space two ladica 
were standing^ one in royal attire^ sparkling in 
diamonds and gold embroideries, the otlter b 
mourning, with no ornament but pearls, the em- 
blem of tears. The one with a happj, hopeful 
face gazed at the king; the other with a sad, 
weary countenance, in which sickness 3,, aorrOTT^ 
and disappointment had drawn their heavy linein 
turned slowly toward him; her large eyc^s, rtd 
with weeping, were fiied upon him with an angry, 
reproachful eipreasion. 

Prederiok drawing near, recognized the queea 
and the Princess Amelia. At the sight of tbis 
dearly-beloved face, the queen, forgetting her usu- 
al timidity and assumed coldness, stepped ea^erk 
forward and offered both her band a to her hus- 
band. Her whole heart, the long-aupprt*33ed fer- 
vor of her souly spoke in her moist and glowing 
eyes. Her lips, which had so long been silent, 3<j 
long guarded their eweet secret, espressed, tboagi 
silendy, fond words of love, Elizabeth Cliri^dne 
was no longer young, no longer beautiful ; sh* 
bad passed through many y cat's of sufiTerlng ani 
inward stnigglcj but at this moment she ww 
lovely. The eternal youth of the soul lighted her 
fair brow— the flash of hope and happiness glim- 
mered in her eyes* But Frederick saw nothing 
of this, lie had no sympathy for this pale and 
gentle queen, now glowing with Titalitv^ He 
thought only of the dearly-loved queen and motlt* 
er who had gone down into the cold, dark grav^, 
Frederick bowed coldly to Elizabeth Christiae, 
and took both her hands m his a short moment 

** Madame," said he, " thia is a sad moment. 
Tlie queen my mother is missing from your side,^ 

Elizabeth Christine started painfully^ aod the 
hands which the king bad released fell power] e^ 
to her side. Frederick's harsh, cruel words had 
pierced her heart and qvienehed the tears of joy 
and hope which stood in her eyes. 

Elizabeth was incapablo of reply. Prineeaj 
Amelia came to ber relief, 

*■ If my brother, the king, while greeting us afUi 
his long absence, iJ unconscious of our prcaenee 
and se^ only the faces of tbe dead, he mu^t aUs/i 
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be forced to look ^ipon my uuliappy brother, 
Prince Augustus William, who died of a broken 
heart." 

The king*3 piercing eyes rested a moment with 
a strangely melancholy cxprcsijioii upon the sor- 
rowful, sickly face of the Priucess Amelm. 

"Not so, my sister,'^ said he^ so fitly and gently ; 
** I not only see those who have been torn from ua 
by death, I look upon and welcome gladly those 
who have been spared to me. I am happy to see 
you here to<lav, my sister.'^ 

Frederick offtircd Amelia, his hand, and bowitig 
silently to tha^e who were prescntj he entered hLs 
apartment^ followed only by the Marquis d'Ar- 
gens. 

Frederick stepped rapidly through the first room, 
scarcely looking at the new paintings which 
adorned the walls ; he entered his study and threw 
a long, thoughtful glance around this dear room. 
Every piece of funiiture, every book, recalled 
channing memories of the past—every thing stood 
as he had left it seven years ago* lie now foe the 
first time realized the joy of being again at home ; 
his country had received hlra and embraced him 
with loving arms. 

With glowing cheeks he turned toward the mar* 
quis, who was leaning agalnat the door behind 
hinu 

" Oh, D'Argena I it is sweet to b^ again in one's 
own native land— the peace of homo is sweet* 
The old furniture appears to welcome me ; that 
old chair stretches its arms wooingly toward 
me, as if to lure me to its bosom j and give 
me soft 8l(^p and sweet dreams in its embrace. 
Marquis, I feel a longing to gratify my old friend \ 
I yield to Its gentle, silent pleadings.'* 

Frederick stepped to the arm-chair and sank 
into it with an cjcprcssion of indescribable com- 
fort. 

** Ah, now I feel that I am indeed at home.^^ 

"Allow me," said D'Argena, "to say, your ma- 
jesty, what the dear old arm-chair^ in spite of its 
eloquence, cannot eipress. I, also^ am a piece 
of the old fumitiu>e of this dear room, and in the 
name of all my voiceless companions, I cry ^Wel- 
come to my king I * We weleome you to your coun- 
try and your borne. You return greater even 
than when you kft us. Your noble brow ia 
adorned with imperi^jbable laurels j your fame re- 
sounds throughout the earth, aod every nation 
wngs to you a hymn of victory,'* 

" Well, ivcll,'* said Frederick, smilingly, *^ do not 
look too sharply at my claims to such world-wide 
renown, or my fame will lose a portion of its lus- 
tre. You will sec that chance has dona almost 
every thing for me — niore than mj own valor and 



wisdom, and the bravery of my troops combined^ 
Chance has been my best ally durmg this entiro 
war,* Chaiice enabled me to escape the famine 
camp of Bunzelwitz — ^ihance gave me the victory 
over my enemies. Speak no more of my fame, 
marqula, at least not In this sacred room, where 
Cicero, Ccesar, Lucretius, and Thacydides look down 
upon us from the walLi ; where the voiceless booka 
with their gilded letters announce to us that we 
are surrounded by great spirits. Speak not of 
fame to me, D*Argens, when from yonder book- 
shelf I see the mime ofAthalie. I would rather 
have written Athalie^ than to have all the fame 
arising from this seven years' war." f 

" Herein I recognize the peaceful, noble tastes 
of my king,'^ said D'Argens, deeply moved; 
" years of hardship and victory have not changed 
him — the conquering hero b the loving friend and 
the wise philosopher, I knew this must be so — ^l 
knew the heart of my king ; I knew he would re- 
gard the day on which he gave peace to his people 
as far more glorious than any day of bloody bat* 
tie and triumphant victory. The d^y of peace to 
Prussia is the most glorious, tiie happiest day of 
her great king's life.'* 

Frederick shook his head softly, and gaaed with 
infinite sadness at bis friend's agitated counter 
nance, 

" Ah, D'Argens, believe me, the most beautiful, 
the happiest day is that on which we take leave 
of life.*' 

As Frederick turned his eyes away from his 
friend, they fell accidentally upon a porcehln vase 
which stood upon a table near his secretary j he 
sprang hastily from his chair. 

" IIow came this vase here ? '* he said, in n 
trembling voice. 

** Sire," said the marquis, '* the queen-mother, 
shortly before her death, ordered this vase to be 
placed in this room ; she prized it highly — it was 
a present from her royal brother, George IT. Her 
majesty wished that, on your return from the war, 
it might serve as a remembrance of your fond 
mother* At her command, I placed that jjacket 
of letters at the foot of the vase, after the queen- 
mother had sealed and addressed it with her dy- 
ing band,*' 

Frederick was silent ; he bowed hia head upon 
the vase, as if to cool his burning brow upon its 
eold, glassy surface. lie, perhaps, wished also to 
conceal from bis friend the tears which roUed 
slowly down his cheeks, and fell upon the packet 
of letters lying before Mm, 

The king kissed the packet reverentially, and 

• The klng'fl own wotd*. t Ihld, 
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examined with a deep sigh the trembling charao- 
ters traced by the hand of his beloved mother. 

" For my son — ^the king." 

Frederick read the address softly. " Alas I my 
dear mother, how poor you haye made me. I am 
V §w no longer a son — only a king ! " 

He bowed his head oyer the packet, and pressed 
lis mother^s writing to his lips, then laid the let- 
ers at the foot of the vase and remained standing 
•houghtfully before it. 

A long pause ensued. Frederick stood with 
folded arms before the vase, and the marquis 
leaned against the door behind him. Suddenly the 
king turned to him. 

" I beg a favor of you, marquis. Hasten to Ber- 
lin, and tell Benda he must perform the Te Deum 
of my dear Graun here in the castle chapel to- 
morrow morning at nine o'clock. I know the 
singers of the chapel can execute it — ^they gave it 
once after the battle of Leignitz. TeU Benda to 
make no difficulties, for it is my express wish to 
hear the music to-morrow morning. I trust to 
you, marquis, to see my wish fulfilled, to make the 
impossible possible, if you find it necessary. Call 
me capricious if you will, for desiring to hear this 
music to-morrow. I have so long been controlled 
by stern realities, that I will allow myself now to 
yield to a caprice." 

Ho gave his hand to the marquis, who pressed 
it to his lips. 

" Sire, to-morrow morning at nine o'clock the 
TeDeum shall be performed in the chapel, should 
I even be compelled to pass the night in arousing 
the musicians from their beds," 

The marquis kept his word ; he surmounted all 
difficulties, removed all objections. In vain Benda 
declared the organ in the chapel was out of tune, 
the performance impossible ; the marquis hastened 
to the organist and obliged him to put it in order 
that night. In vain the singers protested against 
singing this difficult music before the king with- 
out preparation ; D'Argens commanded them in 
the name of the king to have a rehearsal during 
the night. Thanks to his nervous energy and zeal, 
the singers assembled, and Benda stood before his 
desk to direct this midnight concert. 

When the clock struck nine the next morning 
every difficulty had been set aside, and every 
preparation completed. The organist was in his 
place, the organ in order; the musicians tuned 
their instruments, the singers were prepared, and 
the chapel-master, Benda, was in their midst, bdion 
in hand. 

All eyes were du^ected toward the door opposite 
the choir, through which the court must enter ; 
all hearts were beating with joyful expectation — 



all were anxious to see the king once more m ^ 
midst of his friends, in his family circle. "Erien 
one sympathized in the queen's happiness at bdng 
accompanied once more by her husband ; laying 
aside her loneliness and widowhood, and app^^ 
ing in public by his side. 

All eyes, as we have said, were impatient] j di- 
rected toward the door, waiting for the appear- 
ance of their majesties and the court. 

Suddenly the door opened. Yes, there was its 
king. He stepped forward very quietly, his head 
a little bowed down ; in the midst of the solenm 
stillness of the chapel his step resounded loudly. 

Yes, it was Frederick die Great, lie was alone, 
accompanied by no royal state, surroundd 
by no glittering crowd — ^but it was the king; ifi 
the glory of his msgesty, his endurance, and hb 
valor, radiant in the splendor of his heroic deeds 
and his great victories. 

Frederick seated himself slowly, gave one 
quick glance at the choir, and waved his hand to 
them. Benda ndsed his bdton and gave the sap 
to conmience. And now a stream of rich har- 
mony floated through the chapcL The organ, 
with its powerful, majestic tones ; the trumpets, 
with their joyous greeting ; the drums, with tiier 
thunder, and the soft, melting tones of the violin 
and flute, mingled together in sweet accord. 

The kmg, with head erect and eager connte 
nance, listened to the beautiful and melodious in- 
troduction. He seemed to be all ear, to have no 
other thought, no other passion than this music, 
which was wholly unknown to him. And noir, 
with a powerful accord, the sweetly-attuned hu- 
man voices joined in, and the choir sang in melt- 
ing unison the Te Deum Laudamnsj which re- 
sounded solemnly, grandly through the aisles. 
The king turned pale, and as the hynm of praise 
became more full and rich^ his head sank back 
and his eyes were fixed upon the floor. - 

Louder and fuller rose the solemn tones ; sud- 
denly, from the midst of the choir, a soft, melting 
tenor sang in a sweet, touching voice^ 2\iba mirwn 
spargeue sornun, Frederick's head sank still 
lower upon his breast, and at last, no longer able 
to restrain his tears, he covered his face with his 
hands. 

The lofty strains of this solemn hymn resounded 
through the empty church, which until now had 
been wrapped in gray clouds, but in a moment 
the sun burst from behind the clouds, darted its 
rays through the windows, and lighted up the 
church with golden glory. The king who, untO 
now, had been in the shadow of the cloud, wis 
as if by magic bathed in a sea of light. All eyes 
were fixed upon his bowed head, his face partiallv 
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covered with hia handi, and tbe teara gusli mg 
from his eje^j. 

No one could withstand the Eilent power of this 
scene ; the evea of tho singers filltjd with tears, 
and they could only coainnue their chant m ioft, 
broken, sobbing toneSj but Benda wag not angry ; 
he dared not look at them, lest the j might eeo that 
his own stern eyes were Teiled in tears* 

Frederick geemed more and more abBorbod in 
himself— lost in painful memoties. But the loud 
hosannas resounded and awakened him fram hia 
slumber ; ho dared ao longer give Mmflelf up to 
brooding. He arose slowly from hia seat, and si- 
lent and aloae^ eTen as he hud entered, he left the 
church. 



ouaptee it. 

PRINCE nENIiT, 

Skten years had passed since Prince Henry had 
left bis wife^ to fight with his brother against his 
enemies. During these long years of strife and 
contest, neither the king nor the prince hid re- 
turned to Berlin. Like tlie kingi he ako had won 
for himself fame nml glory tipen the battle*field. 
Much more fortunate, than his brother, he had 
won many Ti^^toriee^ tmd had uet sustained a sin- 
gle defeat with his army corps. More successful 
in an his undertakings than Frederickj perlmps 
also more deliberate ami careful, he had always 
chosen the right hour to attack the enemy j and 
was always prepared for any movenaenL HU 
thougbtfulness and energy had more than once 
released the king from some disagreeable or dan- 
gerous position. To the masterly manner in 
which Prince Henry managed to finite his forces 
with those of his brother after the hattle of Kii- 
nersdorf, the king owed his escape from the ene- 
mies which then surrounded him. And to the 
great and glorious victory gained by Prince Henry 
over the troops of the empire and of Austria at 
Frdberg, the present happy peace was to be at- 
tributed. This battle had subdued the courage 
of the Austrian^, and had filled the generals of the 
troops of the empire with each terror, that they 
declared at once their unwillingness to continue 
the war, and their determination to return with 
their forces to thoir different countriei* 

The battle of Freiberg was the last battle of the 
Seven Years* War. It brought to Prince Henry 
such laurels as the king hod gained at LeignitE 
and Torgau ; it placed him at hjs brother^s side as 
an equal. Frederick saw It without envy or bit- 
terness, and rejoiced in the Adn^s of his great 



soul, in his brother's fame. "Wlien he found him 
self, for the first time after the Seven Tears' Warj 
surrounded at Berlin by the pTinces and generals, 
he advanced with a cordial smile to his brother, 
and laying his hand gently on his shoulder, said 
aloud : 

" You see hei-e, sirs, the only one amongst m 
all who did Bot commit a singk^ mistake during 
the war I " 

Seven years had passeil since Prince Henry had 
seen his young wife, Princess Wiihelinitia, He 
could at last return to her — to Ills beloved Ehelns- 
berg, and find rest after his many years of wan* 
dering» He had written to the princess, and rc- 
q^uested her not to meet him in Berlin, but to find 
some pretext for remaining at Rheinsbcrg, His 
proud soul could not endure the thought that the 
woman he loved, who appeared to hira fit to grace 
the first throne of the world, would occupy an in- 
ferior position at court — ►would have to stand bo- 
hind the queen. He had never envied the king 
his crown Or his position , but his heart now eraveci 
the crown of the queen, for the brow of his own 
beautiful wife, who seemed much better fitted to 
wear it than the gentlej timid Elizabeth Christine. 
Princess Wilhehnina had therefore remahied at 
Kheinsberg, feigning sickness. 

It was night I The eastle of Rheinsberg glit- 
tered with the light of tho torches by ^vhich the 
gates were adorned^ to welcome the prince to his 
home. The saloons and halls were brilliantly 
ligbtcfl, and in them a gay, merry crowd was as- 
sembled. All the princess friends and acquaint- 
ances had been invited by Princess Wilhelmhia 
to greet his return. 

Every thing in the castle bore the apjiearanco 
of happiness — all seemed gay and cheerful. But 
still, there was one whose heart was bedting anx- 
iously at the thought of the approaehiDg hour — 
it was the Princess Wilhelmina, She was gor- 
geoualy dressed ■ diamonds glittered on her brow 
and throat] bright roses gleamed upon her breast, 
and a smile was on her full, red lips. No one 
knew the agony this smile cost her I No one 
knew that the red which burned upon her cheek 
was caused, not by joy, but terror 1 

Yes, terror I She was afraid of this meeting, in 
whieh she was to receive the prince as her loved 
husband, while, during the long years of absence, 
he had become a perfect strauger to her. Not 
even boimd to him by the daily occurrences of 
life, she had no sympathies with tho husband who 
had been forced upon her^ aud who had once con- 
temptuously put aside the timid heart that was 
then prepared to love him. This Stranger she 
was no# to meet with every sign of l^jve^ because 
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be had one day waked up to the conviction that 
the heart he had once spumed was worthy of him. 
It was her duty now to return this loye— to con- 
secrate the rich treasures of her heart to him who 
had once scorned them. Her soul rose in arms at 
this thought like an Insulted lioness, and she felt 
some of that burning hatred that the lioness feels 
for her master who wishes to tame her with an 
iron rod. The prince was to her but her master, 
who had bound and held her heart in irons, to 
keep it from escapmg from him. 

During these seven long years, she had expe- 
rienced all the freedom and happiness of girlhood ; 
her heart had beat with a power, a fire condemned 
by the princess herself, but which she was inca- 
pable of extinguishing. 

Trembling and restless, she wandered through 
the rooms, smiling when she would have given 
worlds to have shrieked out her pain, her agony ; 
decked in splendid garments, when she would 
gladly have been in her shroud. Every sound, 
every step, filled her with terror, for it might an- 
nounce the arrival of her husband, whom she 
must welcome with hypocritical love and joy. 
Could she but show him her scorn, her hatred, her 
indifference I But the laws of etiquette held her 
in their stem bonds and would not release her. 
She was a princess, and could not escape from 
the painful restraints of her position. She had ' 
not the courage to do so. At times in her day- 
dreams, she longed to leave all the cold, deceitfu. 
glare, by which she was surrounded — to go to 
some far-distant valley, and there to live alone 
and unknown, by the side of her lover, where no 
etiquette would disturb their happiness — where 
she would be free as the birds of the air, as*care- 
less as the flowers of the field. But these wild 
dreams vanished when the cold, cmel reality ap- 
peared to her. By the side of the once-loving 
woman stood again the princess, who could not 
surrender the splendor and magnificence by which 
she was surrounded. She had not the courage 
nor the wish to descend from her height to the 
daily life of common mortals. There was dissen- 
sion in her soul between the high-bom princess 
and the loving, passionate woman. She was ca- 
pable of making any and every sacrifice for her 
love, but she had never openly confessed this 
love, and even in her wildest dreams she had nev- 
er thought of changing her noble name and posi- 
tion for those of her lover. She could have fled 
with him to some distant valley, but would she be 
happy ? Would she not regret her former life ? 
Princess Wilhelmina felt the dissension in her 
soul, and therefore she trembled at the thought 
of her husband^s return. This mectmg would de- 



cide her whole future. Perhaps she could stillbi 
saved. The prince, returning covered with fam 
and crowned with laurels, might now win her Iotc 
and drive frt>m her heart eyery other thoogbi 
But if he cannot win it — if his return is oot 
su£Scient to loosen the chains which bind her- 
then she was lost — then she could not resist the 
intoxicating whispers luring her to min. 

These were Princess Wilhelmina's thoughta 33 
she leaned against a window of the brilliant ball- 
room, the protection of whose heavy curtains she 
had sought to drive for a moment from hv &ee 
the gay snule and to breathe out the sighs tht 
were almost rending her heart. She was gazicg 
at the dark night without — at the bright, sturj 
sky above. Her lips moved in a low prayer--hs 
timid soul tumed to God with its fears. 

"0 God, my Godl" murmured she, "staai 
by me. Take from me the sinful thoughts tint 
fill my heart Hake me to love ray husband. 
Keep my soul free from shame and sin.^ 

Hasty steps, loud, merry Yoices from the haD, 
disturbed her dreams. She left her retreat, meet- 
ing everywhere gay smiles and joyous faces. A; 
the door stood the prince her husband. He ad- 
vanced eagerly to her side, and ignoring etiqaette 
and the gay assemblage alike he pressed Ha 
princess to his heart and kigsed her on both cheeb. 

Wilhelmina drew from him in deadly terror, 
and a burning anger filled her heart. Had ^ 
loved the prince, this public demonstration of B 
tenderness would perhaps have pleased and sarelj 
been forgiven by her. As it was, she took his 
embrace and kbses as an insult, which was only 
to be endured by compulsion — ^for which she would 
surely revenge herself. 

Prince Henry was so joyous, so happy at 
meeting his wife once more, that he did not notice 
her embarrassed silence, her stiff haughtiness, an^i 
thought she shared his joy, his delight. 

This confidence seemed to the princess presump- 
tuous and humiliating. She confessed to hersdf 
that the prince's manners were not in the least 
improved by his long campaign — that they were 
somewhat bnuqm. He took her hand t^iderlj; 
leading her to a divan, and seated himself beside 
her, but suddenly jumping up he leffc her, and re- 
turned in a few moments with his friend Couat 
Kalkreuth. 

" Permit me, Wilhelmina," said he, " to intro- 
duce to you again my dear friend and companicBi 
in arms. Men say I have won some fame, but 1 
assure you that if it is true, Kalkreuth deserres 
the largest share, for he was the gardener irho 
tended my laurels with wise and prudent hands. 
I commend him, therefore, to your kindness and 
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friendsliip, Wilhelinmaj niid bcff you to evince 
for him a part of tbat aHbction you owe to me, 
and which causes my happinesg*" 

There was something bo noble, so open, and 
knightly in the prince'a manner, tbnt Count Eal- 
kreuth', deeply touched, thought in hia heart for a 
moment that he would not deceive this noble 
friend with treachery and faithlessness. 

The prince's words had a different efiTect upon 
the princess. Instead of being touched by Ids 
great confidence in ber^ she was insults. It in- 
dicated great arrogance and self-conceit to be 
so sure of her love aa to see no danger, hut to 
bring his friend to her and commend him to lier 
kindness. It hiimiUated her for the prince to 
speak with such confidence of her affection as of 
a thing impossible to lo^e. She doterminedj tbcre- 
fore, to punish bim. With a bright smile, ebe 
held out her hand to the count, and said to him a 
few kind words of welcome. How she had trem- 
bled at the thought of this meeting — how she bad 
blushed at the thougbt of standing beside tbc 
count with the conviction that not one of ber 
words was forgotten — that the confession of love 
she had made to the departing soldier belonged 
now to the returned nobleman I But her hus- 
band's confidence had shorn the meeting of all 
its terror, and made the road she bad to travel 
easy. 

The count bowed deeply before her and pressed 
her hand to his lips. She rct^uned the pressure 
of his hand, and, as be raised his head and Sxed 
an almost imploring glance upon her, he encoun- 
tered her eyes beaming with unutterable love. 

The court assembly stood in groups, looking 
with cold, inquisitive eyes at the piquant scene 
the prince in the innocence of his heart had pre^ 
pared for them^ — which was to them an inimitable 
jest, an excellent amusement. They all knew — ' 
what the prince did not fer a moment suspect— 
that Count Kalkrcuth adored the prinoeas. They 
now desired to see if ttds love was returned by the 
princess, or suffered by her as a coquette. 

None had gazed at this scene with such breath- 
less sympathy, lauch cruel joy^ as Madame du 
Trouffle. Being one of tbe usual circle at Rheins- 
berg, she had been invited by the princess to the 
present fetey and it seemed to her very amusing 
to receive her own husband, not at their bome^ 
but at the castle of her former lover. Majot du 
Trouffle was on the prince's staff, and had aeeom- 
panied him to Rheinaberg. 

Louise had not as yet found time to greet her 
ousband. Her glance was fiied eagerly upon the 
princess; she noticed ber every movementj her 
every look ; she watched every emlle, every quiver I 



of ber lip. Her husband flt<iod at her side — 
he had been there for some timCj greeting ber 
in low, tender words — but Louise did not attenC 
to him. She seemed not to see him ; her whole 
soul was in htir eyes, and they were occupied with 
tbe princess. Suddenly sbe turns her sparkhng 
eyes upon ber husband and murmurs: '^Heislostl 
His laurels will be insufficient to cover the brand 
which from to-day on will glow upon hia brow I " 
Her husband looked at her in amazement. 

*' Is this your welcome, after seven long years 
of absence, Louise ? " said he^ sadly. 

She laid ber hand hastily upon his arm, saying, 
" Husb, hush I " Once more she gazed at the 
prineeas, who was talking and laughing gayly with 
bfir husband and Count Kalkreuth, **How her 
cheeks glow, and what tender glances she throws 
him 1 '^ murmui^ Louise, "Ah ! tbe prince bas 
fallen a victim to hia ingenuousness 1 Verily, he 
is again praising the merits of his friend- He 
telLi her how Kalkreuth saved his life — -how ho 
received the blow meant for his own head. Poor 
prince I You will pay J early for the wound Kal- 
kreuth received for you. I said, and I repeat it 
—be i^ lost [ " 

Her husband looked at her aa If he feared flbe 
bad gone mad duriug bis absence. *' Of whom do 
yea speak, Loui^^e ? " whispered he. ^' What d^ 
you mean ? Will you not apeak one word of wel- 
come to me to convince me that yon know m^^— 
that T have not become a stranger to you? " 

Tbe princeas now aros^e from her seat, and lean- 
ing on ber husband ^s arm she passed through the 
room, talking merrily with Count Kalkreuth at her 
aide. 

** They have gone to the conservatory/^ said 
Ionise, grasping her husband's arm. "We wiU 
also go and find some quiet, deserted place where 
we can talk undisturbed.'' 



CHAPTEE III. 

MOTHER XVP DAUGHTER. , 

Louise du TaouFFLE drew her husband onward, 
and tbey both followed silently the great crowd 
wbieb Vi&a now entering the splendidly illununor 
ted conservatories. The view oftyred to the eye wag 
sopei'b. You seemed to be suddenly transplanted 
as if by magic from the stiffi| ceremonious court- 
saloofus uito the fresh, fra^ant, blooming world 
of nature. You breathed with rapture the odor 
of those rare and lovely flowers whit^h were ar- 
ranged in picturesque or<ler between the evergreen 
myrtles and oranges The windows, and indeed 
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the ceiling were entirely covered with vines, and 
seemed to give color to the illusion that you were 
really walking in an open alley. Colored Chinese 
balloons attached to fine chains, fell from the ceil- 
ing, and seemed to float like gay butterflies be- 
tween the trees and flowers. They threw their 
soft, faint, many-colored lights through these en- 
chanting halls, on each side of which little grot- 
toes had been formed by twining together myrtles, 
palms, and fragrant bushes. Each one of these 
held a little grass-plot, or green divan, and these 
were so arranged that the branches of the palms 
were bent down over the seats, and concealed 
those who rested there behind a leafy screen. 

To one of these grottoes Louise now led her 
husband. " We will rest here awhile," said she. 
" This grotto has one advantage — ^it lies at the 
comer of the wall and has but one open side, and 
leafy bushes are thickly grouped about it. We 
have no listeners to fear, and may chat together 
frankly and harmlessly. And now, first of all, 
welcome, my husband — welcome to your home I " 

"God be thanked, Louise — God be thanked 
that you have at last known how to speak one 
earnest word, and welcome me to your side I Be- 
lieve me, when I say that through all these weary 
years, each day I have rejoiced at the thought of 
this moment. It has been my refreshment and my 
consolation. I truly believe that the thought of 
you and my ardent desire to see you was a talis- 
man which kept death afar ofiEl It seemed to me 
impossible to die without seeing you once more. 
I had a firm conviction that I would live through 
the war and return to you. Thus I defied the 
balls of the enemy, and have returned to repose 
on your heart, my beloved wife — after the storms 
and hardships of battle to fold you fondly in my 
arms and never again to leave you." He threw his 
arms around her waist, and pressed his lips with a 
tender kiss upon her mouth. 

Louise sufifered this display of tend^^rness for 
one moment, then slipped lightly under his arms 
and retreated a few steps. 

" Do you know," said she, with a low laugh, 
"that was a true, respectable husband^s kiss; 
without energy and without fire ; not too cold, 
not too warm — the tepid, lukewarm tenderness of 
a husband who really loves his wife, and might 
be infatuated about her, if she had not the mis- 
fortune to be his wife ? " 

"Ahl you are still the old Louise," said the 
major merrily ; " still the gay, coquettish, unsteady 
butterfly, who, with its bright, variegated wings, 
knows how to escape, even when fairly caught in 
the tolls. I love you just as you are, Louise ; I 
r^oice to find you just what I left you. You 



will make me young again, child ; ty your side I 
will learn again to laugh and be happy. Wi 
have lost the power to do either amidst the h 
tigues and hardships of our rude campaigns." 

" Yes, yes," said Louise ; " we dismissed yoi 
handsome, well-formed cavaliers, and you retaa 
to us clumsy, growling bears ; good-humored bm 
savage pets, rather too willing to learn again K 
dance and sing. The only question is, will tin 
women consent to become bear-leaders, and lead 
the uncultivated pets their steps ? " 

" Well, they will be obliged to do thL%" sii 
the major, laughing. ** It is their duty." 

" Dear friend, if you begin already to remitl 
us of our duty, I fear your cause is whoDjk 
Come, let us sit here awhile upon this grass-pis 
and talk together." 

" Yes, you will be seated, but I do not fs 
exactly why we should talk together. Iwonli 
much rather close your laughing, rosy lips ^^ 
kisses." He drew her to his side, and was ab:-: 
to carry out this purpose, but Louise wared ii; 
off: 

" If you do not sit perfectly quiet by my siJ;. 
said she, " I will unfold the gay wings, of wiii 
you have just spoken, and fly far away!" 

"Well, then, I will sit quietly; but mayU'^ 
be permitted to ask my shy prudish mistress '5' 
I must do so ? " 

"Why? Well, because I wish to givei' 

savage pet his first lecture aftier his return. T- 

lecture begins thus : When a man remains al)-^- 

from his wife seven years, he has no rig^' ^ 

return as a calm, confident, self-assured in 

band, with his portion of home-baked tenderne* 

he should come timidlv, as a tender, attentui 

* .J 

enamored cavalier, who woes his mistress »> 

draws near to her humbly, tremblingly, ao^^ ^ 

missively — not looking upon her as his ^'^^ ^' 

as the fair lady whose love be may hope to^^ 

, "But why, Lomse, should we take nf^^ 

such dissimulation, when we are assured of yi^ 

love?" 

"You are assured of nothing! How can J^ 

be so artless as to believe that these seven J* 

have passed by and left no trace, and th^^j 

feel exactly to-day as we did before this fei" 

war ? When you have opened the door and f 

liberty to the bird whose wings you have 

and whose wild heart you have tamed in»<^: 

when the captive flies out into the fresfl, 

air of God, floats merrily along in ^^ 

of rejoicing, laughing Nature — will he, "^-^ 

have passed, will he, if you shall please to 



once more to imprison him, return 



wnW/ 



his cage ? I believe you would have i^ 



eatJs' 
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him a long time — to whisper soft, loving, flat- 
tering words, and place in the cage the rarest 
dainties before you could induce him to yield up 
his golden freedom, and to receive you once more 
as his lord and master. But if you seek to arrest 
him with railmg and threats — with wise and grave 
essays on duty and constancy — ^he will swing 
himself on the lofty branch of a tree, so high that 
you cannot follow, and whistle at you ! " 

" You are right, I believe," said Du Trouffle, 
thoughtfully. " I see to-day a new talent in you, 
Louise ; you have become a philosopher." 

" Yes, and I thirst to bring my wisdom to bear 
against a man," said Louise, laughingly. " I hope 
you will profit by it I Perhaps it may promote 
your happiness, and enable you to recapture 
your bu-d. You will not at least make ship- 
wreck on the breakers agamst which the good 
prince dashed his head to-day ; he was wounded 
and bleeding, and will carry .the mark upon his 
brow as long as he lives." 

" What has he done which justifies so melan- 
choly a prognostication ? " 

" What has he done ? He returned to his wife, 
not as a lover but as a husband ; he did not kiss 
her hand tremblingly and humbly and timidly — 
seek to read in her glance if she w^re inclined to 
favor him ; he advanced with the assurance of a 
conquering hero, and before the whole world he 
gave her a loud, ringing kiss, which resounded 
like the trump of victory. The good prince 
thought that because the outside war was at an 
end and you had made peace with your enemies, 
all other strifes and difficulties had ceased, and 
you had all entered upon an epoch of everlasting 
happiness ; that, by the sides of your fond and 
faithful wives, you had nothing to do but smoke 
the calumet of peace. But he made a great and 
dangerous mistake, and he will suffer for it. I tell 
you, friend, the war which you have just closed 
was less difficult, less alarming than the strife 
which will now be carried on in your families. 
The wicked foe has abandoned the battle-field to 
you, but he is crouched down upon your hearths 
and awaits you at the sides of your wives and 
daughters." 

" Truly, Louise, your words, make me shudder ! 
and my heart, which was beating so joyfully, 
seems now to stand still." 

Louise paid no attention to his words, but went 
on: 

" You say the war is at an end. I believe it 
has just begun. It will be carried on fiercely in 
every house, in every family ; many hearts will 
break, many wounds be given, and many tears be 
shed before we shall have household peace. All 



those fond ties which united men and women, 
parents and children, have been shaken, or torn 
apart ; all contracts are destroyed or undermined. 
In order to endure, to live through these fearful 
seven years, every one gave himself up to frivolity 
— the terrible consequence is, that the whole 
world has become light-minded and frivolous. 
We do not look upon life with the same eyes as 
formerly. To enjoy the present moment — to 
snatch that chance of happiness from the fleeting 
hour, which the next hour is chasing and may 
utterly destroy — seems the only aim. Love is an 
amusement, constancy a phantom, in which no 
one believes — which is only spoken of in nursery 
fairy tales. The women have learned, by ex- 
perience, that their husbands and lovers did not 
die of longing to see them ; that they themselves, 
after the tears of separation, which perhaps 
flowed freely a long time, were once quenched, 
could live on alone; that independence had its 
bright side and was both agreeable and comfort- 
able. The history of the widow of Ephesus is 
repeated every day, my friend. The women wept 
and were melancholy a long*time after the sepa- 
ration from their husbands, but at last they 
could not close their ears to the sweet, soft words 
of consolation which were whispered to them ; at 
last they realized that incessant weeping and 
mourning had its wearisome and monotonous side, 
that the dreary time flew more swiftly if they 
sought to amuse themselves and be happy. They 
allowed themselves to be comforted, in the ab- 
sence of their husbands, by their lovers, and they 
felt no reproach of conscience; for they were 
convinced that their truant husbands were doing 
the same thing in their long separation — were 
making love to ' the lips that were near.' " 

" Did you think and act thus, Louise ? " said 
Major, du Trouffle, in a sad and anxious tone, 
looking his wife firmly in the eye. 

Louisa laughed with calm and unconcern. 

" My friend," said she, " would I have told all 
this to you, if I had committed the faults I charge 
upon others f I have been inactive but observ- 
ant ; that has been my amusement, my only dis- 
traction, and my observations have filled me with 
amazement and abhorrence. I have drawn from 
these sources profound and philosophic lessons. 
I have studied mankmd, and with full conviction 
I can assure you the war is not at an end, and, 
instead of the palm of peace, the apple of dis- 
cord will flourish. Men no longer believe in con. 
stancy or honesty, every man suspects his neigh- 
bor and holds him guilty, even as he knows him- 
self to be guilty. Every woman watches the con- 
duct of other women with malicious curiosity ; she 
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seems to herself less guilty when she finds that 
others arc no better than herself; and when, an- 
happilj) she does not find that her friend is false 
or faithless, she will try to make her appear so ; 
if the truth will not serve her purpose, she will, 
by slander and scandal, draw a veil over her own 
shis. Never was there as much treachery and 
crime as now. Calumny stands before every door, 
and will whisper such evil and fearful things in 
the ears of every returned soldier, that he will be- 
come wild with rage, and distrust his wife, no 
matter how innocent she may be." 

" I shall not be guilty of this fault," said Major 
du Trouffle. " If I find slander lying in wait at 
my door, I will kick it from me and enter my 
home calmly and smiUngly, without having lis- 
tened to her whispers, or, if I have heard them 
involuntarily, without believing them." 

" Then there will be at least one house in Ber- 
lin where peace will reign," said Louise, sweetly, 
*' and that house will be ours. I welcome you in 
the name of our lares^ who have been long joy- 
fully awaiting you. I have also an agreeable sur- 
prise for you." 

*' What surprise, Louise ? " 

" You often told me that my daughter Camilla 
disturbed your happiness, that she stood like a 
dark cloud over my past, which had not belonged 
to you." 

*' It is true ! I could not force my heart to 
love her ; her presence reminded me always that 
you had been loved by another, had belonged 
to another, and had been made thoroughly 
wretched." 

" Well then, friend, this cloud has been lifted 
up, and this is the surprise which awaited your 
return home. Camilla has been married more 
than a year." 

*' Married ! " cried the major, joyfully ; " who it 
the happy man that has undertaken to tame this 
wilful child, and warm her cold heart ? " 

" Ask rather, who is the unhappy man who was 
enamored with this lovely face, and has taken a 
demon for an angel? " sighed Louise. " He is a 
young, distinguished, and wealthy Englishman, Lord 
Elliot, an attacM of the English embassy, who ful- 
filled the duties of mmister during the absence of 
the ambassador, Lord Mitchel, who was generally 
at the headquarters of the king." 

" And Camilla, did she love him ? " 

Louise shrugged her shoulders. 

" When he made his proposals, she declared 
herself ready to marry him ; but, I believe, his 
presence was less agreeable and interesting to her 
than the splendid gifts he daily brought her." 
, " But, Louise, it was her free choice to marry 



him ? You did not persuade her ? you did not, 1 
hope, in order to humor my weakness, induce her 
by entreaties and representations to marry against 
her will?" 

" My friend," said Louise, with the proud air 
of an injured mother, "however fondly I may 
have loved you, I would not have sacrifi.ced for 
you the happiness of an only child. Camilla 
asked my consent to her marriage after she bad 
obtained her father^s permission, and I gave it 
The marriage took place three days after the en- 
gagement, and the young pair made a bridal- 
trip to England, from which they returned a few 
months since." 

" And where are they now ? " 

" They live in Berlin in an enchanting villa, 
which Lord Elliot has converted into a palace for 
his young wife. You will see them this evening 
for they are both here, and — ^*' 

Louise ceased to speak ; a well-known voice in- 
terrupted the silence, and drew nearer and nearer. 
" Ah," whispered she, lightly, " the proverb is fol- 
filled, * Speak of the wolf, and he appears.' That 
is Lord Elliot and Camilla speaking with such 
animation. Let us listen awhile." 

The youthful pair had now drawn near, and 
stood just before the grotto. 

*' I find it cruel, very cruel, to deny me ev&j 
innocent pleasure," said Camilla, with a harsh, 
displeased voice. " I must live like a nun who 
has taken an eternal vow ; I am weary of it" 

" Oh, my Camilla, you slander yourself whec 
you say this ; you are not well, and you must be 
prudent. I know you better than you know your- 
self, my Camilla. Your heart, which is clear and 
transparent as crystal, lies ever unveiled before 
me, and I listen with devout love to its every 
pulse. I am sure that you do not wish to dance 
to-day, my love." 

" I wish to dance, and I will dance, because it 
gives me pleasure." 

" Because you are like a sweet child and like 
the angels," said Lord Elliot, eagerly; "your 
heart is gay and innocent You are like a flutto- 
ing Cupid, sleeping in flower-cups and dreaming 
of stars and golden sunshine ; you know nothing 
of earthly and prosaic thoughts. I must bind 
your wings, my beauteous butterfly, and hold you 
down in the dust of this poor, pitiful world. Wait, 
only wait till you are well ; when your health is 
restored, you shall be richly repaid for all your 
present self-denial. Every day I will procure yoa 
new pleasures, prepare you uew/etea; you shall 
dance upon carpets of roses like an dfia 
queen." 

" You promise me that ? " said Camilla ; "job 
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promise me that you will not prevent my dancing 
as much and as gayly as I like ? " 

** I promise you all this, Camilla, if you will 
only not dance now." 

" Well," sighed she, " I agree to this ; but I fear 
that my cousin, Count Kindar, will be seriously 
displeased if I suddenly refuse him the dance I 
promised him." 

" He will excuse you, sweetheart, when I beg 
him to do so," said Lord Elliot, with a soft smile. 
** I will seek him at once, and make your excuses. 
Be kind enough to wait for me here, I will return 
immediately." He kissed her fondly upon the 
brow, and hastened off. 

Camilla looked after him and sighed deeply; 
then, drawing back the long leaves of the palm, 
she entered the grotto ; she stepped hastily back 
when she saw that the green divan was occupied, 
and tried to withdraw, but her mother held her 
and greeted her kindly. 

Camilla laughed aloud. " Ah, mother, it ap- 
pears as if I am to be ever m yoiu* way ; although 
I no longer dwell in your house, I still disturb 
your pleasures. But I am discreet; let your 
friend withdraw ; I will not see him ; I will not 
know his name, and when my most virtuous hus- 
band returns, he will find only two modest gentle- 
women. Go, sir ; I will turn away, that I may 
not see you." 

" I rather entreat you, my dear Camilla, to turn 
your lovely face toward me, and to greet me 
kindly," said Major du Trouffle, stepping from be- 
hind the shadow of the palm, and giving his hand 
to Camilla. 

She gazed at him questioningly, and when at 
last she recognized him, she burst out into a mer- 
ry peal of laughter. " Truly," said she, " my 
mother had a rendezvous with her husband, and I 
have disturbed an enchanting marriage chirping. 
You have also listened to my married chirp, and 
know all my secrets. Well, what do you say, 
dear stepfather, to my mother having brought me 
so soon under the wi/*, and made her wild, fool- 
ish little Camilla the wife of a lord ? " 

" I wish you happiness with my whole soul, 
dear Camilla, and rejoice to hear from your 
mother that you have made so excellent a choice, 
and are the wife of so amiable and intellectual a 
man." 

*^ So, does mamma say that Lord Elliot is all 
that ? She may be right, I don't understand these 
things. I know only that I find his lordship un- 
speakably wearisome, that I do not understand a 
word of his intellectual essays, though my lord 
declares that I know every thing, that I under- 
stand every thing, and have a most profound intel- 



lect. Ah, dear stepfather, it is a terrible misfortune 
to be so adored and worshipped as I am ; I am 
supposed to be an angel, who by some rare acci- 
dent has fallen upon the earth." 

" Trul^ a misfortune, for which all other women 
would envy you,'* said the major, kugbing. 

"Then they would make a great mistake," 
sighed Camilla. '* I for my part am weary of this 
homage; I have no desire to be, I will not con- 
sent to be an anj^ol \ I wish only to be a beautiful, 
rich young woman and to enjoy my life. Do what 
I will, my husband looksi at every act of folly from 
an ideal sttknd- point, and finds thus new material 
for worship ; be will force me at last to some wild, 
insane act Iti order to convince LIdq that I am no 
angel, but a weak child of earth." 

"You were filmost in the act of committing 
such a folly this evening," said her mother^ 
sternly. 

"Ah, you mean that I wialicd to dance* But 
only think, mamma, with whom I wished to dance, 
with my cousin, whom all the world calls * the 
handsome Kindar,* and who dances so gloriously, 
that it is a delight to see bim, and blisi to float 
about with him. lie only returned this evening, 
and he came at nnce to me aud greeted me bo lov- 
ingly, so tenderly j you know, mamma, we have al- 
ways loved each other fondly. When I told him 
I was married, he turned pale and looked at me to 
sorrowfully, and tears were in bia eye^. Oil, 
mamma, why was, I obliged to wed Lord Elliot, 
who is so grave, bo wise, so learned, so virtuou,^, 
and with whom it Is ever so wearisome ? Why did 
you not let me wait till Kindar returned, who is 
so handsome^ so gay, so ignorant, before whom I 
should never have been forced to blush, no mat- 
ter how foolish I bad been, and with whom I 
should never have been weary ? " 

"But how did you know that the handsome 
Kindar wished to marry you ? '* said Louise, 
laughing. 

" Oh, yes, nnamma, I knew it well ; he has often 
told me fio, even when I was a little girl and he 
was a cadet. This dreadful war is the cause of 
all my misery ; it led to his promotion, then he 
must join his regiment ; then, alas [ I muist marry 
another before his return," 

" Yes, but a noble, intellectual, and honorable 
cavalier, who does honor to jour choice,^* said 
Du Trouffle. 

" Lord Elliot has red hair, equinta with both 
eyes, and is so long and meagre that be loofca 
more like an eiclamation-point than a man. IVhen 
he appears before me in his yellow-gray riding cos- 
tume, I am always reminded of tbo great mm^ 
spiel you gave rae once, stepfathep, who had 
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iuch long, high legs, I used to creep under them ; 
and when he lies like a windapiel at my feet, and 
squints at me, his eyes seem tied up in knots, 
and I never know if he is really looking at me, or 
is about to fall into a swoon. Now., stepfather, 
do you not find that Lord Elliot docs nonor to my 
taste?" 

" Certainly, and all the more because your choice 
proves that you appreciate the true dignity and 
beauty 'of a man, and his outward appearance 
seems to you comparatively insignificant." 

" Alas, alas ! now you begin also to attribute 
noble and exalted motives to me," said Canulla, 
pathetically. "No, no, stepfather, I am not so 
sublime as you think, and I should not have mar- 
ried Lord Elliot if mamma and myself had not 
both indulged the ardent wish to be released from 
each other. Mamma is too young and too beauti- 
ful to be willing to have a grown-up daughter who 
is not ugly by her side, and I was too old to be 
locked up any longer in the nursery, so I stepped 
literally from the nursery to the altar, and became 
the wife of Lord Elliot ; so mamma and myself 
were freed from the presence of each other, and I 
thought that a time of joy and liberty would bloom 
for me. But, alas, I have only changed my cage ; 
formerly I was confined in a nursery, now my 
prison is a temple, because my husband says I am 
too elevated, too angelic to come in contact with 
the pitiful world. Ah, I long so for the world ; I 
am so thirsty for its pleasures, I would so gladly 
take full draughts of joy from its golden cup I My 
husband comes and offers me a crystal shell, filled 
with heavenly dew and ether dust, which is, I sup- 
pose, angels* food, but he does not remark that I 
am hungering and thirsting to death. Like King 
Midas, before whose thirsty lips every thing 
turned to gold, and who was starving in the midst 
of all his glory, I beseech you, stepfather, under- 
take the rdle of the barber, bore a hole and cry 
out in it that I have ass's ears — ears as long as 
those of King Midas. Perhaps the rushes would 
grow again and make known to my lord the sim- 
ple fact, which up to this time he refuses to be- 
lieve, that I am indeed no angel, and he would 
cease to worship me, and allow me to be gay and 
happy upon the earth like every other woman. 
But come, come, stepfather, I hear the earnest 
voice of my husband in conversation with my mer- 
ry, handsome cousin. Let us go to meet them, 
and grant me the pleasure of introducing Lord El- 
liot to you — ^not here, but in the brilliantly-lighted 
saloon. Afterward I will ask you, on your word 
of honor, if you still find I have made a happy 
choice, and if my mndspiel of a husband is of more 
value than my handsome coasin ? " 



She took the arm of the major with a gaj smil^ 
and tried to draw him forward. 

" But your mother," said Du Trouffle, " you for 
get your mothei; ? " 

" Listen now, mamma, how cruel he is, alway- 
reminding you that you are my mot!«3r ; that is a 
much as to say to you, in other words, that yos 
will soon be a grandmother. Mamma, I could dk 
of laughter to think of you as a grandmother. I 
assure you, mamma, that in the midst of all ity 
sorrows and disappointments this thought ii the 
only thing which diverts and delights me. Only 
think, I shall soon make you a worthy grand- 
mother. Say now, grandmother, will you cffn 
with us ? " 

"No, I will remain here, your gayety has mk 
me sad — ^I do not feel fit for society. I willawai; 
my husband here, and we will return to Berlin.' 

" Adieu, then, mamma," said Camilla, rapiJ!; 
drawing the major onward. 

Louise du Trouffle remained alone in the grotto 
she leaned her head against the palm-tree, aai 
looked sorrowfully after the retreating form of be: 
daughter. It seemed to her that a shudder passed 
through her soul ; that a cold, dead hand was H 
upon her heart, as if a phantom pressed agak-i 
her, and a voice whispered : " This is thy worL 
Oh, mother worthy of execration, you alone lu^« 
caused the destruction of your daughter ; throujii 
you that soul is lost, which God intrusted to yoi 
and which was endowed with the germ of grai 
and noble qualities. It was your duty to nourisi 
and build them up. God will one day call yoa to 
account, and ask this precious soul of you, whici 
you have poisoned by your evil example, which ij 
lost — ^lost through you alone." 

Louise shuddered fearfully, then rousing herself 
she tried to shake off these fearful thoughts, an^ 
free herself from the stem voices which masterei 
her. They had so often spoken, ao often awaked 
her in the middle of the night, driven sleep from 
her couch, and tortured her conscience with bitter 
reproaches { 

Louise knew well this gray phantom which was 
ever behind her or at her side ; ever starmgatber 
with dark and deadly earnestness, even in tlw 
midst of her mirth and joyousness; the harsi 
voice was often so loud that Louise was bewil- 
dered by it, and could not hear the ringof joyaiHi 
rapture which surrounded her. She knew that 
this pale spectre was conscience ; press it doffn 
as she would, the busy devil was ever mounto^ 
mounting. But she would not listen, she rusheti 
madly on after new distractions, new pleasures; 
she quenched the warning voice under shouts of 
mirth and levity ; she threw herself in the arna 
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of folly and worldly pleasures, and then for long 
months she escaped this threaten lug phantom, 
which, with raised finger, stood behind her, which 
seemed to chase her, and from which sbo ever lied 
to new sins and new guilt. Sometimea she hud a 
feeling as if Death held her in his amis, ami tui ned 
her round ui a wild and rapid dance, not rogar ding 
her prayers, or her panting, gasping breath ; she 
would, oh how gladly, have rested ; gladly have 
laid down in some dark and (piiet comer, away 
from this wild gayety. But she could not escape 
from those mysterious arms which held her cap- 
tive in their iron clasp, which rushed onward witli 
her in the death-dance of sin. She must go on- 
ward, ever onward, in this career of vice ; phe 
must ever agam seek intoxication m tho opium 
of sin, to save herself from the barren, colorless 
nothingness which awaited her ; from that worst 
of all evils, the weariness with which the old co- 
quette paints the terrible future, in which oven 
she can no longer please ; in which eld age with a 
cruel hand sweeps away the flowera from the hair 
and the crimson from the check, and points out to 
the mocking world the wrinkles on the hrow and 
the ashes in the hau*. 

" It is cold here," said Louise, shuddering, and 
sprmging up quickly from the grass-plot — '* it Ia 
cold here, and lonely; I will retura to the saloon. 
Perhaps — " 

Hasty steps drew near, and a voice whispered 
her name. Madame du Troufflc drew back, and a 
glowing blush suffused her cheek, and a$ she ad- 
vanced from the grotto she was a^in the gay, im- 
perious coquette — ^the beautiful woman, with the 
cloudless brow and the sparkling eycji, whic^h 
seemed never to have been ovcrshatiowcd by teara. 
The conscience-stricken, self-accusing mother was 
again the worldly-wise coquette. 

Her name was called the seeon'l time, and her 

heart trembled, she knew not if with joy or horror. 

" For God's sake, why have you dared to seek 

me here ? Do you not know tliat my husband 

may return at any moment ? " 

"Your husband is entertain log Prince Henry 
while the princess dances the first waltz with Count 
Kalkreuth. All the world is dancing, playing, and 
chatting, and, while looking at the prinee and 
princess, have for one moment forgotten the beau- 
tiful Louise du Trouffle. I alone could not do 
this, and as I learned from Lady Elliot that jcu 
were here, I dared to follow you, and seek in one 
glance a compensation for what I have endured 
this day. Ah, tell me, worshipped lady, must I 
be forever banished from your presence." 

The words of the young man would havo seemed 
msincere and artificial to every unprtijudiced ear, 



but thoy lilltMl the heart of tte vajii Louise du 
Trouffle with joy ; they convinced lier that she 
was yet beautiful enough to excite admiration. 

^^All will le well, Emi!," said she; '^ I have 
convineed my husband that t am wise as Cato and 
rirtuoua as Lueretia, He believes in me, and will 
cast all slanJor from his door. Remain iiere, and 
kt me retiun alone to the saloon. J^u revtHry 

She threw him a ki^S fx'om the tipa of her rosy 
fingcrSj and hasten^ away. 



UnAPTEE ly. 

THE KING IN SANS'BOUCI. 

Tee ceremonies and festivities of the reception 
were ended. The kiug could at length indulge 
himself in that quiet and repose which he had ^o 
long vamly desired. At length, he who had lived 
so many years to perform ttie duties of a king^ 
who had in reality lived for his country, might after 
ao many carea and sorrows seek repose. The war- 
rior and hero might once more become the pMIos- 
opher; might once more enjoy with hia friendj 
the pleasure of science and art. 

The king entered the carriage which was to 
bear him to Sans-Souci with a beaming counte- 
nance — his deeply -loved Sana-Sou cij which had 
aeemed a golden dream to him duiing tho dreary 
ye:\TS of the war — a bright goal bL^furo him, of 
which it consoled and stren^hened him even to 
think. Now he would agaio behold it ; now he 
would again enter tht^e beautiful room^, and the 
past would once more become a reality- 
He seemed enraptured with the road winch led 
him to SunSrSouei. Every tree, every etone ap- 
peared to welcome him, nnd when the palace be^ 
came visible, he was entirely overcome by his 
emotions, and sank back >u his carriage with 
closed eyes. 

The Marquis d'Argens, however, the only one 
who had been allowed to aecoinpanj the king in 
this drive, sprang fiora his eeat, and waving hia 
hat in greeting, exebimed : 

"I greet youj Sans-Sonci, you temple of wisdom 
and happiness f Open wide your portals^ for your 
lord ia returning to you. Let vour walls resound 
as did Memnon's pillar, when the sun^s rays first 
greeted itj alkr a lodg night. Your night ia 
parsed, Sans-Souci ; you wiil be again warmed 
by the sunbeams from your master^s eyes 1 " 

The king smillugly drew lii^ enthusiastie friend 
back to his seat. 
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" You are, and always will be a child^an over- 
grown child." 

" Sire," said D^Argens, " that ia because I am 
pious. It is written, *If you do not become as 
little children, you cannot enter the kingdom of 
heaven!* Now, Sans-Souci is mji kingdom! I 
have become as the children, that I might be re- 
ceived at the side of my king, and begin once 
more the days of happiness." 

The king gently shook his head. " Oh, I fear, 
my friend, that the days of happiness will not re- 
commence ; the sun which once illummed Sans- 
Souci has set Our lips have forgotten how to 
smile, and joy is dead in our hearts. How many 
illusions, how many hopes and wishes I still in- 
dulged, when I last descended the steps of Sana- 
Souci ; how poor, and weak, and depressed I shall 
feel in ascending them ! " 

" What ? your majesty poor ! You who return 
so rich in fame, crowned with imperishable lau- 
rels ? " 

" Ah, marquis, these laurels are bathed in blood, 
and paid for bitterly and painfully with the lives 
of many thousands of my subjects. The wounds 
are still gaping which my land received during 
the war, and they will require long years to heaL 
Do not speak to me of my laurels; fame is 
but cold and sorrowful food I In order to prize 
fame, one should lay great weight on the judg- 
ment of men ; I have lost all faith in them. Too 
many bitter experiences have at length destroyed 
my faith and confidence. I can no longer love 
mankind, for I have ever found them small, 
miserable, and crafty. Those for whom I 
have done most have betrayed and deceived me 
the most deeply. Think of Chafgotch, he whom I 
called friend, and who betrayed me in the hour of 
danger ! Remember Warkotch, whom I preferred 
to so many others, whom I overloaded with proofs 
of my love, and who wished to betray and mur- 
der me ! Think of the many attempts against my 
life, which were always undertaken by those whom 
I had trusted and benefited! Think of these 
things, marquis, and then tell me if I should still 
love and trust mankind ! " 

"It is true, sire," said the marquis, sadly; 
"your majesty has had a wretched experience, 
and mankmd must appear small to you, who are 
yourself so great. The eagle which soars proudly 
toward the sun, must think the world smaller and 
Bmaller, the higher he soars ; the objects which 
delight us poor earth-worms, who are grovelling 
m the dust, and mistake an atom floating in the 
Bunshine for the sun itself, must indeed appear in- 
significant to you." 

** Do not flatter me, marquis ! Let us, when to- 



gether, hear a little of that truth which is so ed 
dom heard among men, and of which the namek 
scarcely known to kings. You flattered me, be- 
cause you had not the courage to answer idt 
question concerning the un worthiness of mankind, 
when I said I could no longer love or trust them! 
You feel, however, that I am right, and yoo tSI 
know how to pardon me, when I appear to the 
world as a cold, hard-hearted egotist It is true 
my heart has become hardened in the fireof manj 
and deep sufferings ! I loved mankind very dew- 
ly, marquis ; perhaps that is the reason I now de- 
spise them so intensely; because I know they are 
not worthy of my love ! " 

" But, sire, you love them still ; for your hew 
is possessed of that Godlike quality— mercv- 
which overlooks and pardons the faults and fail- 
ings of mankind. Intolerance is not in the us- 
ture of my king, and forgiveness and mercy vt 
ever on his lips." 

"I will endeavor to verify your words, der 
friend," said the king, offering D'Argensliisban: 
"And should I not succeed, you must forgive iq«, 
and remember how deeply I have suffered, a»i 
that my heart is hardened by the scars o{ (rfi 
wounds. But I will indulge such sad thoughts no 
longer. Only look how Sans-Souci gleams befr 
us I Every window which glitters in the sunliglit 
seems to greet me with shining eyes, and the 
whispering leaves appear to bid me welcomt 
There are the windows of my library, and behi&l 
them await the great spirits of my immorti 
friends, who look at me and shake their gny 
heads at the weak child who has returned to than 
old and bowed down. Csesar looks smiling'y*' 
the laurels I have brought, and Virgil shakes his 
curly locks, and lightly bums one of his ^^ 
songs, which are greater than all my victori«*^ 
Come, marquis, come ! we will go, in all modestj 
and humility to these gifled spirits, and entrest 
them not to despise us, because we are so ra^^ 
them." 

As the carriage reached the lowest terrace, 
Frederick sprang out with the elasticity otjoA 
and began to ascend the steps so lightly «"' 
rapidly, that the marquis could scarcely foUo* 
him. 

From time to time the king stood still, ""^ 
gazed around him, and then a bright smile w^ 
mined his countenance, and his eyes beamed wi"* 
pleasure. Then hastening onward, he turned htf 
head toward the house that looked so still and 
peaceful, and seemed, with its open doors, rml 
to welcome him. 

At length, having reached the sumnut. W 
turned once more with beaming eyes to ^ooi ** 
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the lovely landscape which was spread before 
him in smiling luxuriouant^a^, lie then hastily 
entered the hou^e and the beautiful room in which 
he had speTit sa many gay and happy hours with 
his Men (l3. Now his foots tepa echoed in the 
lonely room, and none of his friends were there to 
welcome the returning king— none but D'Argens, 
the dearest, the most faitliful of alL 

The king uow turned to him, and a shadow 
overspread his countenaneej which had been so 
bright. 

"D'Argens," he aaid^ "wo are very poor; the 
most of our friends have left na forever. The 
prior of Sana Souei has returned, but hia monks 
have all left \nnx but you, marqnii I '* 

" Does your m^'esty forget my Lord Marshal, 
the most amiable and mtclle<itual of your monks ? 
It needs but a sign from i>i3 beloved prior to re^ 
call him from Neufehatel ! '* 

"It is true,** said the king, smiling; *'T am not 
BO deserted as I thought. Lord Marshal must re- 
turn to U3, and he must Uve here in Suns-Sotici, afi 
you will. I must surround myself with those who 
deserve tny eonfidenec ; perhaps^ then, I can for- 
get how bitterly I have been deceived by others. 
Come, marquis, give me your arm, and we will 
make a tour of these rooms." 

He placed his hand upon the arm of the mar- 
quis, and they passed through the silent, deserted 
rooms, which seenned to greet the king with a 
thousand remembmnces. Perhaps it was that he 
might the more dlatinetly bear the whispers of 
memory that I^e bad commanded that no one 
should receive him in Sans-Soacif that no servant 
should appear until called for. Without noise or 
ceremony J he desired to t^ike possession of this 
house, in which he l^ad not been the king, but the 
philosopher and poet. He wished to return here, 
at least, as if lie had only ycf^terday left the house. 
But the seven years of care and sorrow went with 
him; they crept behind him into these silent, de* 
eerted halls. He recognized them in the faded 
furniture, in the dusty walls^ and in the darkened 
pictures. They were not merely around, but with- 
m him, and he again felt how utterly he had 
changed in these years. 

As they entertid the room which Voltaire had 
occupied, Frederick's countenance was again 
brightened by a smile, while that of the marquis 
assumed a dark and indignant egression. 

" Ah, marquis, I see from your eountenanee that 
you are acquainted with all the n^onkey-tricka of 
my immortal friend,'^ said the king, gayly ; *' and 
you are indicant that so great a genius a is Yob 
taire should have poEsesscd so small a soul 1 You 
thmk it very perfidious in Voltaire to have joined 



my enemies when I was in trouble, and then to 
send tne Lis congratulations if I happened to win 
a victory ! " 

" Does your majesty know th.it also ? " asked 
the astonished marquis. 

"Dear marquis^ have we not always good 
friends and servants, who take a pleaaure in 
telling bad news, and informing us of those 
things which they know it will give us pain to 
hear? Even kings have such friends, and mine 
eagerly acquainted me with the fact that Toltaire 
wished all manner of evil mij^ht befall his fiiend 
^ Luc/ BS it pleased him to call me. Did he not 
write to D*Argental that he desired nothing more 
fervently than my utter humiliation and the pun- 
ishment of my sins, on tho same day on which 
he sent me an enthusiastic poem, written in 
honor of my victory at Leu then ? Did he not 
\\Tite on another occasion to Richelieu, that the 
happiest day of his life would be that on which 
the French entered BerUn as conquerors, and 
destroyed the capital of the treacherous king 
who dared to write to him twice every month 
the tenderest and most flattering things, without 
dreaming of reinstating him as ebamberlain with 
the pension of six thousand thalers ? He wished 
that I might suffer * la damnation Uerndle^^ and 
proudly added i ^Yom vot/ez, que dans la tn^Mie 
jV veux iouj&nrs que h crime ?<»( puni.^ '^ 

" Yes,*' replied D'Argens, " and at the same 
time he wrote here to Formay : * Voire roi mi toa^ 
Jours tut homme tmique^ elmm<mi^ iuimitaMe; it 
faii d€& ijcra cliarmanh dans de tmnpa ou un anire 
ne pourrait /Mre nn ligne de prose^ U m^riU 

The king laughed aloud. " Well, and what does 
that prove, that Voltaire n the greatest and most 
unprejudiced of poets ? '* 

^* That proves, su'e, that be is a fal^e, perfidious 
man, a faithless, ungrateful friend* All Ids great 
poetical gifts weigh as nothing in the scale against 
the weakness and wickedness of bis character. J 
can no longer admire bun as a poet, because I de- 
spise him so \itterly as a man." 

" You are too hard, marquis,*' said Frederick, 
laughing. *^ Voltaire has a great mind, but a 
small heart ; and that is, after all, less his fault 
than his Creator's. Why shou^ld we wish to pun- 
ish him^ when he is innocent ? Why should we 
demand of a great poet that he shall be a good 
man ? We wjjl allow him to have a bad heart, ho 
can account to Madame Denis for that ; and if ^e 
cannot leve him, we can at least admire Mm as a 
poei. We can forgive much wickedness in men, 
if it is redeemed hy great virtues.*' 

"Ah, sire, that is very ead,** aaid D'Argens, 
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"add coulii onlj be uttered by one who had the 
moat pporonnJ love or the greatest contempt for 
nittnbmd,'* 

*' Pcrlmpe the two are combined in me," said 
the krag* ** Aa Christ said of the Magdalen, 
* She baa loved much, much will be forgiven her,' 
HO let us guy of Toltaire. He has written much, 
much will be fargiven him. He has lately ren- 
dered au immortal service, for which I could 
almost lovo him, were it possible to love him at 
all He undertook with bold courage the defence 
gf the uTihappy Jean Calas, who was murdered by 
fanatical French priests. The priests, perhaps, 
will condenm him ; we, however, honor him." 

" Did not jour majesty do the same thing?" 
asked D^\pgen3, " Did you not also take pity on 
the unhappy family of Jean Calas ? Did you not 
send them a con^^iderable amount of money and 
oflfer them an asylum in your dominions ? " 

"That I did, certainly ; but what is that in com- 
pariaon with what Voltaire has done ? He gave 
them the strength of his mind and his work, his 
be^t jKisge^ion, while I could only give them 
gold, Voltaire's gift was better, more beautiful, 
and I will no w take a vow for his sake, that the 
persecuted and oppressed shall always find aid 
and protection in my land, and that I will con- 
Bidcr libeity of spirit a sacred thing as long as I 
live* Freedom of thought shall be a right of my 
subjects. I ^vlll call all free and liberal-minded 
perisoua to come to me ; for liberty of thought 
brings liberty of will, and I prefer to rule a think- 
ing people, to a mass of thoughtless slaves, who 
follow me through stupid obedience. Prussia 
ehall be the la^nd of liberty and enlightenment. 
Tlie believers and the unbelievers, the pietists and 
the atheists may speak alike freely ; the spirit of 
persecution shall be forever banished from Prus- 
sia." 

i^Amen," cried D'Argens solemnly, as he 
glanced at the cicited, beaming countenance of 
the king. " The spirit of love and of fVeedom 
hears your wordsj my king, and they will be writ- 
ten with a diumond-point in the history of Prus- 
sia." 

*'Aiid noT;^', marquis," said the king, "we will 
visit my lihrary, and then we will repose ourselves 
that wc may enjey our meal In the evening I 
invite you to the concert. My musicians are 
coming from Berlin ; and we will see if my lips, 
wliich have been accustomed so long to rough 
word^ of discipline, are capable of producing a 
few Bwcet note^ from my flute." 

Thu9 Bpcakin^T ^^^ ^^t^S ^^^ ^^^ ^^^ ^^ ^^^ 
niflrquig, and they passed slowly through the 
Toom^ whoge desolate silence made them both sad. 



" The world is nothing more than a great, ga^ 
ing grave, on the brink of which we walkwiii 
wild courage," said the king, softly. "Tlim 
is no moment that some one does not stur 
ble at our side and fall into the abyss, and i; 
have the courage to continue in the path until oi 
strength fails and we sink, making room for u 
other. Almost all of those who formerly occnpie: 
these rooms have vanished. How long will it be 
ere I shall follow them ? " 

" May that wretched moment be very distant!' 
excl^moied D'Argens, with a trembling voici 
" Your majesty is still so young and full of liif 
— ^you have nothing to do with death." 

" No," said the kmg ; "I am very old, for ! 
have become indifferent to the world. Thiu 
which would have deeply distressed me formeij, 
now pass unheeded over my souL I assure yt; 
marquis, I have made great progress m practia 
philosophy. I am old ; I stand at the limits c 
life, and my soul is freeing itself from this worli 
which, it is to be hoped, I will soon leave." 

"Ah, sire," said D'Argens, smiling, " you I's 
ten years younger than I am, and each timeths 
you speak of your rapidly, advancing age, I ^ 
myself how it is possible that a man so moi 
younger than I should complain of old i^ 
Only wait, sire ; here, in the quiet of Suns^ii^ 
in a few months you will feel ten and I fifteen yen 
younger. In the happiness and comforts of os 
existence, you will live to the age of Abralas 
and I to that of Jacob." 

"But I am much older than you, mP[^ 
During the last seven years, I have had nothiij 
but destroyed hopes, undeserved misfortunes, a 
short, all that the caprice of Fortune could Sy 
cover to distress me. After such experiences it u 
allowable, when one is fifty years old, to say tto 
he is old, that he wiU no longer be the playtto: 
of Fortune, that he renounces ambition and il 
those follies which are merely the illusions of Q- 
experienced youth. But no more of these s« 
thoughts, for here we are at last at the doorofmj 
tusctUum. Fold your hands, you unbelieTingK" 
of the Church ; the gods and heroes await cj 
in this temple, and you will at least believe u 
these." 

They entered the library, and as the door clo«^ 
behind them and they were separate J from ^« 
whole world, as they stood in the centi-e of '^ 
room whose only ornament consisted of ro^^ " 
books, upon which glittered in golden letters tM 
names of the great minds of all ages, whose onl* 
splendor consisted in the marble busts of Csstf 
and Virgil, of Cicero and Alexander, the kingsM 
with beaming eyes : 
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** I am nt last in the repvibllc of minJSj and T, a9 
humble citizon, approach tho great priesideQtg^ 
ho look down ^o ^aeiously upon me." 
And, a a tlic kiug seated himself ia his aim- 
lair before his writing-ta,ble, he recovered hia 
>arkling htiraorj his gay wit, and recouTited with a 
right smilo to the luarquls that he intended to 
ork most iDdu^'triouslyj that he would certainly 
rite a history of thig war which be had just 
losed, and tliat ho intended always to live at 
ans-Soiicij a^ its quiet and repose seemed more 
greeablo to him than the noise and tui'moil of the 
reat city. He then dismissed the marquis fot 
short time J that he might vest before going to the 
ible. 

But the king did not rest* Too many and too 
owerful thoughts were s arming in his breast, 
leaning back in his arm-chair, he thought of the 
iiture. He recalled his own life and arranged his 
ature cour.se. After sitting thii3 for a long timc^ 
le suddenly arose, his countenance bright with a 
irm and energetic explosion. 

" Yes, thus It shall be,^' he said aloud* " I will 
)e the father of my people, I will livo for them, 
brgetting the wickedness of men, or only aven- 
^ng myself on them by the prickings of a needle. 
[ have no f-imily, therefore ray people aball bo my 
amily. I have no children, therefore every one 
ivho needs my aid shall become ray child, and for 
hem I will do the daties of a father. My coun- 
try bleeds from a thousaad wounds — to heal these 
svouuds shaU be the task of my life*'* 

True to this resolution, the king called together 
ais minifiters the next day, and commanded tbem 
to obtain exact accounts of the condition of Ids 
provinces \ to inform him of the wants and ne- 
cessities of the people ; and to assist liim m re- 
lieving them. Trac to this resolution, the liing 
was untiring in his work for the good of his peo- 
ple. He wished to see all, to prove all. Ho dc- 
pired to be the source from which his subjects re- 
ceived all their strength and power. Therefore he 
must know all their grieS — 'he rauflt lend an open 
car to all their demands. 

His first command was, that anyone who asked 
for an interview should be admitted. And when 
one of his ministera dared to express his astonish- 
ment at this order^ *^lt is the duty of a king," 
said Frederick, " to listen to the request of the 
most insignificant of his subjects. I am a regent 
for the purpose of making my people happy » I 
io not dare dose my ears to their complaints," 
And he listened sympathizingly to the sorrows of 
his people, and hia whola mind and thoughts were 
given to obtain their alleviation. He was always 
willmg to aid with his counsel and hU strength. 



Untiring in the work^ he read every letter, every 
petition, and e^ammed every answer which was 
written by his cabinet counoiL He and he alonCj 
was the soul of his govern incnt. 

A new life began to reign in this land, of which 
he was the soul. He worked more than all of 
bia ministers or servants, and music and sdenee 
were his only pleasure and reereatioiL Ue was a 
hero in peace as well as in war. He did not re- 
quire, as others do, the distraction of gay pleas- 
ures. Study was bis chief recreation — conversa- 
tion with his friends was bis greatest pleasure. 
Even the hunt, the so-called ^* knightly pleasure,'' 
had no charms for him, 

" Hunting," said the king, ** is one of the sense- 
less pleasures which e^cite^ the hody but leaves 
the mind unemployed! We arc more cruel than 
the wild beasts themselves. He who can mur- 
der an innocent animal in cold blood, would find 
it impossible to show mercy to his fellow-man. 
Is hunting a proper eraployment for a thinking 
creature ? A gentlemen who hunts can only be 
forgiven if he does 30 rarely, and then to distract 
his thoughts from sad and earnest business mat- 
ters. It would be wrong to deny sovereigns all 
relaxation, but is there a greater pleasure for a. 
monarch than to rule well, to enrich bis State^ and 
to advance all useful sciences and arts ? Ho who 
reqmres other enjoyments is to be pitied^^' 



OKAPXER y. 

TBK ENOEATED CUP. 

PEiNcrESiS AsiELTA was alone in bei* boudoir— 
she was ever alone* She lay upon the sofa, gazed 
at the ceiling, and in utter despair rcfleefed upon 
her miserable fate. For years she had looked 
aniiously forward to the conclusion of this un- 
happy war in which Austria and Prussia were so 
fiercely opposed. So long as they were active en- 
emies, Trenck must remain a prisoner. But she 
had said to herself, " Wlien peace is declared, the 
prisoners of war will be released, and Maria The- 
resa wiil demand that her captain, Frederick toul 
Trenck, b© set at fibertyp** 

Peace had been declared four months, and 
Trenck still lay in his subterranean cdl at Magde- 
burg, All Europe was freed from the fetters of 
war. Trenek alone was unpardoned and forgot 
ten. This thought made Amelia sad unto deaths 
banished sleep from ber conchy and made ber a 
restless^ despairing wanderer during the day. 

Amelh had no longer an object — the last raj 
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of hope was extinguished. Peace had been con- 
cluded and Trenck was forgotten ! God had de- 
nied her the happiness of obtaining Trenck^s 
freedom ; He would not even grant her the con- 
solation of seeing him released through others. 
For nine years Trenck had languished in prison — 
for nine years Amelia*s only thought, only desire, 
was to enable him to escape. Her life was con- 
secrated to this one object. She thought not of 
the gold she had sacrificed — she had offered up 
not only her entire private fortune, but had made 
debts which her income was utterly inadequate to 
meet. Money had no value except as it was con- 
secrated to her one* great aim. She felt now 
that her heart had been crushed and broken in 
her useless efforts — ^that her hopes were trampled 
in the dust, and her existence worthless. Peace 
had visited all hearts but hers with new assurance 
of hope. It brought to her nothing but de- 
spair and desolation. While all others seemed to 
recommence life with fresh courage and confi- 
dence, Amelia withdrew to her apartments, brood- 
ing in dark discontent — hating all those who 
laughed and were glad — spuming from her with 
angry jealousy the contented and happy. The 
world was to her a vast tomb, and she despised 
all those who had the mad and blasphemous cour- 
age to dance on its brink. 

Amelia avenged herself on those who avoided 
her, by pursuing them with spiteful jests and bit- 
ter sarcasm, hoping in this way to be relieved 
wholly from their presence. She wished to be 
alone and always alone. Her soul within her was 
desolate, and the outward world should take the 
same dark hue. She lived like a prisoner secluded 
in her own apartments ; and when some great 
court festival compelled her to appear in public, 
she revenged herself by wounding all who ap- 
proached her. The sufferings of others were a bal- 
sam to her heart, and she convinced herself that 
the pam she inflicted assuaged her own torments. 

Amelia was alone ; her maid of honor had just 
read aloud one of Moli^re's bidng, satirical come- 
dies, and received leave of absence for a few hours. 
The princess had also dismissed her chamberlidn 
tin dinner, and he had left the castle ; only two 
pages waited in the anteroom, which was separated 
by two chambers from the boudoir. Amelia had 
the happy consciousness of being alone in her 
grief, and, fearing no disturbance, she could sigh 
and lament aloud. She dared give words to her 
rage and her despaw ; there were no other listen- 
ers than these dead, voiceless walls— they had 
been long her only confidants. The stillness was 
suddenly broken by a gentle knock at Ahe doQr, 
and one of the pages entered. 



With a frightened look, arid begging earaeah 
to be pardoned for having dared to disturb t^ 
princess, he informed her that a stranger t& 
without, who pleaded eagerly to be admitted. 

" What does he wish ? " said Amelia, roaghlj. 
" I have neither office nor dignity to bestow, ani 
at present, I have no money I Tell him this, ai^^ 
he will go away cheerfully." 

" The stranger says he is a jeweller, your big* 
ness," said the page. " It is of great importanet 
to him that you should look at his collection of 
gems ; and if you will have the goodness to ptir- 
chase a few trifles, you wUl make them the fashion 
in Berlin, and thus make his fortune." 

** Tell him he is a fool ! " said Amelia, widi i 
coarse laugh ; " I have no desire to see his jewels.' 
Dismiss him, and do not dare disturb me agaii 
Well, why do you hesitate ? Why are you gill 
here?" 

" Ah, princess, the poor man. begs so eamestlT 
for admittance ; he says your highness knew hii 
at Magdeburg, and that the governor, the Lao^ 
grave of Hesse, expressly charged him to showfc 
jewels to your highness." 

These magical words aroused Amelia fiom te 
apathy. With a quick movement she arose froa 
the sofa ; she was endowed with new energy id 
vitality; she advanced toward the door, tha 
paused, and looked silent and thoughtful 

"Admit the stranger I" said she, "I will see 
his treasures." 

The page left the room, and Amelia gazed aftei 
him breathlessly, and with a loudly-beating bean 
It seemed to her an eternity before the strange 
entered. 

A tall, slender man, in simple but elegant c^ 
tume, approached. He stood at the door, mil 
bowed profoundly to the princess. Amelia lookd 
at him steadily, and sighed deeply ; she did not 
know this man. Again her hopes had deceivei 
her. 

"You said the Landgrave of Hesse sent yoatc 
me ? " said she, roughly. 

"Yes, princess," said the man; "he com- 
manded me to seek your highness as soon as I 
arrived in Berlin, and show you my collection, in 
order that you might have the privilege of selectr 
ing before all others." 

Amelia looked once more questioningly ^ 
fiercely upon the stranger, but he remained c(M 
and indifferent. 

" Well, sir, show me your gems ! " 

He placed a large casket upon a table in ^ 
middle of the room ; he then unlocked it, ud 
threw back the lid. In the different comp*'^ 
ments, splendid jewels of wondrous beauty we« 
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to be seen — wrings, pins, bracelets, and necklaces 
of rare workmanship and design, 

** Diamonds/' cried Atnelk, contemptuously; 
*' nothing but diainond^ !" 

** But diamcuds of a strange fire and wondrouj 
design," said the strange jewdler, " Will not 
your highness graciously draw nearer, and obserte 
fchem?" 

'* I have no use for them ; I wear qo diamonds V^ 
said Amelia; ^4f you have nothiog else to show 
me, close the casket ; I ahall make no purchaac," 
"I have, indeed, other and rarer treasures; 
some beautiful carded work, by Oellini, some ivory 
carving of the middle ages, and a few rare and 
costly cameoB, Pcrhapi theie may please the 
taste of your highs ess ? '* 

The jeweller raised the firat compartmeut, and 
taking out a number of beautiful and costly arti- 
cles, he laid thcra upon the table, esplained the 
workmanship and design of each piece, and called 
the attention of the princess to their wcndroua 
beauty. 

Amelia listened carelwflly to his worda. These 
things had no interest for her ; ehe looked only at 
one object — a round packet, rolled in paper, which 
the stranger had taken with the other articles 
from the casket ; this must be something particu- 
larly costly. It wa5i carefully wrapped in silk 
paper, while every thini^ else lay confusedly to* 
gether, and yet this ficemcd the only treasure 
which the jeweller did not seem disposed to ex- 
hibit Amelia, however, remarked that be raised 
this mysterious packet several timest, oi if it was 
in his way; changed its place, but every time 
brought it nearer to ]ien It now lay immediately 
in front of her. 

" What does that paper contain ? " said she, 
"Oh, that 1105 no interest for your royal high- 
ness; that is a worthless ohject! Will yoa hare 
the goodness tn examine this aeal ? It represents 
the holy Sdnt Michael, treading the dragon under 
his feet, and it is one of the moat successful and 
beautiful works of Benvenuto Cellini*" 

Amelia did net look at the seal ; she stretched 
out her hand toward tho mysterious packet, and 
giving a searching look at the jeweller, she raised 
and opened it. 

"A cup I a tin cup ! '* she escclalmed, in aston- 
ishment 

"As I remarked to your highness, a worth- 
less object; unices the rare beauty of the work- 
manship should give it eomc value. The carving 
is indeed beanUful and most wondcrfu!, when you 
know that it was done with a common naii, and 
not even in daylight^ but in the )*loom and dark- 
ness of a subterranean cell." 



Amelia trembled so violently, that the cup al« 
most fell from her band. The sti-anger did not 
remark her emotion, but went on qtiietly, 

*■'■ Observe, your highness, how finely and cor- 
rectly the outlines are drawn; it is as artistically 
eicKinted as the coppcrphite of a splendid engrav- 
ing. It is greatly to be regretted that wo cannot 
take unpressions from this tin cup ; they would 
make charming pictures. The sketch as ari^ not 
only well executed, but they are thoughtfully and 
pathetically conceived and illustrated wiLli beauti- 
fid verses, which are worthy of a place in any al- 
bum. If your highness tabes any interest in such 
trifles, I beg you will take this to the hght and 
examine it closely." 

The prlnceaa did not answer: she stepped to 
the window, and turning her back to the jeweller, 
looked eagerly at the Cup. 

It was, indeed, a masterpiece of art and iudna- 
try. The surface was divided by sinnU and grace- 
ful arabesques into ten departments, each one of 
which contaiiied an enchant mg and finely-esecuted 
picture. No chisel could have drawn the lines 
more correctly or artistically, or produced a finer 
effect of light and shade. Under each picture 
there was a little verso engraved in such Sue 
characters, that they could only be deciphered 
with difficulty, 

Amelii*a eyes seemed to have recovered the 
strength and power of earlier days. A youthful, 
vigorous Boul lay in the glance which was filed 
upon this cup ; she understood every thing. 

There was a cage with an Imprisoned bird ; be 
ncath this a verse t 

*^ Os ti'efit paa ua molaeaa, 

Gard^ daaa cett« cogei 
C^eflt Tin da ces olaeaui, 

Qal cbantent dans Porage. 
Oarrez, amiB defl enig^, 

fiii»cz fern et veiroai ; 
Lea fli*mt3 duns vob tK>ca4;c3, 

EejallliroEt pour voug>" * 

In the neit compartment was again a cage, 
containing a bird, and on the branch of a tree un- 
der which the cage was placed, perched another 
birii, with fluttering wings and open beak ; under- 
neath waa written^ 

*^ L& roMlgnol chanto, void la ratEKjn, 
Pourqaoi II eat pda poor chanter gu ptiaoa ; 
Toyox Iq tnolaeaa quI £itt taat de domma^ti 
Jouir do 1a vLq t&as cmlndre U ^^ge, 

Voilii ua portrait, 

Qnt n^oatre TcfTet 
l>u bonheur des fripona du d^stre lUa la^iL^' * 

Amelia could not control herself; she could 

look no longer. She rarely wept, but now her 

eyes were filled with tears. They fell upon the 
• Beo Q&te, page MO. 
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ccp, as if to kias the letters which had recalled so 
mnQj tout^bin^ and sad remembrances. But she 
had no time for tears; she must read on I With 
tn iavoluntapy movement, she dashed the tears 
from her eyea^ and fixed them steadily upon the 
cup. 

Here was another picture. In a cell lay a 
Bkeleton fonio, the hands and the feet bound with 
heavy chiirta. The figure had raised itself slightly 
from the straw bed and gazed with an agonized 
expression at the grating in the wall, behind which 
tbo gi-im-bearJ^d face of a soldier was seen, who, 
With wide-apt^Ti mouth seemed to be calling 
artj^rily to tho prisoner. Beneath this stood 
feouie verseii in German.* 

" Oh fiiarful ! most fearful ! " sobbed Amelia ; 
and, completely overcome, her head sank upon 
her brcafit. Sbo cared not that the strange jeweller 
Biiw her tears and heard the despairing cry of her 
heart ; she bad nothing to fear ; she had no more 
to losei. Th^ assembled world might hear and 
see her great f^rief. But no, no ; this must not 
hu. RIa agony, his tortures, might perhaps be 
Increased to ptuiish her through him ! She must 
T*ot weep ; fihe must not complain. Trenck lived ; 
although in prhon and in chains, he still lived ; 
BO long as he lived, she must conquer the despair 
of her heart. 

As she thought thus, she dried her tears, and 
raised her boa J with proud resolve. She would 
be cab a and ^elf-possessed ; perhaps this man, sent 
to h^r by the landgrave, had something still to 
aay tj her* She half turned her head toward him ; 
lie appeared not to be thinking of her, but was 
qifi/^tlj engaged placing his treasures again in his 
casket. 

** Can you tell me who engraved this cup ? " 

*' Certamlv^ your royal highness. A poor pris- 
oner, vflio has been confined for nine years in a 
subterranean cell in the fortress of Magdeburg, 
engraved it. lie is called Frederick von Trenck, 
Tour hii^lmess has perhaps never heard the name, 
but in Magdeburg every child knows it, and speaks 
It with wonder and admiration ! No one has 
se^n him^ but every one knows of his daring, his 
heroism, hts unfaltering courage, and endurance, 
big herculean strength, and his many and marvel- 
lous attempts to escape. Trenck is the hero of 

* Bee memoirs of Trenck, Thi6bault, in which Trenck 
described one of Uiese cups and the fate which befell it 
Oho of them \va3 engraved for the Landgrave of Hesi^e, 
nnd in this way fell into the hands of the Eraperor Joseph 
tlsfl ge^nrl, who kept it in his art cabinet Another, 
which liiid beL?n once In possession of the wife of Fred- 
*rltk the Great, Trenck afterward recovered in Paris, 
^me of these cups are still to be seen in art collections 
in Qennany* (inij eome are in the mnscnm in Berlin. 



the nursery as well as the saloon. No lady in 
Magdeburg is acquainted with him, but all ait 
enthusiastic in his praise, and all the officei^ vk 
know him love and pity him. Many are ready to 
risk their lives for him ! " 

The princess sighed deeply, and a ray of joy 
and hope lighted up her countenance. She listener 
with suppressed breath to the jeweller's words- 
they sounded like far-off music, pleasant bat 
mournful to the soul. 

The stranger continued : " Some time siace, b 
order to dispel the tediousness of his prlson-lii'e, 
he began to engrave poems and figures upon liii 
tin cup with a nail which he had found in tlie 
earth while makiug his last attempt to under- 
mine the floor of his celL During one of liis 
visits of observation, the commandant diswereJ 
this cup ; he was delighted with the engraviiig!, 
took the cup and sent Trenck another, hoping le 
would continue the exercise of his art Trenck 
seized the occasion joyfully, and since then lie 
has been constantly occupied as an engraver, 
Every officer desbes to have a cup engnrel 
by hhn, as a souvemr. Every lady in Magdeboj? 
longs for one, and prefers it to the most costli 
jewel. These cups are now the wiocfe— indeed 
they have become an important article in todt 
If one of the officers can be induced to sell kJ 
cup, it will cost twenty louis d'or. Trenck geti 
no money for his work, but he has gained k 
greater advantages. These cups give himtlie 
opportunity of making known to the world tk 
cruel tortures to which he is subject ; they hi« 
given him speech, and replaced the wrian^ 
materials of which they have deprived hiE 
They have answered even a better and holier 
purpose than this," said the jeweller, in a lof 
voice, " they have procured him light and air. , 
In order to give him sufficient light for his wort 
the officers open the doors into the first wm- 
dor, in which there is a large window ; one of tbi 
upper panes of this window is open every morn- 
ing. As the days are short in the casemates, i^ 
commandant looks through his fingers, whea 
the officers bring lights to the poor prisoner 
Trenck feels as if his wretched prison-cell ^^ 
now changed into the atelier of an artist." 

Amelia was silent and pressed the cup tenden/ 
to her lips ; the stranger did not regard her, bst 
continued his recital quietly. 

" An officer of the garrison told me all tii^ 
your highness, when he sold me this cup. Tbey 
make no secret of their admiration and aS&w 
for Trenck ; they know they would be seferdj 
punished if the higher authorities discovered tli» 
they allowed Trenck any privileges or alleviationJi 
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but they bouBt of it and consider it a humane ac- 
tion." 

" May Gofl reward them far it I " sighed Ame- 
fia. ** I will buy this cup, sir. I do not wish to 
be behind the ladies of Maj^deburg, and as it is 
the mode to possess a cup engraved by Tf onck , I 
will take th^s- Name joar price." 

The jeweller w^s sileat for a moment^ then said : 
"Pardon me^ your higbnesa, I dare not sell yon 
this cup, or rather I implore your highness not to 
desire it. If ]303sible^ I will make it an instru- 
ment for Trenek'e releaae," 

" How can this be done ? " BaiJ Amelia, breath- 
lessly. 

" I will take this cup to General Biedt, tlii* Aus- 
trian ambas?atlor in Berlin. As all the world is 
interestmg iteelf for Trenck, I do not se^s why I 
should not do the eimej and endeavor to obtain 
his release. I shall therefor go to General Rleiit 
with this cup. I am told be is a noble gentleman 
and a distant rclatioTi of Tronck ; he cannot fail 
to sympathise with his unfortunate coTisin. When 
he hears of his cruel eufTerings ho will certainly 
strive to deliver him. General Kiedt is exactly 
the man to effect this great object; he is thor- 
oughly Acquainted with all the by-ways and in- 
trigues of the court of Vienna, Maria Thercsii 
classes him among her most trusted confidants 
and friends. Wi^oever desires to free Tronck 
must consult with General Riedt and win him." 

Amelia raised her bead and looked up quickly 
at the stranger ; his eyes wore fixed upon her 
with a seartjhing and significant expression ; tbeir 
glances met and were steadily fiied for one mo- 
ment, then a scarcely perceptible smile flitted over 
the face of the jeweller^ and tho princess nodded 
her head. Eaeli felt that they were understood. 
" Have you nothing more to say ?" said Amelia* 
"No, your highness^ I have only to beg you 
will pardon me foe not selling yon this cup. I 
must take it to General Riedt." 

"Leave it with me," said Ameha, after a few 
moments' reflection* *^ I myself will show it to 
him and seek to interest bim in the fate of bis 
unhappy relative. If I succeed, the cup ia mine, 
and you will not wish to sell it to General RicdL 
Do you agree to tliis^ Go, thon^ and return to 
me at this hour to-morrow, when I will either pay 
you the price of the cup, or return it to you, if I 
am so unhappy as to fail" 

The jeweller bowed profoundly, ** I will punc- 
tually obey your highnesses commands. To-mor- 
row at this Ixour T will be here." 

The stranger took bis casket and left the room. 
The princess ga/.ed after him tiU the door closed. 
" That mm is silent and discre^t^ I believe he 



can be trusted," shB murmured. " I will write at 
onccj and desire an mterview with General Eiedt.** 



CHAPTER YT. 

TUli: PHINCESS AND THE ntPlOMAT. 

Ak hour later the page of the princess announced 
General von Riedt, Austrian ambassador at the 
court of Berlin* Amelia advanced to meet him^ 
and gazed with a sharp, piercing glanco at the 
general, who bowed respectfully before her, 

*' I have sent for you, gcneritlj" said the princess, 
*' to repair an injury. You havo b&en announced 
twice, and both times T declined receiving you.'' 

^' That wa,^ no injury, your royal highness," said 
the general, smiling. '' I ventured to call on you 
because etiquette demands that a new ambassador 
bhould introduce himself to every member of tho 
royal house. Your royal highness declined to re- 
ceive me, iit was not agreeable, and you were per- 
fectly justifiable in closing your doors against 
me*" 

"And now you must wonder why I have sent 
for you ? " 

" I never allow myself to wonder. Tour order 
for me to come has made me happy— that is suffi- 
cient." 

" You have no suspicion why I sent for you * " 
" Your royal highness has just informed me you 
kindly wished to indemnify me for my two former 
visits." 

" You are a good diplomatist; you turn quickly 
about, arc a^i smooth as an eel, caunot be taken 
hold of, but slip through one's fingers, I am ac- 
customed to go at once to the point — I cannot 
diplomati3:e. See here, why I wished to see you 
— I wished to show you this cnp," 

She took the cup hastily from the table^ and 
gave it to the ambassador. He gazed at it long 
and earnestly; he turned it around, looking at 
every picture, reading gvqvj verse. Amelia 
watched him keenly, but his countenance betrayed 
nothing. He was as smiling, as unembarrassed as 
before. When he bad looked at it attentively, he 
placed it on the table. 

"Well, what do yon tiunk of the workman- 
ship ? " said Amelia. 

" It is wonderfid, worthy of an artist, your royal 
highness." 

"And do you knuw by wlmt artist it waa 
made ? " 

" I suspect it, your royal highness," 
" Give me his name ? " 
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" I think he is called Frederick von Trenck." 

" It is so, and if I do not err, he is your rela- 
tive?" 

"My distant relative — ^yes, your royal high- 
ness." 

" And can you bear to have your relative in 
chains ? Does not your heart bleed for his suf- 
ferings ? " 

** He suffers justly, I presume, or he would not 
have been condemned." 

" Were he the greatest criminal that lived, it 
would still be a crime to make him suffer perpet- 
ually. A man^s sleep is sacred, be he a criminal 
or a murderer. Let them kill the criminal, but 
they should not murder sleep. Look at this pic- 
ture, general ; look at this prisoner lying upon the 
hard floor ; he has been torn from his dreams of 
freedom and happiness by the rough voice of the 
soldiers standing at his door. Read the verse be- 
neath it — is not every word of it bathed in tears ? 
Breathes there not a cry of terror throughout so 
fearful, so unheard-of, that it must resound in 
every bi*east ? And you, his relative, you will not 
hear him ? You will do nothing to free this unfor- 
tunate man from his prison ? You, the Austrian 
ambassador, suffer an ofilcer of your empress to 
remain a prisoner in a strange land, withovt a 
trial, without a hearing." 

** When my empress sent me here, she gave me 
her instructions, and she informed me of the ex- 
tent and character of my duties. She did not re- 
quest me to exert myself for the release of this 
unfortunate prisoner; that is entirely beyond my 
sphere of action, and I must be discreet." 

" You must be carefiil and discreet when the 
life of a man, a relative, is concerned ? You have, 
then, no pity for him ? " 

** I pity him deeply, your royal highness, but can 
do nothing more." 

" Perhaps not you 1 Perhaps another 1 Per- 
haps I?" 

" I do not know if your royal highness interests 
herself sufficiently in the prisoner to work for 
hhn." 

" You know not whether I interest myself suf- 
ficiently in Trenck to serve him," cried Amelia, 
vith a harsh laugh. "You well know it; the 
whole world knows it ; no one dares speak of it 
aloud, for fear of the kmg*s anger; but it is 
whispered throughout the whole land why Trenck 
languishes in prison. You, you alone, should be 
ignorant of it I Know, then, that Trenck is un- 
prisoned because I love him I Yes, general, I 
love hhn I Why do you not laugh, sir? Is it 
not laughable to hear an old, wrinkled, broken- 
down creature speak of love — ^to see a wan 



trembling form, tottermg to her grave on i prop 
of love ? Look at this horribly disfigured coun- 
tenance. Listen to the rough, discordant Toice 
that dares to speak of love, and then laugb, go- 
eral, for I tell you I love Trenck. I loTehim 
with all the strength and passion of a jouo* 
girl Grief and age have laid a fearful maskapon 
my countenance, but my heart is still young, there 
bums within it an undying, a sacred flame. Kj 
thoughts, my desires are passionate and yo\M^ 
and my every thought, my evfery desire is for 
Trenck. I could tell you of all the agony, ail tb« 
despair I have endured for his sake, but it vooU 
be useless. There is no question of my suffer- 
ings, but of his who through me has lost hii 
youth and his freedom — ^his all ! Nme yeanLe 
has lain in prison ; for nine years my one aim has 
been to release him. My existence, mysoiil, 
my heart, are bound up in his prison walls. 1 
only live to release him. Though I have ceise^ 
to look for human assistance, my heart still pn^ 
earnestly to God for some way of escape. If 
you know any such, general, show it to me, an! 
were it strewed with thorns and buniing iroii& 
I would wander upon it in my bare feet" 

She raised her hands and fixed an imploriL' 
glance upon the general, who had listened to be: 
in silence. When she had ceased speaking, be 
raised his head and looked at her. imeli 
could have cried aloud for joy, for two brigbi 
precious tears gleamed in his eye. 

" You weep," cried she; "you have some pitj." 

The general took her hand, and kneeling rev- 
erentially before her he said : " Yes, I weep, but 
not over you. I weep over your great, self-sacri- 
ficing soul. I do not pity you — your grief is toe 
great, too sacred — ^it is above pity. But I bo« 
profoundly before you, for your suffering is worthy 
of all reverence. To me you appear much fliore 
beautiful than all the women of this court ffbo 
dance giddily through life. It is not the diplo- 
matist but the man who kneels before you ai>*^ 
offers you his homage." 

Gently Amelia bade him rise. With a sweet, 
happy smile upon her lip she thanked him forbid 
sympathy, and hoped they would be good frieni 
and counsel with each other. 

The general was silent for a few moments. "Tbe 
feelings of the empress must be worked upon- 
she must intercede with King Frederick for Trench 
He cannot refuse her first request." 

"Will you undertake to effect this?"8al^ 
Amelia, hastily. " Will you mtercedc for yoaf 
unfortunate relative ? " 

" I had done so long ago had it been possible 
Alas, I dared not Trenck is my relative— o^ ^ 
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quest would, therefore, have been considered as 
that of a prejudiced person. My exalted empress 
possesses so strong a sense of right that it has 
become a rule of hers never to fulfil a request 
made by any of her own intimate and confiden- 
tial friends for thar families or relatives. She 
would have paid no attention to my request for 
Troick^s release. Moreover, I would have mAde 
enemies of a powerful and influential party at 
qourt — ^with a party whose wish it is that Trenck 
may never be released, because he would then 
come and demand an account of the gold, jewels, 
and property left him by his cousin, the colonel of 
the pandours, thus causing a great disturbance 
amongst several noble families at court. These 
ianciilies are continually filling the ear of the em- 
press with accusations against the unfortunate 
prisoner, well knowing that he cannot defend him- 
self. You must appear to have forgotten that 
poor Trenck is languishing in prison while his 
oroperty is being guarded by stewards who pay 
themselves for their heavy labor with the old colo- 
nel's money. It is dangerous, therefore, to med- 
dle with this wasp's nest To serve Trenck, the 
interceder must be so harmless and insignificant 
that no one will consider it worth while to watch 
him, so that Trenck's enemies, not suspecting him, 
can place no. obstacles in his path." 

" Lives there such a one ? " said the princess. 

" Yes, your royal highness." 

** Where is he ? What is his name ? What is 
he?" 

** The fireman in the apartments of the empress. 
He is a poor Savoyard, without name, without 
rank, without position, but with credit and influ- 
ence." 

** A fireman ? " cried the princess, with amaze- 
ment. 

" An old, ugly, deformed fellow called by the 
■ other servants Gnome because of his stubborn 
silence, his want of sociability, his rough manner 
and voice, his caring for nothing but his service, 
which he performs with great method. Every 
morning at six he enters her majesty's apartment, 
makes the fire, throws back the curtain to admit 
the light, arranges the chairs, and then withdraws 
without the least noise. All this he does without 
coqmiitting the slightest indiscretion ; always the 
same; never lingering beyond his time — never 
leaving before. He is like a clock that maintains 
always the same movement and sound. The em- 
press, accustomed for thirty years to see him en- 
ter daily her apartments, has become used to his 
homeliness, and often in the kindness of her heart 
enters into conversation with him. His answers 
are always laconic, in a tone of perfect indififer- 
18 



ence- — at times hrusquey even harsh — ^but they 
have a sensible and often a deep meaning. When 
the empress speaks with him, he does not cease 
his work for a moment, and when he has finished 
he does not remain a minute longer, but goes 
without asking if she desires to continue the con- 
versation. For thirty years he has had the same 
duties and has fulfilled them in the same manner. 
He has never been accused of a mistake — ^he has 
never been guilty of inquisitiveness or intrigue. 
Thus the empress has great and firm confidence 
in him. She is so convinced of his truth, disin- 
terestedness, and probity, that he has gained a 
sort of influence over her, and as she knows that 
he is to be won neither by gold, flattery, promises 
of position and rank, she constantly asks his 
opinion on matters of importance, and not seldom 
is biassed by its strong, sensible tone." 

"But if this man is so honest and disinterested, 
how are we to influence him ? " 

*^ We must seek to win his heart and his head. 
He must become interested in the fate of the un- 
fortunate prisoner — ^he must become anxi6ufl. for 
his release. When we have done this much, we 
can question his self-interest and offer him gold." 

" Gold ? This wonder of probity and truth is 
susceptible to bribes ? " 

"He never has, perhaps never maybe. He 
himself has no desires, no necessities ; but. he has 
one weakness — his daughter. She is a young and 
lovely girl, whom he, in his dark distrust of all at 
court in the form of men, has had educated in a 
convent far from Vienna. She is ^ow living with 
some respectable family in Yienna, but she never 
visits him, never enters the castle to inquire for 
him for fear she should be seen by some of the 
court gentlemen. This girl has now formed an 
attachment to a young doctor. They would like 
to marry, but he has no practice, she no money. 
Her father has saved nothing, but spent all hnj 
wages on her education, and has no dowry for his 
daughter." 

" And he intends to plead with the empress for 
this dower ? " 

" If such a thought came to him he would put 
it away with contempt, for his only ambition con- 
sists in making no requests, receiving no gifts 
from the empress. Nor would he now act for 
this gold alone contrary to his idea of right, Fere 
his daughter to die of sorrow. As I said before, 
his heart and head must first be won, then only 
must we speak of reward." 

"If this man has a heart, we cannot fail to win 
it when we tell him all that Trenck has suffered 
and still' endures," cried the princess. " The ago- 
ny and despair that have been heaped upon the 
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head of one poor mortal will surely touch both 
head and heart. When we have succeeded, we 
will give his daughter a handsome dower. Gk>d 
has so willed it that I am right rich now, and can 
fulfil mypronuses. Mj pension as abbess and 
my salary as princess were both paid in yester- 
day. There is a little fortune in my desk, and I 
shall add more to it Do you think four thousand 
louis d*or will be sufficient to win the Savoyard's 
heart?" 

" For any other it would be more than suffi- 
cient; but to win this honest heart, your oflfer is 
not too great." 

"But is it enough?" 

"It is." 

" Now, all that we need is some sure, cunning 
messenger to send to him ; a man whose heart 
and head, soul and body are bound up in the cause 
he advocates. General, where shall we find such 
a man?" 

General Riedt laughed. " I thought your royal 
highness had already found him." 

The princess looked at him in amazement 

"Ah," cried she, "the jeweller; the man who 
brought me the cup ; who referred me to you m 
so wise and discreet a manner." 

" I think you desired him to return early to- 
morrow morning ? " 

" How do you know that ? Are you acquainted 
with him?" 

General Riedt bowed smilingly. "I ventured 
to send him to your royal highness." 

"Ah! I now^understand it all, and must ac- 
knowledge that the jeweller is as great a nego- 
tiator as you are a diplomatist The cup I showed 
you, you sent to me ? * 

" I received it from the Governor of Magdeburg, 
the Landgrave of Hesse ; as I could do nothing 
with it, I ventured to send it to your royal high- 
ness." 

" And I thank you, general, for sending it in so 
discreet, so wise a manner. We may, perhaps, 
succeed in keeping all this secret from my bro- 
ther, so that he cannot act against us. Hasten 
away, general, and give the jeweller, or whatever 
else he may be, his instructions. Send him to 
me early in the morning for his reward." * 



* The princess snocAeded in winning the influence of 
the fireman. How he succeeded with the empress, can 
be seen In "Thi^baulCs Souvenirs de VIngt Ans,** vol. Iv. 



CHAPTER yil. 

THE ROTAL HOUSB-SPT. 

The next morning, a carriage drew up bciore 
the garden of Sans-Soud, and a gentleman, m i 
glittering, embroidered court imifonn, crept (Kit 
slotfly and with much difficulty. Coughing and 
murmuring peevish words to himself, he slipped 
into the allee leading to the terraces. His badi 
was bent, and from under the three-cornered hat, 
ornamented with rich gold lace, came sparsdj, 
here and there, a few silver hairs. Who could 
have recognized, in this doubled-up, decrepit fonn, 
now with tottering knees creeping up the terrace, 
the once gay, careless, unconcerned grand-master 
of ceremomes. Baron von Pollnitz ? Who cooU 
have supposed that this old weather-beaten visage, 
deformed with a thousand wrinkles, once belonged 
to the dashing cavalier ? And yet, it was even sa 
Pollnitz had grown old, and his back was bowed 
down under the yoke which the monster Time laja 
at last upon humanity ; but his spirit remained 
unchanged. He had preserved his vivacity, his 
malice,' his egotism. He had the same passion 
for gold — much gold ; not, however, to hoard, bat 
to lavish. His life was ever divided between base 
covetousness and thoughtless prodigality. When 
he had revelled and gormandized through the fiist 
days of every montli, he was forced, during the 
last weeks, to suffer privation and hunger, or to 
borrow from those who were good-natured and 
credulous enough to lend him. There was also 
one other source of revenue which the adroit 
courtier knew how to use to his advantage. He 
was a splendid Scarte player ; and, as it was his 
duty, as grand-master of ceremonies, to provide 
amusements for the court, to choose places and 
partners for the card-tables, he always arranged 
it so as to bring himself in contact with wealthy 
and eager card-players, from some of whom he 
could win, and from others borrow a few loois 
d'or. Beside this, since the return of the king, 
Pollnitz had voluntarily taken up his old trade <^ 
spy, and informed Frederick of all he saw and 
heard at court ; for this, from time to time, he 
demanded a small reward. 

" Curious idea," he said, as, puffing and blow- 
ing, he clambered up the terrace. " Curious idea 
to live in this wearisome desert, when he has re- 
spectable and comfortable castles in the midst of 
the city, and on a level plain. One might trolj 
think that the king, even in life, wishes to drav 
nearer to heaven, and withdraws from the children 
of man, to pray and prepare himself for paradise.** 

The baron laughed aloud ; it seemed to him t 
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droll idea to look at the king as a prayerful her- 
mit. This conception amused him, and gave him 
strength to go onward mOre rapidly, and he soon 
reached the upper platform of the terrace, upon 
which the castle stood. Without diflBculty, he 
advanced to the antechamber, but there stood 
Deesen, and forbade him entrance to the king. 

" His majesty holds a cabinet council," said he, 
** and it is expressly commanded to allow no one 
to enter." 

" Then I will force an entrance," said Pollnitz, 
stepping boldly to the door. *^ I must speak to 
his majesty ; I have something most important to 
communicate." 

** I think it cannot be more important than that 
which now occupies the king's attention," said 
the intrepid Deesen. " I am commanded to al- 
low no one to enter ; I shall obey the order of 
the king." 

" I am resolved to enter," said Pollnitz, in a 
loud voice; but Deesen spread his broad figure 
threateningly before the door. An angry dispute 
arose, and Pollnitz made his screeching voice re- 
sound so powerfully, he might well hope the king 
would hear hun, and in this he was not deceived ; 
the king heard and appeared at once upon the 
threshold. 

" Pollnitz," said he, " you are and will always 
be an incorrigible fool ; you are crowing as loud 
as a Gallic cock, who is declaring war against my 
people. I have made peace with the Gauls, mark 
that, and do not dare again to crow so loud. 
What do you want ? Do your creditors wish to 
cast you in prison, or do you wish to inform me 
that you have become a Jew, and wish to accept 
some lucrative place as Rabbi ? " 

"No, sire, I remain a reformed Christian, and 
my creditors will never take the trouble to arrest 
me; they know that would avail nothing. I 
come on most grave and inj^portant matters of 
business, and I pray your majesty to grant me a 
private audience." 

Frederick looked sternly at him. "Listen, 
Pollnitz, you are still a long-winded and doubt- 
ful companion, notwithstanding your seventy-six 
years. Deliberate a moment ; if that which you 
tell me is not important, and requiring speedy at- 
tention, I will punish you severely for having 
dared to interrupt me in my cabinet council ; I 
will withhold your salary for the next month." 

"Your majesty, the business is weighty, and 
requires immediate attention ; I stake my salary 
npon it" 

" Come, then, into my cabinet, but be brief," 
said Frederick, stepping into the adjoining room. 
" Now speak," said he, as he closed the door. 



" Sire, first, I must ask your pardon for daring 
to allude to a subject which is so old that its teeth 
are shaky and its countenance wrinkled." 

"Yon wish, then, to speak of yourself?" said 
Frederick. 

" No, sire ; I will speak of a subject which 
bloomed before the war, and since then has 
withered and faded in a subterranean prison ; but 
it now threatens to put forth new buds, to unfold 
new leaves, and I fear your majesty will find that 
undesbable." 

" Speak, then, clearly, and without circumlocu- 
tion. I am convinced it is only some gossiping 
or slander you wish to retaiL You come as a 
salaried family spy who has snapped up some 
greasy morsels of scandal. Your eyes are glow- 
ing with malicious pleasure, as they always do 
when you are about to conmiit some base trick. 
Now, then, out with it! Of whom will you 
speak ? " 

" Of the Princess Amelia and Trenck," whis- 
pered Pollnitz. 

The king gazed at him fiercely for a moment, 
then turned and walked silently backward and 
forward. 

" Well, what is your narrative," said Frederick, 
at last, turning his back upon Pollnitz, and step- 
ping to the window as if to look out. 

" Sire, if your majesty does not interfere, th^ 
Princess Amelia will send a negotiator to Yienna, 
who undertakes to induce the Empress Maria 
Theresa to apply to you for the release of Trenck. 
This negotiator is richly provided with gold and 
instructions; and the Austrian ambassador has 
pointed out to the princess a sure way to reach 
the ear of the empress, and to obtain an inter* 
cessor with her. She will appeal to the fireman 
of the empress, and this influential man will 
undertake to entreat Maria Theresa to ask for 
Trenck's release. This will take place imme- 
diately ; an hour since the messenger received his 
instructions from General Riedt, and a quarter of 
an hour since he received four thousand louls d'or 
from the princess to bribe the fireman. If the 
intrigue succeeds, the princess has promised him 
a thousand louis d'or for himself." 

"Go on," said the king, as Pollnitz ceased 
speaking. 

" Go on ! " said Politniz, with a stupified air. 
" I have nothing more to say ; it seems to me the 
history is sufficiently important." 

" And it seems to me a silly fairy tale," said 
Frederick, turning angrily upon the grand-master 
" If you think to squeeze gold out of me by such 
ridiculous and senseless narratives, you are great- 
ly mistaken. Not one farthing will I pay fcf 
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these lies. Bo you think that Austria lies on the 
borders of Tartary ? There, a barber is minister ; 
and you, forsooth, will make a fireman the confi- 
dential friend of the empress ! Why, Scheheoe- 
zade would not have dared to relate such an 
absurd fairy tale to her sleepy sultan, as you, sir, 
now seek to impose upon me ! ^' 

** But, sire, it is no fairy tale, but the unvar- 
nished truth. The page of the princess listened, 
and immediately repeated all that he heard to 
me." 

" Have you paid the page for this intelligence, 
which he asserts he overheard ? " 

"No, sire." 

** Then go quickly to Berlin and reward him by 
two sound boxes on the ear, then go to bed and 
drink chamomile tea. It appears to me your head 
is weak." 

"But, sire, I have told you nothing but the 
pure truth ; no matter how fabulous it may ap- 
pear." 

Frederick gazed at him scornfully. "It is a 
silly tale," he cried, in a loud commanding voice. 
" Do not say another word, and do not dare to 
repeat to any one what you have now related. 
Go, I say I and forget this nonsense." 

Pollnitz crept sighing and with bowed head to 
the door, but, before he opened it, he turned once 
jnore to the king. 

" Sire, this is the last day of the month, this 
wretched October has thirty-one days. Even if 
in your majesty^s wisdom you decide this story to 
be untrue, you should at least remember my 
zeal." 

" I should reward you for your zeal in doing 
evil ? " said Frederick, shaking his head. " But 
■ truly this is the way of the world ; evil is' re- 
warded and good actions trodden under foot 
You are not worth a kick! Go and get your 
reward; tell my servant to give you ten Fred- 
ericks d'or— but on one condition." 

" What condition ? " said Pollnitz, joyfully. 

" As soon as you arrive in Berlin, go to the 
castle, call the page of the princess, and box him 
soundly for his villany. Go I " 

The king stood sunk in deep thought in the 
window-niche, long after Pdllnitz had left the 
room ; he appeared tQ forget that his ministers 
were waiting for him ; he thought of his sister 
Amelia^s long, sad life, of her constancy and 
resignation, and a profound and painful pity filled 
his heart. 

"Surely I dare at length grant her the poor 
consolation of having brought about his release," 
said he to himself. " She has been so long and 
BO terribly punished for this unhappy passion, 



that I will give her the consolation of plucking i 
few scentless blossoms from the grave of her 
heart Let her turn to the fireman of the 
empress, and may my pious aunt be warmed up 
by his representations and prayers ! I will not 
interfere ; and if Maria Theresa intercedes for 
Trenck, I will not remember that he is a rebeUiom 
subject and a traitor, worthy of death. I will re- 
member that Amelia has suffered inexpressibly fot 
his sake, that her life is lonely and desolate-t 
horrible night, in which one feeble ray of sunshine 
may surely be allowed to fall Poor Amelia! 
she loves him still ! " 

As Frederick stepped from the window and 
passed into the other room, he murmured to him- 
self: 

" There is something beautiful in a great, ricli 
human heart Bettor to die of ^rief and disajv 
pointment than to be made insensible by scorn 
and disdain — to be turned to stone ! " 



CHAPTER y 111. 

TH£ CLOUDS GATHER. 

Whil9 the king lived alone and quiet in San»- 
Souci, and occupied himself with his studies and 
his government, the gayeties and festivities con- 
tinued uninterrupted in Rheinsberg. It seemed 
that Prince Henry had no other thought, no other 
desire than to prepare new pleasures, new amuse- 
ments for his wife. His life had been giren op 
for so many years to earnest cares, that he now 
sought to indenmify himself by an eager porsui' 
after pleasure. Fite succeeded /2fe, and all of the 
most elegant and accomplished persons in Berlin, 
all those who had any claim to youth, beauty, and 
amiability, were invariably welcome at the palace 
of the prince. • 

It was late in the autumn, and Prmee Henry 
had determined to conclude the long succession 
of wood and garden parties by a singular and fan- 
tastic entertainment. Before they returned to 
the saloons, the winter-quarters of pleasure, they 
wished to bid farewell to Nature. The nymphs 
of the wood and the spring, the hamadryads of 
the forests, the fauns and satyrs should reign once 
more in the woods before they placed the sceptre j 
in the hands of wmter. The guests of Rheinsberg 
should once more eigoy the careless gayety of » 
happy day, before they returned to the winter 
saloons, on whose threshold Etiquette awaited 
them, with her forced smile, her robes of cere- 
mony and her orders and titles. 
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The ladies and gentleman bad been transformed, 
therefore, into gods and goddesses, nymphs, and 
hamadryads, fauns, satyrs, and wood-spirits. 
The horn of Diana resounded once more in the 
wood, through which the enchanting huntress 
passed, accompanied by Endymion, who was pur- 
sued by Actaeon. There was Apollo and the charm- 
ing Daphne ; Echo and the vain Narcissus ; and, 
on the bank of the lake, which gleamed in the 
midst of the forest, the water-nymphs danced in a 
fairy-circle with the tritons. 

The prince had himself made all the arrange- 
ments for this fantastic fke ; he had selected the 
character, and appouited the place of every one, 
and, that nothmg should fail, he had ordered all 
to seek their pleasures and adventures as they 
would— only, when the horn of the goddess Diana 
should sound, all must appear on the shore of the 
lake to partake of a most luxurious meal. The 
remsdnder of the day was to be given to the 
voluntary pleasures which each one would seek 
or make for himself, and in this the ladies and 
gentlemen showed themselves more ingenious 
than usual. In every direction goddesses were to 
be seen gliding through the bushes to escape 
the snares of some god, or seeking some agreeable 
rendezvous. At the edge of the lake lay charm- 
ing gondolas ready for those who wished to rest 
and refresh themselves by a sail upon the dancing 
waves. For the hunters and huntresses targets 
were placed upon the trees ; all kinds of fire-arms 
and cross-bows and arrows lay near them. Scat- 
tered throughout the forest, were a number of 
small huts, entirely covered with the bark of trees, 
and looking like a mass of fallen wood, but com- 
fortably and even elegantly arranged in the in^ 
terior. Every one of these huts was numbered, 
and at the beginning of the fUe every lady had 
drawn a number from an urn, which was to des- 
ignate the hut which belonged to her. Chance 
alone had decided, and each one had given her 
word not to betray the number of her cabin. 
From this arose a seeking and spying, a following 
and listening, which gave a peculiar charm to the 
fiie. Every nymph or goddess could find a refuge 
in her cabm ; having entered it, it was only necies- 
sary to display the ivy wreath, which she found 
withm, to protect herself from any fUrthcr pursuit, 
for this wreath announced to all that the mistress 
of the hut had retbed within and did not wish her 
solitude disturbed. That nothing might mar the 
harmony of this/^, the prince and his wife had 
placed themselves on an equal footing with their 
guests ; the princess had declined any conspicu- 
ous rUe^ and was to appear hi the simple but 
charming costume of a wood-nymph, while the 



prince had selected an ideal and fanciful hunter's 
costume. Even in the selection of huts the Prin- 
cess Wilhehnina had refused to make any choice, 
and had drawn her number as the others did, even 
refusmg a glimpse of it to her husband. 

This day seemed given up to joy and pleasure. 
Every countenance was bright and smiling, and 
the wood resounded with merry laughter, with 
the tones of the hunter's horn, the baying of the 
hounds, which were in Diana's train, and the 
singuig of sweet songs. And still on how many 
faces the smile was assumed, how many sighs 
arose, with how many cares and sorrows were 
many of these apparently happy creatures weighed 
down? Even the noble brow of the goddess 
Diana was not so unruffled as Homer describes it, 
her countenance expressed care and unrest, and in 
her great black eyes there glowed such fire as had 
never shone in the orbs of the coy goddess. 

See, there is the goddess Diana crossing the 
wood breathlessly, and hurriedly, looking anxious- 
ly around her, as if she feared the approach of 
some pursuers ; then seemg that no one is near, 
she hastens forward toward the hut, which stands 
amidst those bushes. The ivy wreath is hanging 
before this cabin, but Diana does not notice this, 
she knows what it means and, besides,no one ha^ 
a right to enter this hut but herself, for it bears 
the number which she drew. 

As she entered, Endymion, the beautiful hunter, 
advanced to greet her. <*At length you have 
come, Camilla," he whispered, gently; "at lengtl? 
you grant me the happiness of a private interview. 
Oh, it is an eternity since I beheld you. You arc 
very cruel to me to refuse me all intercourse with 
you, and to leave me languishing in the distance 
for one glance from you." 

" As if it depended on me to allow you to ap 
proach me. As if I was not guarded with argua 
eyes as a prisoner that is expected to break loose 
and vanish at any moment How much trouble, 
bow much cunning and deftness have I been com- 
pelled to exercise to come here now. It was a 
detestable idea of the princess to give me the riHi 
of Diana, for I have behind me a band of spies, 
and I assure you that my coy huntresses are so 
fearfully modest, that the sight of a man fills them 
with dread, and they flee before him mto the 
wildest thicket of the woods." 

" Perhaps because they have a lover concealed 
in the thicket," said Endymion. 

Camilla laughed aloud. ** Perhaps you are right 
But when my huntresses fly, there still remains 
that horrible argus who guards me with his thou- 
sand eyes and never leaves my side. It was from 
pure malice that the prince gave that r^ to my 
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detestable stepfather, and thus fastened him upon 
me." 

" How did you succeed in escaping the watch- 
fulness of your argus to come here ? " 

**I escaped at the moment the princess was 
speaking to him, and my huntresses were pursu- 
mg Actsson, which character the Baron von Eap- 
hengst was representing with much humor. I 
wanted to speak with you, for I have so much to 
relate to you. I must open to you my broken, 
my unhappy heart. You are my dear, faithful 
cousin Kindar, and I hope you will not leave your 
poor cousin, but give her counsel and assistance." 

Baron von Eindar took Camilla^s offered hand 
and pressed it to his lips. " Count upon me as 
upon your faithful slave, who would gladly die for 
yoii, as he cannot live for your sake." 

" Listen then, beau coimn^^^ whispered Camilla, 
smiling. " You know that my stem, upright hus- 
band has left Berlin in order to receive the post of 
an ambassador at Copenhagen. I would not accom- 
pany him because I was daily expecting the birth 
of my child, and the Jittle creature was so sensi- 
ble as not to enter the world until after the de- 
parture of its honored father, who, before leaving, 
had delivered me a lecture on the subject of his 
fidelity and tenderness, and of my duties as a 
lonely wife and young mother. I was compelled 
to swear to him among other things that I would 
not receive my heaa cousin at my house." 

" And you took that oath ? " interrupted Kin- 
dar, reproachfully. 

" I was forced to do so, or he would not have 
gone, or he would have taken me with him. Be- 
sides this, he left behind his old confidant the 
tutor, and told him that you should never be al- 
lowed to visit me. And to place the crown upon 
his jealousy, he betrayed the secret of his sus- 
picions to my stepfather, and demanded of him 
the friendly service of accompanying me to all 
f^tes and balls, and to prevent you from approach- 
ing me." 

" Am I then so dangerous ? " said Kindar, with 
a faint smile. 

" These gentlemen at least appear to think so ; 
and if I did not care sp much for you, I should 
really hate you, I have suffered so much on your 
account." 

Baron von Kindar covered her hand with burn- 
ing kisses for an answer t6 this. 

" Be reasonable, beau cottsiriy and listen to me," 
said Camilla, as she laughingly withdrew her hand. 
" My husband has been, as I said, in Copenhagen 
for eight weeks, and has already entreated me to 
join him with the child, as I have entirely re- 
covered." 



" The barbarian ! " murmured Kindar. 

'^ I have declined up to this time under one pr» 
text or another. But yesterday I received a let- 
ter from my husband, in which he no longer ^i« 
treats me, but dares, as he himself expresses it, 
to command me to leave Berlin two days after the 
receipt of his letter." 

** But that is tyranny which passes all bounds," 
cried Kindar. "Does this wise lord think that 
his wife must obey him as a slave ? Ah, Camil- 
la, you owe it to yourself to show him that you 
are a free-born woman, whom no one dare com- 
mand, not even a husband." 

" How shall I show him that ? " asked Camilla. 

"By remaining here," whispered Kindar. ** You 
dare not think of leaving Berlin, for you know 
that the hour of your departure would be the 
hour of my death. You know it, for you have 
long known that I love you entirely, and that you 
owe me some recompense for the cruel pain I suf- 
fered when you married another." 

" And in what shall this recompense consist ? " 
asked Camilla with a coquettish smile. 

Baron von Kindar placing his arm around her, 
whispered : " By remaming here, adored Camilla, 
for my sake— in declaring to your hated husband 
that you will leave Berlin on no accoimt — that 
your honor demands that you should prove to him 
in the face of his brutal commands, that these 
are no commands for you — ^and that you will fol- 
low your own will and inclination. Therefore you 
will remain in Berlin." 

" Will you write this letter for me ? " 

" If I do so, will you consent to remain here, 
and to open your door to me in spite of the or- 
ders of your husband, or the argus-eyes of your 
stepfather?" 

" Write the letter, the rest will arrange itself" 
said Camilla. 

" I will write it to-night. May I bring it to you 
myself to-morrow morning ? " 

" If I say no, will you then be so kind as to 
give it to my maid ? " 

" 1 swear by my honor that I will only give the 
letter into your own hands." 

" Well, then, my tyrannical cousin, you force 
me to open my door to you in spite of my husband 
and my stepfather, and in the face of thu» Cerbe- 
rus of a tutor who guards my stronghold." 

"But what do I care for these open doors so 
long as your heart remains closed against me, Ca- 
milla ? Ah, you laugh — ^you mock at my suffer- 
ings. Have you no pity, no mercy ? You see 
what I suffer, and you laugh." 

" I laugh," she whispered, " because you are so 
silly, beau cousin. But listen, there is the call of 
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my huntresses — ^I must hasten to them, or they 
will surround this cabin and they might enter. 
Farewell. To-morrow I will expect you with the 
letter. Adieu." Throwing him a kiss with the 
tips of her fingers, she hastily left the hut. 

Baron von Kindar looked after her with a sin- 
gular smile. " She is mine," he whispered. " We 
will have a charming little romance, but it will 
tonninate in a divorce, and not in a marriage. I 
have no idea of following up. this divorce by a 
marriage. God protect me from being forced to 
marry this beautiful, frivolous, coquettish woman." 

While this scene was taking place in one part 
of the forest, ihef^ continued gajrly. They sang 
and laughed, and jested, and no one dreamed 
that dark sin was casting its cold shadow over 
this bright scene — that the cowardly crime of 
treachery had already poisoned the pure air of 
this forest None suspected it less than Prince 
Henry hunself.. He was happy and content that 
this fSte had succeeded so well — that this bright 
autumn day had come opportunely to his aid. The 
8un penetrated to his heart and made it warm and 
joyous. He had just made a fittle tour through 
the forest with some of his cavalitrs, and had re- 
turned to the tent on the bank of the- lake, 
where he had last seen the princess amid a bevy 
of nymphs, but she was no longer there, and none 
of the ladies knew where she had gone. 

" She has retired to her hut," said the prince to 
himself, as he turned smilingly toward the thick 
woods. " The only thing is to discover her hut ; 
without doubt she is there and expects me to seek 
her. Now, then, may fortune assist me to discov- 
er my beloved. I must find hy if only to prove 
to her that my love can overcome all difficulties 
and penetrate every mystery. There are twenty- 
four huts — ^I know their situation. I will visit 
each, and it will be strange indeed if I cannot dis- 
cover my beautiful Wilhelmina." 

He advanced with hasty steps in the direction 
of the huts. By a singular coincidence they were 
all vacant, the ivy wreath was displayed on none, 
and the prince could enter and convince hunself 
that no one was within. He had visited twenty- 
three of the huts without finding the object of his 
search. "I will go to the last one," said the 
prince, gayly; "perhaps the gods have led me 
astray only that I might find happiness at the end 
of my path." He saw the last hut in the dis- 
tance. It nestled in the midst of low bushes, 
looking quiet and undisturbed, and on the door 
hung the ivy wreath. The heart of the prince 
beat with joy, and he murmured, " She is there — 
I have found her," as he hastened toward the hut. 
"No," he said, "I dare not surprise her. .1 



must consider the law sacred which I made. The 
ivy wreath is before the door — ^no one dare enter. 
But I will lie down before the door, and when she 
comes out she must cross my body or fall into my 
arms." The prince approached the hut quietly, 
careful to avoid making any noise. When he had 
reached it, he sank slowly upon the grass, and 
turned his eyes upon the door, which concealed his 
beloved one from his view. 

Deep silence reigned. This was a charming 
spot, just suited for a tender rendezvous, and full 
of that sweet silence which speaks so eloquently 
to a loving heart. In the distance could be heard 
the sound of the hunter's horn, whilst the great 
trees rustled their leaves as though they wished 
to mingle their notes in the universal anthem. 
The prince gave himself up for a long time to the 
sweet pleasures of this solitude, turning his smi- 
Img glance first to the heavens where a few white 
clouds were floating, and then again* to earth, 
where some glittering insect attracted his gaze. 

But what was it which pierced through him 
with a deadly horror — which made him become 
80 pale, and turn his flashing eyes with an inde- 
scribable expression of dread toward the hut ? 
Why did he partially arise from his reclining posi- 
tion as the hunter does, who sees the prey ap- 
proach that he wishes to destroy ? What was it 
that made him press his lips so tightly, one against 
the other, as if he would repress a cry of agony, 
or an execration ? And why does he listen now 
with bated breath, his gaze fixed upon the hut, 
and both hands raised, as if to threaten an ap- 
proaching enemy ? Suddenly he sprang up, and 
rushed trembling to the door, and, while in the act 
of bursting it open, he fell back, pale as death, as 
if his foot had trodden upon a poisonous serpent. 
Thus retreating, with wildly staring eyes, with 
half-open lips, which seemed stiffened in the very 
act of uttering a shriek, he slowly left the hut, 
and then suddenly, as if he could no longer look 
at any thing so frightful, he turned and fled from 
the spot as if pursued by furies. Farther, always 
farther, until his strength and his breath were ex- 
hausted ; then he sank down. 

" It was cowardly to fly," he murmured ; " but 
I felt that I should murder them, if they came out 
of the hut before my eyes. A voice within whis- 
pered, * My, or you will be a murderer I ' I obeyed 
it almost agjunst my will It was cowardly — an 
unpardonable error, but I will return to the hut." 

He sprang forward like a tiger, ready to fall 
upon his prey. His hand involuntarily sought 
his side for his sword. 

"Ah, I have no weapon," he said, gnashing his 
teeth, " I must murder them with my hands." 
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He Advanced with uplifted head, defiant as a 
conqueror, or as one who has overcome death and 
has nothing to fear. The hut was again before 
him, but it no longer smiled at him; it filled him 
with horror and fury. Now he has reached it, and 
with one blow he bursts open the door; but it is 
empty. The prince had not remarked that the 
ivy-wreath was no longer displayed, and that the 
hut was therefore vacant. 

"They are gone," he murmured. "This time 
they have escaped pimishment, but it surely 
awaits them." 



CHAPTER IX. 

BROTHER AND SISTER. 

A MONTH had passed since Amelia dispatched 
her emissary to the queen's fireman, and she had 
as yet received no definite intelligence. General 
Riedt had called but once ; he told her he had 
succeeded m interesting the Savoyard in Trenck's 
fate, an J he had promised to remind the empress 
of the unfortunate prisoner. But a condition 
must be attached to this promise : no one must 
approach him again on this subject ; it must be 
kept an inviolable secret. Only when Trenck 
was free would the fireman recdve the other half 
of the stipulated sum ; if he failed in his attempt, 
he would return the money he now held. 

This was all that the princess had heard from 
Vienna ; her heart was sorrowful — ^almost hope- 
less. Trenck still sat in his wretched prison at 
Magdeburg, and she scarcely dared hope for his 
release. 

It was a dark, tempestuous November day. 
The princess stood at the window, gazing at the 
whirling snow-flakes, and listening to the howling 
of the pitiless storm. They sounded to her like the 
raging shrieks of mocking, contending spirits, and 
filled her heart with malignant joy. 

" Many ships will go down to destniction in the 
roaring sea ; many men will lose all that they pos- 
sess," she murmured, with a coarse laugh. " God 
sends His favorite daughter, the bride of the winds ; 
she sings a derisive song to men ; she shows them 
how weak, how pitiful they are. She sweeps away 
theur possessions — ^toucl^ss them on that point 
where alone they are sensitive. I rejoice in the 
howling, whistling tempest I This is the voice of 
the great world-spirit, dashing by in the thunder, 
and making the cowardly hearts of men tremble. 
They deserve this punishment ; they are utterly 
unworthy and contemptible. I hate, I despise 
them all 1 Only when I see them suffer can I be 



reconciled to them. Aha! the storm has adzed i 
beautifully-dressed lady. How it whirls asd 
dashes her about ! Look how it lifts her robe, 
making rare sport of her deceitful, afifected mod- 
esty. Miserable, variegated butterfly that job 
are, you thmk yourself a goddess of youth and 
beauty. This wild tempest teaches you that yoa 
are but a poor, pitiful insect, tossed about in the 
world like any other creeping thing — a poweri&SE 
atom. The storm first takes possession of your 
clothes, now of your costly hat Wait, my lady, 
wait! one day it will take your heart ; it will be 
crushed and broken to pieces — ^there will be none 
to pity. The world laughs and mocks at ^ 
wretched. Misfortune is the only disgrace wbkh 
is never forgiven. You may be a thief, a mnr- 
derer, and you will be pardoned if you are admt 
enough to slip your head from the noose. Crimi- 
nals are pitied and pardoned, unfortunates never. 
Ah, this is a mad, gay world, and they are foofe 
who take it earnestly ; who do not laugh — ^hragh 
even as I do." 

The princess laughed aloud — ^if that could be 
called a laugh, from which she shuddered btck 
herself in temfr. 

" It is bitter cold here," she said, shuddering; 
" I think I shall never be warm again. I am 
always freezing, and this miserable frost hai 
turned my heart and soul to ice. I would like to 
know if they will thaw in the grave ? " 

She stepped slowly from the window, and crqrt 
through the large, empty room to the chimney, 
where a large wood-fire was burning — now flicker- 
ing up in clear flames, now breaking into glowii^ 
coals. 

Amelia took the poker, and amused herself by 
dashing the coals apart, and watching the flash- 
ing, dancing flames. The fire seemed to embrace 
her whole figure, and threw a rosy shimmer OTcr 
her wan and fallen cheeks. She gazed deep down 
into the glowing coals, and murmured broken, dis- 
connected words. From time to time a mocking 
smile trembled on her lips, then heavy sighs 
wrung her breast. Was she perhaps telling the 
fire of the flames which raged within her bosom f 
Was she perhaps a ma^cian, who understood the 
language of these mysterious tongues of flame^ 
and answered their burning questions? The 
hasty opening of the door aroused her from her 
dreams, and a page appeared and announced in a 
loud voice — " His majesty the king I " 

Amelia bowed her head, and advanced slowly 
and with a stem countenance to meet the king 
who now appeared at the threshold. 

" May I enter, my sister, or do you command 
me to withdraw ? " said Frederick, smiling. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY. 



211 



"The king has no permission to ask," said 
Amelia, earnestly; "he Is everywhere lord and 
master. The doors of all other prisons open be- 
fore him, and so also do mine." 

Frederick nodded to the page to leave the room 
and close the door, then advanced eagerly to 
meet his sister. Giving her his hand, he led her 
to the divan, and seated himself beside her. 

" You regard me then as a kind of jailer," he 
said, in a gentle, loving voice. 

** Can a king be any thing but a jailer? " she 
said, roughly. " Those who displease him, he ar- 
rests and casts into prison, and not one of his 
subjects can be sure that he will not one day dis- 
please him." 

" You, at least, my sister, have not this to fear, 
and yet you have just called this your prison." 

" It is a prison, sire." 

" And am I, then, your jailer ? " 

" No, sire, life is my jailer." 

"You are right, there, Amelia. Life is the 
universal jailer, from whom death alone can release 
us. The world is a great prison, and only fools 
think themselves free. But we are involuntarily 
commencing an earnest, philosophical conversa- 
tion. I come to you to rest, to refresh myself; 
to converse harmlessly and cheerfully, as in our 
earlier and happier days. Tell me something, 
dear sister, of yoi'j life, your occupations, and your 
friends ? " 

"That is easily done, and requires but few 
words," said Amelia, hoarsely. "Of my life I 
have already told you all that can be said. Life 
is my jailer, and I look longingly to death, who 
alone can release me. As to my well-being, there 
is nothing to say ; all is evil, only evil continually. 
My occupations are monotonous, I am ever asleep. 
Night and day I sleep and dream ; and why should 
I awake ? I have nothing to hope, nothing to do. 
I am a superfluous piece of furniture in this cas- 
tle, and r know well you will all rejoice when I 
am placed in the vault. I am an old maid, or, if 
you prefer it, I am a wall-frog, who has nothing 
to do but creep into my hole, and, when I have vi- 
tality enough, to spit my venom upon the passers- 
by. As to my friends, I have nothing to relate; 
I have no friends ! I hate all mankind, and I am 
hated by all. I am especially on my gyard with 
those who pretend to love me ; I know that they 
are deceitful and traitorous, that they are only 
actuated by selfish motives." 

"Poor sister," said the king, sadly; "how un- 
happy must you be to speak thus I Can I do 
nothing to alleviate your misfortune? " 

Amelia laughed loudly and scomfidly. "For- 
^ve me, your majesty, but your question reminds 



me of a merry fairy tale I have just read of a can 
nibal who is in the act of devouring a young girl 
The poor child pleaded piteously for her life, nat- 
urally in vain. * I cannot, of course, give you your 
life,* swd the cannibal, * but I will gladly grant 
you any other wish of your heart. Think, then, 
quickly, of what you most desire, and be assured 
I will fulfil your request.* The pretty maiden, 
trembling with horror and despair, could not col- 
lect her thoughts. Then, after a short pause, the 
cannibal said, * I cannot wait ; I am hungry I but 
in order to grant you a little longer time to de- 
termine upon the favor you will ask, I will not, as 
I am accustomed to do, devour the head fi^t, I 
will commence with the feet.* So saying, he cut 
off the legs and ate them, and on cutting off 
each limb he graciously asked the poor shudder- 
ing, whimpering being, * Well, why do you not 
think ? Is there, then, no favor I can show you ? ' 
Confess now, sire, that this was a most magnani- 
mous cannibal.** 

Frederick laughed heartily, and appeared not to 
understand his sister's double meaning. 

" You are right,** sdd he ; " that is a merry 
fairy tale, and brings the tears to my eyes — I 
scarcely know whether from laughter or weeping. 
"Where did you read it, my sister ? ** 

" The fire-spirits who spring up and down m 
the chimney so lustily, related it to me. Oh, sire, 
these are merry sprites ; and often in my solitude, 
when I am sitting in my arm-chair in the chim- 
ney-comer, they nod to me, and chat freely of 
by-gone times, and the days which are to come.'* 

" I fear they have not much that is cheerful or 
encouraging, certainly not much that is interest- 
ing to tell you,** said Frederick. 

" To those who, like us, have passed the merid- 
ian of life, and are going rapidly down-hill, the 
surroundings become ever duller and more drear ; 
for us there are no more great and agreeable sur- 
prises ; the farther they advance, the more lonely 
and desolate it appears ; life has no more to 
offer, and they are glad at last to reach the valley 
and lie down in quiet graves. But while we live 
and are still wanderers, Amelia, we must not fold 
our hands in idleness ; we must work and achieve. 
You also, my sister, must be active and energetic; 
an unusual opportunity is now offered you. The 
Abbess of Quedlinberg is dead, and you can now 
enter upon her duties.** 

" And your majesty thinks it is really a worthy 
vocation for me to go to Quedlinberg and become 
the shepherdess of that fearful flock of old maids 
who took refuge in a nunnery because no man 
desired them ? No, your majesty, do not send me 
to Quedlinberg ; it is not my calling to build up 
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the woiibj niins into saints of the Host High. I 
am too nnsanctified myself to be an example to 
them, and, in fact, I feel no inclination to purify 
them firom their sins." 

"Well, that might be found a difficult task," 
said the king, laughing, " and it would not make 
YOU beloved. Men love nothing so much as their 
rices, and they hate those who would free them 
from their cherished yoke. Zou can, however, 
remiun in Berlin and still accept this office, once 
so worthily filled by the lovely Aurora of Konigs- 
mark. King Augustus gave her, at least, with 
this refuge, provided by his love, a rich widow's 
income; and you can now, Amelia, e^joj the 
fruit of that love which at one time filled all 
Europe with admiration. The salary of the ab- 
bess amounts to seventeen thousand thalers, and 
I think this addition to your fortune will be 
welcome. Your income will now be forty thou- 
sand thalers." 

" Lodgmg and fuel included," said Amelia, with 
a sarcastic laugh. " Look you, sire, I see that I 
have nothing to complain of. My hospital is 
splendidly endowed, and if I should ever become 
miserly, I may be able to lay aside a few thalers 
yearly." 

" I will gladly put it in your power to lay 
aside a larger sum, if you become covetous," 
said the king ; " and I beg you, therefore, to allow 
me the pleasure of raising your salary as princess, 
six thousand thalers." * 

Amelia looked at hun distrustfully. "You are 
very gracious to me to-day, my brother. You 
grant favors before I ask . them. I confess to 
you this alarms and agitates me. You have per- 
haps some bad news to disclose, and fearing I 
will be crushed by it, you desire, beforehand, to 
apply a balsam." 

The king's glance was tender and sympathetic. 
" Poor Amelia I you will, then, never believe in 
my affection," said he, mildly. "You distrust 
even your brother I Oh, Amelia I life has hard- 
ened us both. We entered upon the stage of 
life with great but fleetmg illusions. How glori- 
ously grand and beautiful did the world appear to 
us ; now we look around us soberly, almost hope- 
lessly I What remains of our ideals ? What has 
become of the dreams of our youth ? " 

" The storm-winds have shattered and scattered 
them," cried Amelia, laughing. " The evil fiend 
has ploughed over the fair soil of your youth and 
turned it to stone and ashes. I am content that this 
is so. I would rather wander amongst ruins and 
dust and ashes than to wdk gayly over a smooth 
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Surface with whose dark caves and pitfalls I wm 
unacquainted, and which might any day ingsJ 
me. When both foundation and superstroetoR 
lie in ruins at your feet, you have nothing mots 
to fear. But I say this for myself, sire, not for 
you, the fame-crowned kmg, who has astonisbd 
the world by his victories, and now fills it with 
admiration by the wisdom with which be govois 
his subjects and advances the glory of his king- 
dom!" 

" My child," said the king, mildly, " fame lus 
no longer any attraction for me. Nero was als9 
renowned; he burned dties and temples, and 
tortured Seneca to death. Erostratus succeeded 
m making his name imperishable. I am utteiij 
indifierent as to the world's admiration of my wis- 
dom and power to govern. I try to do my dntj 
as a king. But I tell you, child, in one littli 
comer of the king's heart there remiuns ere 
something human ; and the poor creature nm 
sometimes cries out for a little personal comfbn 
and happmess. One may be very rich as a kin^ 
but poor — oh, how poor — as a man I Let as, 
however, dismiss these sad thoughts. I was 
speaking to you of money, Amelia. We will re- 
turn to this theme. I cannot prevent your heart 
from suffering, but I can secure to you every oat- 
ward good. Your income, until now, has be«Q 
small ; tell me what debts you have contracted, 
and I will pay them I " 

" Your majesty falls mto my room like a shower 
of gold," cried Amelia ; " you will find no Dam 
here, only an ugly old maid, who is, howerer, 
ready to receive the glittering treasure ; but joi 
give me credit for too good a memory wh^ job 
think I know the amount of my debts. I oolj 
know the sum now in my casket." 

" And what is the amount, Amelia ? " 

" A cipher, sire ; your majesty knows this is the 
end of the month." 

"I know it, my sister ; and I therefore beg yoa 
to accept from me to-day a small sum in advance. 
I dreamt la3t night that you had recently been 
called upon to pay out four thousand louis d'or. 
This dream was significant ; it seemed to me a 
su^estion to give you this sum. I therefore 
sent, in your name, an order on my treasurer for 
four thousand louis d'or." 

Amelia looked at hun and trembled with terror. 
" Do you know the use to which I have applied 
this sum ? " said she, breathlessly. 

"My dream was silent on this point," said 
Frederick, rising ; " it only told me that yoi 
needed this amount, nothing more. If I had beea 
curious, I might have asked your page, who has an 
acute ear, and for whom no key-hole is too small" 
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* Ah, he has betrayed me, then," murmured 
Lmelia. 

Frederick did not appear to hear her ; he took 
lis hat, and offered his sister his hand. Amelia 
lid not see it ; she stood as if turned to stone in 
;be middle of the room, and as the king advanced 
ioward the door, she stepped slowly and mechan- 
cally after him. 

Suddenly the king turned and looked at his 
iister. 

** I had almost forgotten to tell you a piece of 
lews," said he, carelessly ; "^something which will 
perhaps interest you, Amelia. Even at this moment 
% prisoner is being released from his cell and re- 
stored to life and liberty. The Empress Maria 
rheresa, influenced bj oer fireman, it is said, has 
appealed to me — ^*' 

Princess Amelia uttered a heart-rending shriek, 
stud rushing forward she seized the arm of the 
king with both her trembling hands. 

"Brother! oh, brother, be merciful! do not 
make cruel sport of me. I acknowledge I ap- 
pealed to the fireman of the empress. I offered 
him four thousand louis d'or if he would intercede 
for Trenck. I see that you know all; I deny 
nothing. If I have committed a crime worthy of 
death, condemn me ; but do not inflict such fear- 
ful tortures before my execution. Do not mock 
at my great grief, but be pitiful Look upon me, 
brother ; look at my withered Kmbs, my deformed 
visage ; is not my punishment sufficient ? torture 
me no longer. You return me the sum of money 
I sent to Vienna : does that mean that you have 
discovered and destroyed my plot ? Is this so, 
brother ? Have you the heart to play this cruel 
jest with me ? Having thus made my last attempt 
fruitless, do you tell me in mockery that Trenck 
is free ? " She held the arm of the king firmly, 
and half sinking to her knees, she looked up at 
him breathlessly. 

" No, Amelia," said Frederick, and his voice 
trembled with emotion. ^*No, I have not that 
cruel courage. The hand of your clock points 
now to twelve; at this moment Trenck leaves 
Magdeburg in a closed carriage, accompanied by 
two soldiers. To-morrow he will reach Prague, 
and then he is free to go where he will, only not 
in Prussia. Trenck is free." 

" Trenck is free ! " repeated Amelia, with a shout 
of joy; she sprang from her knees, clasped the 
king in a close embrace, and wept upon his bosom 
such tears as she had not shed for many long 
years— tears of holy happiness, of rapture inex- 
pressible ; then suddenly releasing him, she ran 
rapidly about the room, in the midst of bitter 
weeping breaking out into loud ringing laughter, 



a laugh which rung so fresh, so joyous, it seemed 
an echo from her far-off happy childhood. " Trenck 
is free ! free ! " repeated she again ; " and, oh, un- 
speakable happiness ! /obtained him his liberty ! 
ah, no, not I, but a poor Savoyard who wished a 
dower for his daughter. Oh, ye great ones of the 
earth, speak no more of your glory and power, a 
poor Savoyard was mightier than you all 1 But 
no, no ; what have I said ? you, my brother, you 
have released him. To you Trenck owes his life 
and liberty. I thank you that these fearful chains, 
which held my soul in bondage, have fallen apart. 
Once more I breathe freely, without the appalling 
consciousness that every breath I draw finds this 
.echo in a cavern of the earth. You have released 
me from bondage, oh, my brother, and henceforth 
I will love you with all the strength of my being. 
Yes, I will love you," cried she, eagerly ; " I will 
cliog to you with unchangmg constancy ; you will 
ever find in me a faithful ally. I can be useful. 
I cannot act, but I can listen and watch. I will 
be your spy. I will tell you all I see. I will read 
all hearts and make known to you their thoughts. 
Even now I have something to disclose; do not 
trust your brothers. Above all others put no 
faith in Prince Henry ; he hates you with a per- 
fect hatred for the sake of Augustus William, who, 
he says, died of your contempt and cruelty. Trust 
him in nothing ; he is ambitious, he envies you 
your throne ; he hates me also, and calls me al- 
ways * Za fee malfauard^ He shall be justified 
in this I I will be for him La, fee malfaisant. I 
will revenge myself for this hatred. Without my 
help, however, he will soon be sufficiently pun- 
ished. His beautiful Wilhelmina will revenge 
me." 

She broke out in wild and convulsive laughter, 
and repeated again and agiun in joyous tones, 
" Yes, yes, his beautiful Wilhelmina will punish 
him for calling me an old witch." 

The king shuddered at her mad laughter, and 
was oppressed by her presence ; her mirth was 
sadder than her tears. He bade her a silent adieu, 
and hastened away as if flying from a pestilence. 
The princess did not detain him ; she had fallen 
upon a chair, and staring immovably before her, 
she cried out : " Trenck is free ! Trenck is free ! 
Life is his once more ! I must, I will live till I 
have seen him once more. Then, when my poor 
eyes have looked upon him yet once again, then I 
will die — die ! " * 

* This wish of the princeu was AilfiUed after the death 
of Frederick the Great Trenck received permission ih>in 
his snccessor, Frederick William IL, to return to Berlin. 
He was graciously received at court ; his first visit, even 
before he was annonnced to the king, was paid to the 
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Saddenly ebe sprang from her seat. '* I must 
know Trenck*8 future ; I must draw his horoscope. 
I must question the cards as to his destiny, and 
know whether happiness or misery lies before 
him. Yes, I will summon my fortune-teller. 
There is a destmy which shapes our ends." 



CHAPTER X. 

THE STOLEN CHILD. 

It was a dark, stormy December night The 
long-deserted streets of Berlin were covered with, 
deep snow. By the glare of a smaU oU-lamp af- 
fixed to a post, the tall form of a man, wrapped 
in a large travelling-cloak, could be seen lean- 
ing against a wall ; he was gazing fixedly at the 
houses opposite hhn. The snow beat upon his 
face, his limbs were stiff firom the cold winter wind, 
his teeth chattered, but he did not seem to feel it 
His whole soul, his whole being was filled with 
one thought, one desire. What mattered it to him 
if he suffered, if he died. As a dark shadow ap- 
peared at the opposite door, life and energy once 
more came back to the stoic. He crossed the 
street hasdly. 

** Well, doctor," said he, eagerly, " what have 
you discovered ? " 

" It is as your servant informed you, my lord. 
Your wife. Lady Elliot, is not at home. She is at 
a ball at Count Verther's, and will not return till 
after midnight." 

"But my child? my daughter? " said Lord El- 
liot, in a trembling voice. 

Princess Amelia. She receired bim in the same room 
in which, forty-seven years before, they had passed so 
many happy hours. Upon the aame spot where, beantiAil 
in yoath and grace, they had once sworn eternal love and 
folth, they now looked upon each other and sought in vain, 
in these fkllen and withered features, for any trace of those 
charms, which had once enraptured them. Trenck re- 
mained many hours with her ; they had much to relate. 
He confessed freely all the events ofhis fimtastic and ad- 
TentnroQS life. She listened with a gentle smile, and for- 
gave him for all his wanderings and all his sins. On 
taking leave, he promised the princess to bring bis oldest 
daughter and present her, and Amelia promised to be a 
mother to her. Death, however, prevented the falfil- 
ment of these promises. It appeared as if this interview 
had exhausted her remaining strength. In 1780, a few 
days after her meeting with Trenck, Amelia died. Trenck 
lived but a few years ; he went to France, and died under 
Che gnUlotine in 1798. As he sat with his companions 
apon the car on their way to execution, he s^d to the 
gaping crowd: ^Hh Men, eh Men, de qttoi vous imer- 
veiUez-vom t Ceci n^est qu''une eotnidie d la Bobee- 
pierre.''^ These were Trenck's last words ; a few mo- 
ments afterward his head fell under the guillotine. 



" She, of course, is at home, my lord. She a: 
the chamber acljoining your former sleeping aptt 
ment. No one but the nurse is with her." 

" It is well— il thank you, doctor. All I m 
require of you is to send my valet, whom I se 
to your house after me, with my bagga^ Tsn 
well!" 

He was rushing away, but the doctor detaiael 
him. 

"My lord," said he, in a low •and implorE,^ 
voice, " consider the matter once more before m\ 
act Remember that you will thus inform allEer^ 
lin of your unfortunate wedded life, and becoa 
subject to the jeers and laughter of the so-calk 
nobility ; lowering the tragedy of your house tsi 
proverb." 

« Be it so," said Lord Elliot, proudly, "Ikr* 
nothing to fear. The whole world knows that 97 
honor is stained ; before the whole world wH 
cleanse it." 

" But in doing so, my lord, you disgrace yac 
wife." 

" Do you not think she justly deserves it?" 
said Lord Elliot, harshly. 

" But you should have pity on her youth." 

"Doctor, when one has sufibred as I bi^ 
every feeling is extinguished from the heart te 
hatred. As I have not died of grie^ I shall Ims 
revenge my suflferings. My determination is m 
terable. I must and will tear my child from ^ 
bad influence of her mother, then I will punish tik 
guilty." 

" Consider once more, my lord — wait this ^ 
night. You have just arrived from a hastj, (&■ 
agreeable journey ; you are excited, your blood i^ 
in a fever heat, and now, without allowing yoin^ 
self a moment's rest, you wish to commence tocr 
sad work." 

" I must have my child. You know that as i 
is a girl the mother can dispute this right with o^ 
for by the laws of this land in case of divorce, ti^ 
daughters are left to their mother." 

" You should endeavor to obtain her by kini 
ness." 

"And suppose that Camilla, not out of lovets 
the child, but to wound and torture me, should re- 
fuse me my daughter, what then? Ah ! you ue 
silent, doctor ; you see I cannot act otherwise." 

" I fear, my lord, you will have some trouble 
in getting the child. Lady Elliot has latel; 
changed all the servants engaged by you, not otf 
of them was allowed to remain. It is most lilrel; 
that none of the present servants know you, soi 
therefore you will not be obeyed." 

" My plans are all arranged, they shall not pr» 
vent me from fulfilling them." 
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•* But if they refuse to let you enter ? " 

*' Ah, but I shall not ask them, for I have the 
:ey8 necessary to enter my own house. When I 
eft home, Camilla threw them laughing and jest- 
Dg into my trunk — ^I now 'hare them with me. 
Ul your objections are confuted. Again, fare- 
relL If you wish to give me another token of 
rour fiiendshlp, meet me at the depot in an hour. 
; will be there with my child." 

He pressed the doctor's hand tightly, and then 
lurried into the house. Noiselessly he mounted the 
iteps. He now stood in front of the large glass 
loor leading to his dwelling ; he leaned for a mo- 
nent against the door gasping for breath — ^for a 
noment a shuddering doubt overcame him; be 
teemed to see the lovely countenance of CamDla, 
>edewed with tears, imploring his mercy, his pity. 

" No, no I no pity, no mercy," he murmured ; 
'* onward, onward I " 

He drew forth a key, opened the door and closed 
it noiselessly behind hira. A bright lamp burned 
in the hall ; sounds of laughing and merry-making 
could be heard from the servants* hall ; the cries 
of a child, and the soft lullaby of a nurse from 
above. No one saw or heard the dark form of 
their returned master pass slowly through the 
halL No one saw him enter his former sleeping 
apartments. He was so conversant with the room 
that he found his way in the dark without diffi- 
culty to his secretary. Taking from it a candle 
and some matches, he soon had a bright light. 
He then glanced sternly around the room. All 
was as usual, not a chair had been moved since he 
left. Beneath the secretary were the scraps of 
letters and papers he had torn up the day of his 
journey. Even the book he had been reading that 
moroing lay upon the table in front of the sofa ; 
beside it stood the same cilver candlesticks, with 
the same half-burnt candles. It hod all been un- 
touched ; only he, the master of the apartment, 
had been touched by the burning hand of misfor- 
tune — ^he alone was changed, transformed. He 
smiled bitterly as his eye glanced at every object 
that formerly contributed to his happiness. Then 
taking up the light, he approached the table upon 
which stood the two silver candlesticks ; lighting 
one after the other, the large, deserted-looking 
chamber became illuminated, bringing the pictures 
on the walls, the heavy satin curtains, the hand- 
some furniture, the tables covered with costly 
knick-knacks, the huge Japan vases, and a huge 
clock upon the mantel-piece, into view. All bore 
a gay and festive appearance, much at variance 
with the unfortunate man's feelings. 

His glance had wandered everywhere. Not 
once, however, had his eye strayed to two large 



pictures hanging on the left side of (he room 
The one was of himself— gay, smiling features, a 
bright glance such as was never now seen upon 
his countenance. The other was Camilla — Ca- 
milla in her bridal robes, as beautiful and lovely 
as a dream, with her glorious, child-like smile in 
which he had so long believed — ^for which, seeing 
m it the reflection of her pure, innocent soul, she 
was so unspeakably dear to him. To these two 
pictures he had completely turned his back, and 
was walking sadly up and down the room. He 
now raised his head proudly, and his countenance, 
which but a moment before had been sad and de- 
jected, was now daring and energetic. 

" It is time," murmured he. 

With a firm hand he grasped a bell lying 
upon the table. Its loud, resounding ring dis- 
turbed the deep stiUness that reigned throughout the 
apartments, causing Lord Elliot's heart to tremble 
with woe. But there was no noise — all remained 
quiet Lord Elliot waited awhile, then opening 
the door passed into the hall Returning, he 
again rang the bell long and loudly. *< They can- 
not fail to hear me now," said he. I 

Several doors were now opened by some of the 
servants, but their terror was such that they re- 
treated in haste, slamming the doors behind them. 

Lord Elliot rang again. A servant now hast- 
ened forward; another soon followed; a third 
door was opened from which sprang a lively, trim- 
looking lady's maid. She was followed by the 
house-girL Even the cook rushed up the steps. 
All hurried forward to a room which was gener- 
ally kept locked, but which now stood wide open. 
All gazed at the man standing there scanning 
them with an earnest, commanding glance. They 
stood thus lost in wonder for a moment, then Lord 
Elliot approached the door. 

" Do you know me — ^you, there ? " said he. 

"No, we do not know you," said the wwter, 
with some hesitation. " We do not know you, 
and would like to know by what right—" 

"There is no question here of your likes or dis- 
likes, but of the orders you will receive from me. 
Do you know the picture next to the one of your 
mistress ? " 

" We have been told that it Is our master, Lord 
ElUot" 

Lord Elliot advanced nearer the picture, and 
stood beneath it. " Do you know me now ? " said 
he. 

The servants exammed him critically for a time, 
then whispered and consulted together. 

" Now do you know me ? " repeated Lord Elliot, 

" We think we have the honor of seeing his ez< 
cellency. Lord Elliot," said the waiter 
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"Yes, Lord Elliot,*' repeated the lad/s-maid, 
the house-girl, and the cook, bowing respectfully. 

He ordered them to enter the room. Trem- 
blingly they obeyed him. 

" Are these all the servants, or are there any 
more of you ? " said he. 

" No one but the nurse, who is with the little 
lady, and the coachman who is in the stable.*' 

" That is right Come nearer, all of you." 

As they obeyed, he closed and locked the door, 
dropping the key in his pocket The servants 
looked at him in wonder and terror, hardfy daring 
to breathe. Though they had never seen their 
master, they knew by his stem, expressive coun- 
tenance that something remarkable was about to 
transpu^e. Like all other servants, they were well 
acquainted with the secrets, the behavior of theur 
employer. They were, therefore, convinced that 
their mistress was the cause of their master's 
strange conduct 

** Do not dare to move from this spot — do not 
make a sound," said Lord Elliot, taking a light 
and advancing to a second door. ** Remain here. 
If I need you I will call." Throwing a last look 
at the servants. Lord Elliot entered the adjoining 
room, drawing the bolt quickly behind him. 

** All is right now," said he, softly. " None of 
them can fly to warn Camilla to return." Candle 
in hand, he passed through the chamber, looking 
neither to right nor left. He wished to ignore 
that he was now in Camilla's room, which was as- 
sociated with so many painfully sweet remembran- 
ces to him. He entered another room — ^he hur- 
ried through it. As he passed by the large bed- 
stead surrounded by heavy silk curtains, the can- 
dle in his hand shook, and a deep groan escaped 
his breast He now stood at the door of the next 
chamber. He stopped fbr a moment to gain breath 
and courage. With a hasty movement he threw 
open the door and entered. His heart failed him 
when he beheld the peaceful scene before him. A 
dark shady carpet covered the floor, simple green 
blinds hung at the windows. There were no hand- 
some paintings on the wall, no glittering chande- 
lier, no bright furniture, and still the apartment 
contained a wondrous tenement, a great treasure. 
For in the middle of the room stood a cradle, in 
the cradle lay his child, his first-bom — ^the child of 
his love, of his lost happiness. He knew by the 
great joy that overcame him, by the loud beating 
of his heart, by the tears that welled to bis eyes, 
that this was his child. He prayed God to bless 
it— he swore to love it faithfully to all eternity. 
He at last found the strength to approach the lit- 
tle sleeping being whose presence filled him with 
such wild joy. 



The nurse sat by the cradle fast aaleep. & 
did not see Lord Elliot kneel beside the cradle i::: 
look tenderly at the sleeping face of her nmsk 
— she did not see him kiss the child, then laj b 
little hands upon bis own bowed head as if !)» 
needed his little daughter's blessing to str^gAa 
him. But all at once she was shaken by a s\m 
hand, and a loud, commanding voice ordered l» 
to wake up, to open her eyes. She sprang fm 
her chair in terror — she had had a bad dreas. 
But there still stood the strange man, saying ie i 
stem voice, " Get up and prepare to leave here i: 
once with me." 

She wished to cry for help, but as she opcKJ 
her mouth, he threw his strong arm around hs. 
" If you make a sound, I take the child and lein 
you here alone. I have the right to comsad 
here — ^I am the father of this child." 

" Lord Elliot I " cried the nurse, in amazemes. 

Lord Elliot smiled. This involuntary reco- 
tion of his right did him good and softened hh 

"Fear nothing," said he, kindly, "no has 
shall happen to you. I take you and the chai 
If you love and are kind to it, you shall receb 
from me a pension for life ; from to-day job 
wages are doubled. For this I demand nothk. 
but that you should collect at once the necessaij 
articles of clothmg of this child, and put them » 
gether. If you are ready in fifteen minutes, I »5 
give you this gold piece." 

He looked at his watch, and took from li 
purse a gold piece, which lent wings to the stoet 
feet of the nurse. 

" Is all you need in here ? " said he. 

Receiving an answer in the afllrmative, he took 
his light and left ine chamber. Before leaTiu^ 
however, he locked another door leading into tbe 
hall, so as to prevent the possible escape of \!^ 
nurse. 

As he entered Camilla's boudoir his countenantt 
became dark and stem ; every gentle and tecdef 
feeling that his child had aroused now fled fr(9 
his heart He was now the insulted husband, tis 
man whose honor was wounded in its most seas- 
tive point — who came to punish, to revenge, m 
seek the proofs of the guilt he suspected. B; 
placed the light .upon the table, and opened Iiii 
wife's portfolio to seek for the key of her draver, 
which was generally kept there. It was m i3 
usual place. Lord Elliot shuddered as he toacbei 
it ; it felt like burning fire in his hand. 

" It is the key to my grave," murmured he. 

With a firm hand he put the key in the loc^ 
opened the drawer, and drew out the letters lo^ 
papers it contained. There were his own letters, 
the letters of love and tenderness he had s^t \a 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



FREDERICK THE GREi^T AND HIS FAMILY. 



283 



from Copenhagen ; among them he found others 
full of passionate proofs of the cruninal and un- 
holy love he had come to punish. Camilla had 
not had the delicacy to separate her husband's 
from her lover's letters ; she had carelessly thrown 
them in the same drawer. As Lord Elliot saw this 
he laughed aloud, a, feeling of inexpressible con- 
tempt overpowered his soul and deadened his pain. 
He could not continue to love one who had not 
only been faithless to him, but wanting in delicacy 
to the partner of her sin. 

Lord Elliot read but one of the beau eottsin's 
letters, then threw it careles^y aside. He did 
not care to read more of the silly speeches, the 
giulty protestations of constancy of her insipid 
lover. He searched but for one letter ; he wished to 
find the origmal of the last one Camilla ^ad writ- 
ten to him, for he knew her too well to give her 
credit for the composition of that cold, sneering, 
determined letter. He wished, therefore, to find 
the author, whose every word had pierced his soul 
like a dagger, driving hun at first almost to mad- 
ness, 

A wild, triumphant cry now escaped from him, 
resounding fearfully in the solitary chambers. He 
had found it I The letter was clutched tightly in 
his trembling hands as he read the first lines. It 
was m the same hand fis the others, it was the 
writing of his rival. Von Kindar, her beau cousin. 

Lord Elliot folded the paper carefully and hid 
it in his bosom ; then throwing the others into the 
drawer, he locked it, placing the key in the port- 
folio. 

" It is well," said he, " I have now all I need. 
This letter is his death-warrant" 

He took the light and left the room. Fifteen 
minutes had just elapsed when he entered his 
daughter's chamber. The nurse advanced to meet 
hira, the child and a bundle of clothes in her 
arms, and received the promised gold piece. 

" Now, we must hasten," said he, stepping into 
the hall 

They passed silently through the house, down 
the steps, and into the court-yard. Lord Elliot 
walked hastily on, followed by the wondering 
nurse. He stopped at the stable door, calling 
loudly upon the coachman to get up and prepare 
the horses. At twelve o'clock the coachman was 
to go for his mistress ; he was therefore dressed, 
and had only laid down for a short nap. 

" Put the horses to the carriage,'* repeated Lord 
ElUot 

The coachman, raising his lamp, threw a fUll 
glare of light upon the stranger. 

" I do not know you," said he, roughly ; " I re- 
edve orders from no one but my mistress." 



For answer. Lord Elliot drew from his breast a 
pocket pistol. 

" If you are not ready in five minutes, I will 
shoot you through the head," said Lord EUiot, 
quietly, tapping the trigger. 

"For God's sake, obey him, John," cried the 
nurse ; " it is his excellency Lord Elliot ! " 

In five minutes the carriage was ready, owing 
much more to the loaded pistol still in Lord El- 
liot's hand than to the conviction that this strange, 
angry-looking man was his master. 

" To the depot I " cried Lord Elliot, placing the 
child and nurse in the carriage, then jumping in 
after them — " to the depot in all haste I " 

They reached the building in a few minutes. 
There stood the horses in readiness, and beside 
them Lord Elliot's servant, with his baggage. He 
sprang from the carriage, and, giving the coach- 
man a douceury ordered him to loosen the horses 
and return home with them. 

"But, your honor," stammered the mystified 
coachman, " how am I to call for my lady if you 
take the carriage ? " 

" My lady can wait," said Lord Elliot, jeeringly. 
" If she reproaches you, tell her that Lord Elliot 
wishes to be remembered to her ; that he will re- 
turn in eight days with her carriage." 

" But she will dismiss me from her service, my 
lord." 

" Wait patiently for eight days, and then you 
shall enter mine. And now, away with you ! " 

The coachman dared not answer, and soon dis- 
appeared with his horses. 

The fresh horses were put to the carriage, the 
servant swung himself up to his seat ; Lord Elliot 
stood in front of the carriage with his friend Dr. 
Blitz. 

" AU has happened as I desired," said he. " I 
take my child away with me, and, with God's will, 
she shall never know but that death deprived her 
of her mother. Poor child I she has no mother, 
but I will love her with all the strength of a father, 
all the tenderness of a mother, and I have a noble 
sister who will guard and watch over her. She 
awaits me at Kiel. I accompany my child so 
far, but as soon as she is in the fiuthful hands of 
my sister, as soon as I have placed them upon 
the ship sailing for Copenhagen, I return here." 

" Why should you return, my lord ? " said the 
doctor, in terror. " Is it not suflBcient that you 
have deprived the mother of her child ? that you 
have branded the woman with shame before the 
whole world? What more would you do, my 
lord?" 

With a strange smile. Lord Elliot laid his hand 
upon the doctor's shoulder. 
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*' Flows there milk inst^d of blood in your 
reins, man ? or have you forgotten that I have 
been bit by a poisoned arrow? I must be re- 
v^enged, if I would not die of this wound." 

" Let your wounds bleed, my lord — the longer 
they bleed, the sooner they will heal. But why 
destroy the arrow that wounded you ? Will you 
recover the sooner or suffer the less ? '' 

** Again I ask you, is there milk instead of 
blood in your* veins? My honor is stamed — ^I 
must cleanse it with the blood of my enemy." 

** A duel, then, my lord ? You will suffer chance 
to decide your most holy and sacred interests — 
your honor and life ? And if chance is against 
you ? If you fall, instead of your adversary ? " 

'* Then, my friend, God will have decided it, and 
I shall thank Him for relieving me from a life 
which wiU from henceforth be a heavy burden to 
me. Farewell, doctor. I will be with you in 
eight days, and will again need your assistance." 

** It is then irrevocable, my lord ? " 

" Irrevocable, doctor." 

" I shall be ready. God grant that if this sad 
drama is to end in blood, it may not be yours I " 

They pressed each other^s hands tenderly. Lord 
Elliot sprang into the carriage, the coachman 
whipped his horses, and the carriage in which 
were the unfortunate man and the stolen child 
rolled merrily along the deserted streets. 



CHAPTER XI. 



THE DISCOVERT. 



Faince Henry stood at the window and looked 
down into the garden. He saw his wife walking 
in the park with her ladies, and enjoying the 
clear, cool winter day; he heard their gay and 
merry laughter, but he felt no wish to join them 
and share their mirth. 

Since that day in the wood, a change had come 
upon the prince— a dark, despairing, melancholy 
had taken possession of him, but he would not 
let it be seen ; he forced himself to a noisy gayety, 
and in the presence of his wife he was the same 
tender, devoted, complaisant lover be had been 
before ; but the mask under which he concealed 
his dislike and scorn was a cruel torture and ter- 
rible agony ; when he heard her laugh he felt as 
if a sharp dagger had wounded him; when he 
touched her hand, he could with difficulty sup- 
press a cry of pain ; but he conquered himself^ and 
kept his grief and jealousy down, down in his heart 
It was possible he was mistaken. It was possible 



his wife was innocent ; that his fnend was troe. 
His own heart wished this so earnestly; lui 
noble and great soul rebelled at the thooght of de- 
spising those whom he had once loved and trusted 
so fully. He wished to believe that be had bad a 
hurtful dream ; that a momentary madness had 
darkened his brain ; he would rather distrust ail 
his reflections than to believe that this wonum, 
whom he had loved with all the strength of his 
nature, this man whom he had confided in so 
entirely, had decdved and betrayed him. It was 
too horrible to doubt the noblest and most beaa- 
taful, the holiest and gentlest — to be so con- 
founded, so uncertain in his best and purest 
feelings. He could not banish doubt from his 
heart ; like a death-worm, it was gnawing day and 
night, destroying his vitality — poisoning every 
hour of the day, and even in his dreams uttering 
horrible words of mockery. Since the fHe in the 
wood he had been observant, he had watched 
every glance, listened to every word ; but he had 
discovered nothing. Both appeared unembar- 
rassed and innocent; perhaps they dissembled; 
perhaps they had seen him as he lay before the 
hut, and knew that he had been since that day 
followmg and observing them, and by their can- 
dor and simplicity they would disarm his sos- 
picions and lull his distrust to sleep. This thought 
kept him ever on his guard ; he would, he must 
know if he had been betrayed;. he must haTe 
absolute certainty. He stood concealed behind 
the curtains of his window, and looked down into 
the garden. His eyes were fixed with a glowing, 
consuming expression upon the princess, who, with 
one of her ladies, now passed before his window 
and looked up, but she could not see him ; he was 
completely hidden behind the- heavy silk car- 
tains. 

The princess passed on, convinced that if her 
husband had been in his room, he would hare 
come forward to greet her. 

The prince wished her to come to this conclu- 
sion. "Now," thought he, "she feels secure; 
she does not suspect I am observing her, at last I 
may find an opportunity to become convinced." 

Count Ealkreuth was there ; he had gone down 
into the garden. He advanced to meet the prin- 
cess, they greeted each other, but in their ample, 
accustomed manner, he, the count, respectfuUj 
and ceremoniously — ^the princess dignified, care- 
less, and condescending. And now they walked 
near each other, chatting, laughing, charmingly 
vivacious, and excited by their conversation. 

The prince stood behind his curtiun with a 
loudly-beating heart, breathless from anxiety; 
they came nearer ; she led the way to the little 
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lake whose smooth and frozen surface shone like 
It nurror. The count pointed to the lake, and 
seemed to ask a question; the princess nodded 
affirmatively, and turning to her ladies, she spoke 
a few words ; they bowed and withdrew. 

**They are going to skate," murmured the 
prince. "She has sent her ladies to bring her 
skates ; she wishes to be alone with the count/* 

Breathless, almost in death-agony, he watched 
them ; they stood on the borders of the lake, and 
talked quietly. The expressions of their coun- 
tenances were unchanged, calm, and friendly; 
they were certainly speaking of indifferent things. 
But what means that? The princess dropped 
her handkerchief, seemingly by accident The 
count riused it and handed it to her ; she took it 
and thanked him smilingly, then in a few moments 
she put her hand, with a sudden movement, under 
her velvet mantle. The prince cried out ; he had 
seen something white in her hand which she con- 
cealed in her bosom. 

"A letter! a letter!" cried he, in a heart- 
breaking tone, and like a madman pursued by 
furies, he rushed out 

The Princess Wilhelmiua was in the act of 
having her skates fastened on by her maid, when 
Prince Henry advanced with hasty steps from the 
alley which led to the lake. 

Goimt Ealkreuth advanced to meet him, and 
greeted him with gay, jestmg words; but the 
prince had no word of reply for him ; he passed 
him silently, with a contemptuous glance, and 
stepped directly in front of the princess, who 
looked up with a kindly snule. He said : 

" Madame, it is too cold and rough to skate to- 
day ; I will have the honor to conduct you to 
your rooms." 

Princess Wilhelmina laughed heartily. " It is a 
fresh, invigorating winter day, my husband. If 
you are cold, it is not the fault of the weather, 
but of your light clothmg. I pray you to send 
for your furs, and then we will run a race over 
the ice and become warm." 

Prince Henry did not answer. He seized the arm 
of the princess and placed it in his own. ** Gome, 
madame, I will conduct you to your apartment" 

Wilhelmina gazed at him with astonishment, 
but she read in his excited and angry counte- 
nance that she must not dare oppose him. ** Per- 
mit me, at least, to have my skates removed," 
said she, shortly, giving a sign to her maid. The 
prince stood near, while her maid knelt before 
her and removed the skates. Count Kalkreuth 
was at some distance. 

Not one word interrupted the p(Nrtentous si- 
£nce. Once the prince uttered a hasty and 
19 



scornful exclamation. He had intercepted a 
glance which the princess exchanged with Coimt 
Ealkreuth, and a glance full of significance and 
meaning. 

" What is the matter with you, prince ? " said 
Wilhelmina. 

" I am cold," said he roughly, but the perspira- 
tion was standing in large drops on his forehead. 

When the skates were taken off, the prince 
drew his wife on quickly, without a word or greet- 
ing to his fnend. Ealkreuth stood pale and im- 
movable, and gazed thoughtfully upon the glittering 
ice. ** I fear he knows all," murmured he. " Oh my 
God, my God ! Why will not the earth open and 
swallow me up ? I am a miserable, guilty wretch, 
and in his presence I must cast my eyes with 
shame to the ground. I have deceived, betrayed 
him, and yet I love hun. Woe is me!" He 
clasped his hands wildly over his face, as if he 
would hide fi'om daylight and the glad sun the 
blush of shame which burned upon his cheeks ; 
then slowly, with head bowed down, he left the 
garden. 

The prince, during this time, had walked rapidly 
on with his wife ; no word was exchanged between 
them. Only once, when he felt her arm trem- 
bling, he turned and said harshly : 

" Why do you tremble ? " 

" It is cold I " said she, monotonously. 

" And yet," said he, laughing derisively, " it is 
such lovely, invigorating winter weather." 

They went onward silently; they entered the 
castle and ascended the steps to the apartment of 
the princess. Now they were in her cabinet — ^in 
this quiet, confidential family room, where Prince 
Henry had passed so many happy hours with his 
beloved Wilhelmina. Now he stood before her, 
with a cold, contemptuous glance, panting for 
breath, too agitated to speak. 

The princess was pale as death ; imspeakable 
anguish was written in her face. She dared not 
interrupt this fearful silence, and appeared to be 
only occupied in arranging her toilet ; she took 
off her hat and velvet mantle. 

" Madame," said the prince at last, gasping at 
every word, " I am here to make a request of 
you ! " 

Wilhelmina bowed coldly and ceremoniously. 
" You have only to command, my husband ! " 

" Well, 'then," said he, no longer able to miun- 
tain his. artificial composure, "I command you to 
show me the letter you have hidden in your 
bosom." 

" What letter, prince ? " stammered she, step, 
ping back alarmed. 

" The letter which Gount Ealkreuth gave you 
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in the garden. Do not utter a falsehood ; do not 
dare to denj it. I am not in a mqod to be re- 
strained by any earthly consideration." 

As he stood thus, opposed to her, with flashing 
eyes, with trembling lips, and his arm raised 
threateningly, Wilhelmlna felt that it would be 
dangerous, indeed impossible to make any opposi- 
tion. She knew that the decisive moment had 
arrived, the veil must be lifted, and that deception 
was no longer possible. 

"The letter! give me the letter!" cried the 
prince, with a menacing voice. 

Wilhelmina gazed at him steadily, with eyes 
full of scorn and hatred. 

" Here it is," taking the letter calmly firom her 
bosom, and handing it to the prince. 

He snatched it hke a tiger about to tear his 
prey to pieces ; but when he had opened it and 
held it before him, the paper trembled so in his 
hands, he was scarcely able to read it. Once he 
murmured : " Ah ! he dares to say ihou to you ; 
he calls you his * adored Wilhelmina ! ' " He read 
on, groaning, sometimes crying out aloud, then 
muttering wild imprecations. 

The princess stood in front of him, pale as 
death, trembling in every limb ; her teeth were 
chattering, and she was forced to lean against her 
chair to keep from falling. 

When the prince had finished reading the let- 
ter, he crushed it and thrust it in his bosom, then 
fixed his eyes upon his wife with an expression of 
such intense, unspeakable misery, that the princess 
felt her heart moved to its profoundest depths. 

" Oh, my husband," she said, ** curse me ! — 
murder me! — ^but do not look upon me thus." 
She then sank as if pressed down by an invisible 
power, to her knees, and raised her hands to him 
imploringly. 

The prince laughed coarsely, and stepped back. 
" Rise, madame," said he, " we are not acting a 
comedy-r-it is only your husband who is speaking 
with you. Rise, madame, and give me the key to 
your secretary. You will understand that after 
having read this letter I desire to see the others. 
As your husband, I have at least the right to 
know how much confidence you have placed in your 
lover, and how far you return his passion." 

"You despise me," cried Wilhelmina, bursting 
into tears. 

"I think I am justified in doing so," said he, 
coldly. " Stand up, and give me the key." 

She rose and staggered to the table. " Here is 
the key." 

The prince opened the secretary. " Where are 
the letters, madame ? " 

" In the upper drawer to the left." 



" Ah," said he, with a rude laugh, " not even 
in a secret compartment have you guarded these 
precious letters. You were so sure of my Wind 
confidence in you that you did not even concea 
your jewels." 

Princess Wilhelmina did not andwer, but as Uie 
prince read one after the other of the letters, she 
sank agun upon h^ knees. " My God, my God l^ 
murmured she, " have pity upon me ! Send Thj 
lightmng and crush me. Oh, my God ! why wffl 
not the earth cover me and hide me from hs 
glance ! " 

Rivers of tears burst from her eyes, and raising 
her arms to heaven, she uttered prayers of an- 
guish and repentance. 

The prince read on, on, in these unholy letters. 
Once he exclaimed aloud, and rushed with the let- 
ter to the princess. 

"la this *rue?" said he — "is this which yos 
have written, true ? " 

" What ? Is what true ? " said Wilhelmina, ri- 
sing slowly from her knees. 

" He thanks you in this letter for having writ- 
ten to him that you have never loved anynus 
but himself—him — Kalfcreuth alone! Did yoa 
write the truth ? " 

" I wrote it, and it is the truth," said the prin- 
cess, who had now fully recovered her eneigy and 
her composure. " Yes, sir, I have loved no m 
but Ealkreuth atone. I could not force my beirt 
to love you — ^you who in the beginning disdained 
me, then one day in an idle mood were pleased to 
love me, to offer me your favor. I was no bUtc 
to be set aside when you were in the humor, and 
to count myself blessed amongst women when 
you should find me worthy of your high regard. 
I was a free-bom woman, and as I could not gire 
my hand to him I loved, I gave my heart — that 
heart which you rgected. You have the right to 
kill me, but not to despise me — to dishonor noe." 

"Do I dishonor you when I speak the troth?" 
cried the prince. 

" You do not speak the truth. I have sinned 
heavily against you. I suffered your love— 1 conld 
not return it. I had not the courage when I sav 
you, who had so long disdained me, lying at mj 
feet, declaring your passion and imploring my lore 
in return, to confess to you that I could never lore 
you — that my heart was no longer firee. This is 
my crime — ^this alone. I could not force my heart 
to love you, but I could be faithful to my dntr, 
and I have been so. It is not necessary for me 
to blush and cast my eyes down before my hus- 
band. My love is pure — ^my virtue untarnished 
I have broken no faith with you." 

" Miserable play on words ! " said the prisoa 
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•* You have been a hypocrite— your crime is two- 
fold : you have sinned against me — you have 
sinned against your love. You have been a base 
coward who had not the courage to do justice to 
the feelings of your own heart. What mean 
you by saying you have broken no faith with 
me ? You have acted a daily lie. Oh, madame, 
how have I loved you! Both body and soul 
were lost in that wild love. When you stood 
with your lover and listened well pleased to 
those glowing confessions of his sinful love, 
you excused yourself and thought, forsooth, you 
were breaking no faith ! You have defrauded me 
of the woman I loved and the friend whom I 
trusted. May God curse you, even as I do I May 
Heaven chastise you, even as I shall ! " 

He raised both his hands over her as if he 
would call down Heaven's curse upon her guilty 
head, then turned and left the room. 



CHAPTER XII. 

A MORNING AT SANS-SOUOI. 

It was five o'clock in the morning. Deep 
silence reigned, the darkness of night still encom- 
passed the world, the weary might still sleep and 
rest, life had recommenced nowhere, nowhere ex- 
cept at Sans-Souci, nowhere except in the apart- 
ment of the king ; while his people slept, the king 
■watched, he watched to work and think for liis peo- 
ple. Without the wind howled and blew the snow 
against his window, and made even the fire in his 
room flicker; but the king heeded it not. He had 
completed his toilet and drunk his chocolate ; now 
he was working. It did not disturb him that his 
room was cold, that the candle on his table gave 
but a poor light, and even seemed to increase the 
appearance of discomfort in his apartment ; it gave 
sufficient light to enable him to read the letters 
which lay upon his table, and which had arrived 
the previous day. His ministers might sleep — ^the 
king waked and worked. He read every letter and 
petition, and wrote a few words of answer on the 
margin of each. After reading all business commu- 
nications, the king took his own letters, those that 
were addressed to him personally, and came from 
his absent friends. His countenance, which before 
was grave and determined, assumed a soft and 
gentle expression, and a smile played upon his 
lips. The receipts for to-day were small. There 
were but few letters, and the large proportion of 
them came from relations of the king, or from 
distant acquaintances. 



" No letter from D'Argens," said the king, smil- 
ing. " My ecclesiastic letter has accomplished the 
desired end, and the good marquis will arrive here 
to-day to rail at, and then for^ve me. Ah, 
here is a letter from D'Alembert. Well, this is 
doubtless an agreeable letter, for it will inform me 
that D'Alembert accepts my proposal, and has de- 
cided to become the president of my Academy of 
Science." 

He hastily broke the seal, and while he read a 
dark cloud overshadowed his brow. "He de- 
clines my ofier," he said, discontentedly. " His 
pride consists in a disregard for princes ; he 
wishes posterity to admire him for his unselfish- 
ness. Oh, he does not yet know posterity. She 
will either be utterly silent on this subject or, 
should it be spoken of, it will be considered an 
act of folly which D'Alembert committed. He is 
a proud and haughty man, as they all are." He 
again took the letter and read it once more, but 
more slowly and more carefully than before; 
gradually the clouds disappeared from his brow, 
and his eyes beamed with pleasure. 

" No," he said ; " I have misjudged D'Alembert. 
My displeasure at a disappointed hope blinded 
me ; D'Alembert is not a small, vain man, but a 
free and great spirit. He now refuses my presi- 
dency, with a salary of six thousand thalers, as he 
last year refused ihe position of tutor to the heir 
of the throne of Russia, with a salary of a hundred 
thousand francs. He prefers to be poor and needy, 
and to live up five fiights of stairs, and be his own 
master, than to live in a palace as the servant of 
a prince. I cannot be angry with him, for he has 
thought and acted as a wise man ; and were I not 
Frederick, I would gladly be D'Alembert. I will 
not love him less because he has refused my 
offer. Ah, it is a real pleasure to know that 
there are still men who are independent enough 
to exercise their will and judgment in opposition 
to the king. Princes would be more noble, if 
those with whom they associated were not so 
miserable and shallow-hearted. D'Alembert shall 
be a lesson and a consolation to me ; there are 
still men who are not deceivers and flatterers, 
fools and betrayers, but really men." 

He carefully refolded the letter, and, before 
placing it in his portfolio, nodded to it as pleas- 
antly as if it had been D'Alembert himself. He 
then took another letter. 

" I do not recognize this writing," he said, as 
he examined the address. " It is from Switzer- 
land, and is directed to me personally. From 
whom is it ? " 

He opened the letter, and glanced first at the 
signature. 
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" Ah," he said, " from Jean Jacques Rousseau I 
I promised him an asylum. The free Switzers 
persecuted the unhappy philosopher, and my 
good Lord Marshal prayed my assistance for him. 
Lord Marshal is now in Scotland, and it will not 
benefit hun to have his friend here. Well, per- 
haps it may lead to his return, if he hopes to find 
Rousseau here. I must see what the philosopher 
says." 

The letter contained only a few lines, which 
the king read with utter astonishment. 

" Vraimeni I " he exclaimed ; " philosophers all 
belong to the devil. This Jean Jacques docs not 
content himself with declining my offer, but he 
does it in an unheard-of manner. This is a work 
of art ; I must read it again.'' 

The king read aloud in a most pathetic voice : 
" Votre majesty m'offre un asyle, et m'y promet 
la liberty ; mais vous avez une ep6e, et vous 6tes 
roi. Vous m'offrez une pension, & moi, qui n'a 
rien fait pour vous. Mais en avez- vous donn6 k 
tons les braves gens qui ont perdu bras et jambes 
en vos services ? " 

" Well," said the king, laughing, " if being a 
ruffian makes one a philosopher, Jean Jacques 
Rousseau deserves to be called the greatest phi- 
losopher in the world. Truly, Fortune is playing 
curious pranks with me to-day, and seems deter- 
mined to lower my royal pride. Two refusals at 
one time ; two philosophers who decline my invi- 
tation. No, not two philosophers — D'Alembert is 
a philosopher, but Rousseau is in truth a fooL" 

He tore this letter, and threw the pieces in the 
fire. He then seized another letter, but laid it 
down again before opening it. He had heard the 
great clock in the hall strike eight. That was the 
sign that the business of the day, which he shared 
with his attendants, should begin, and that the 
king had no more time to devote to his private 
correspondence. The last stroke of the clock had 
scarcely sounded, as a light knock was heard at 
the door, which was instantly opened by the com- 
mand of the king. 

Baron vo/i Kircheisen, the prefect of Berlin, 
entered the room. He came to make his weeldy 
report to the Jung. His respectful greeting was 
returned merely by a dark side-glance, and the 
king listened to his report with evident displeasure. 

" And that is your entire report ? " asked his 
majesty, when the prefect had finished. " You 
are the head of police for the city of Berlin, and 
you have nothing more to tell me than any police- 
men might know. You inform me of the number 
of arrivals and departures, of the buiihs and 
deaths, and of the thefts which have been com- 
mitted, and that is the extent of your report." 



"But I cannot inform your majesty of thisgi 
that have not occurred," returned Baron von Ki^ 
cheisen. 

" So nothing else has occurred in Berlin. Ber- 
lin is then a most quiet, innocent city, where at the 
worst a few greatly-to-be-pitied individuals occa- 
sionally disturb the repose of the righteous bj 
mistaldng the property of others for th^ own. 
You know nothing. You do not know that Bct- 
lin is the most vicious and Immoral of cities. Yoe 
can tell me nothing of the crimes which are cer- 
takdy not of a kind to be punished by the law, 
but whicli are creeping from house to house, 
poisoning the happiness of entire families, and 
spreading shame and misery on every hand. Yon 
know nothing of the many broken marriage-vows, 
of the dissension in families, of the frivolity of the 
young people who have given themselves up to 
gambling and dissipation of all kinds. Huch mii- 
ery might be avoided if you knew more of these 
matters, and wero ready with a warning at the 
right moment" 

" Sure, will you permit me to say that is not the 
task of the ordinary police ; for snch matters a 
secret police is required." 

"Well, why do you not have a secret police? 
Why do you not follow the example of the new 
mmister of police at Paris, Be Sartines? That 
man knows every thing that happens in Paris. He 
knows the history of every house, every familj, 
and every individual. He occasionally warns the 
men when their wives are on the point of flying 
from them. He. whispers to the wives the names 
of those who turn their husbands from them. 
He shows the parents the faro-bank at which 
their sons are losing their property, and some- 
times extends a hand to save them from de- 
struction. That is a good police, and it must be 
acknowledged that yours does not resemble it" 

/'If your majesty desires it, I can establiih 
such a police in Berlin as De Sartines has in Paris. 
But your majesty must do two things : First, yon 
must ^ve me a million of thalera annually." 

" Ah I a miUion 1 Your secret police is rather 
expensive. Continue. What do you desire be- 
sides the million ? " 

" Secondly, the permission to destroy the peace 
of families, the happiness of your subjects— to 
make the son a spy upon his &ther — ^the mother 
an informer against her daughter — ^the students 
and servants the betrayers of their teachers and 
employers. If your majesty will permit me to 
undermine the confidence of man to his fellow, 
man— of the brother to his sister — of the parents 
to their children— of the husbands to thdr wires 
by buying their secrets from them — ^if I may re- 
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ward such treachery, then, your majesty, we cau 
have such a police as De Sartmes has in Paris. 
But I do not think that it will promote propriety 
or prevent crime." 

The king had listened to him with increasing 
interest, his brow growing clearer and clearer as 
the bold speaker continued. When he finished, 
the king ceased his walk, and stood motionless 
before hun, looking fully into his excited counte- 
nance. 

" It is, then, your positive conviction that a se- 
cret police brmgs with it those evils you have de- 
picted?" 

" Yes, your majesty, it is my positive convic- 
tion." 

" He maybe right," said the king, thoughtfully. 
'* Nothing demoralizes men so much as spies and 
denunciations, and a good government should 
punish and not reward the miserable spies who be- 
tray their fellow-creatures for gold with the wicked 
intention of bringing them into misfortune. A 
good government should not follow the Jesuits' 
rule — * That the end consecrates the means.* " 

** Will your majesty, then, graciously aUow me 
to dispense with a secret police ? " 

" Well, yes. We will remain as we are, and 
De Sartines may keep his secret police. It would 
not suit us, and Berlin shall not be still further 
demoralized by spies and betrayers. Therefore, 
no more of the secret police. When crime shows 
itself by day we will punish it We will leave it 
to Providence to bring it to light. Continue to 
report to me, therefore, who has died and who 
has been born ; who have arrived and who have 
departed; who has stolen and who has done a 
good business. I am well pleased with you — ^you 
have spoken freely and bravely, and said openly 
what you thought. That pleases me; I am 
pleased when my agents have the courage to 
speak the truth, and dare occasionally to oppose 
me. I hope you will retain this virtue." 

He bowed ifleasantly to the prefect, and offered 
him his hand. He then dismissed him, and or- 
dered the mimsters to enter with their reports and 
proposals. After these came the council, and only 
after the king had worked with them uninterrupt- 
edly for three hours, did he think of taking some 
repose from all this work, which had occupied him 
from six o'clock in the morning until nearly 
twelve. He was on the point of entering his li- 
brary as loud voices in the anteroom arrested his 
attention. 

"But I tell you that the king gives no au- 
diences to-day," he heard one of the servants say. 
** The king has said that every man who wishes 
to speak to him shall be admitted ! " exclaimed 



another voice. "I must speak to the kin^;, and 
he must hear me." 

" If you must speak to him, you must arrange 
it by writmg. The kmg grants an audience to all 
who demand it, but he fixes the hour himself." 

"Misery and despair cannot await a fixed 
hour I " cried the other. " If the king will not 
listen to unhappiness when it calls to him for re- 
dress, but waits until it pleases him to hear, he is 
not a good king." 

" The man is right," said the king, " I will listen 
to him immediately." 

He hastily advanced to the door and opened it. 
Without stood an old man, poorly dressed, with a 
pale, thin face, from whose features despair and 
sorrow spoke plainly enough to be understood by 
all When his great, sunken eyes fell upon the 
kmg, he cried, joyfully, " God be thanked, there is 
the kmg!" 

The king motioned to him to approach, and the 
old man sprang forward with a cry of delight 

" Come into the room," said the king ; " and 
now tell me what you wish from me ? " 

" Justice, your majesty, nothing but justice. I 
have been through the war, and I am without 
bread, I have nothing to live upon, and I have 
twice petitioned your majesty for a situation which 
is now vacant" 

" And I refused it to you, because I had ^ vom- 
ised it to another." 

" They told me that your majesty would refuse 
me this situation," cried the man, despahingly, 
" But I cannot believe it, for your majesty owes it 
to me, and you are usually a just king. Hasten, 
your majesty, to perform your duty, and justify 
yourself from a suspicion which is unworthy of 
your kingly fame." 

The king measured him with a flashing glance, 
which the pale, despairing suppliant bore with 
bold composure. 

"By what authority," asked the king, in a 
thundering voice, as he approached the man, with 
his arm raised threateningly — ^"by what authority 
do you dare speak to me in such a tone ? and on 
what do you ground your shameless demands ? " 

" On this, your mtgesty, that I must starve if 
you refuse my request That is the most sacred 
of all claims, and to whom on earth dare I turn 
with it if not to my king ? " 

There lay in these words a sorrow so heart- 
breaking, a plaint so despairing in the voice, that 
the king was involuntarily much moved. He lee 
fall his uplifted arm, and the expression of his 
countenance became gentle and tender. 

" I see that you are very unhappy and despair 
ing," he said, kindly ; " you were right to come to 
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me. You shall have the place for which you 
asked. I will arrange it Come here to-morrow 
to the Councillor Muller. I will give you some 
money, that you may not starve until then." 

He silenced the delighted man's expressions of 
gratitude, and ringing his bell he summoned Dee- 
sen, who kept his purse, in order to give the man a 
gold piece. But Deesen did not appear, and the 
second chamberlain announced in an embarrassed 
manner that he was not in the palace. The king 
commanded him to give the man the promised 
gold piece and then to return to him. 

••Where is Deesen? " asked the king, as the 
chamberlain returned. 

*• Sire, I do not know," he stammered, his eyes 
sinking beneath the piercing glance of the king. 

**You do know I" stud the king, gravely. 
" Deesen has positive orders from me to remain 
in the anteroom, because I might need him. If he 
dares to disobey my orders, he must have a pow- 
erful reason, and you know it. Out witli it ! I 
win know it." 

" If your majesty commands, I must speak," 
said the chamberlain, sighing. "Your majesty 
will not permit us to be married, but we were 
made with hearts, and we sometimes fall in love." 

" Deesen is in love, then ? " said the king. 

" Yes, your majesty, he loves a beautiful girl in 
Potsdam, whose name is Maria Siegert And al- 
though he cannot marry her, she has consented to 
be his beloved. And as to-day was the great re- 
port day, Dees^i thought that your majesty woidd 
not need him, and that he bad tune to go to Pots- 
dam to visit his sweetheart. He seems to have 
been delayed. That is the reason, your majesty, 
that Deesen is not in the anteroom." 

** Very well," said the king ; *' as goon as Dee- 
sen returns he must come to my library. I forbid 
you, however, to repeat one word of this conver- 
sation." 

"Ah, your majesty, I am. well pleased that I 
need not do it, for Deesen is very passionate, and 
if he learns that I have betrayed his secret he is 
capable of ^ving me a box on the ear." 

" Which would, perhaps, be very wholesome for 
you," said the king, as he turned toward his li- 
brary 

A quarter of an hour later, Deesen entered the 
library with a heated, anxious face. 

The king, who was reading his beloved Lucre- 
tius while he paced the floor, turned his great, 
piercing eyes with a questioning expression on 
the anxious face of his attendant " I called for 
you, and you did not come,** said the king. 

" I beg your majesty to pardon me," stammered 
Deesen. 



" Whore where you ? " 

" I was in my room writing a letter, siic." 

" Ah, a letter. You were no doubt writing to 
that beautiful bar-maid at the hotel of the Black 
Raven at Amsterdam, who declined the attritions 
of the servant of the brothers Zoller.*' 

This reference to the journey to Amsterdam 
showed Deesen that the king was not very angry. 
He dared, therefore, to rsdse his eyes to those of 
the king, and to look pleadingly at him. 

" Sit down," said the king, pointing to tlie wri- 
ting-table. "I called you because I wished to 
dictate a letter for you to write. Sit down and 
take a pen." 

Deesen seated himself at the table, and the king 
began walking up and down as before, his hands 
and book behind him. 

" Are you ready ? " asked the king. 

"I am ready, sire," returned Deesen, dipping 
his pen into the ink. 

"Write then," commanded the king, as he 
placed himself immediately in front of Deesen— 
" write, then, first the heading : * My beloved—' " 

Deesen started, and glanced inquiringly at the 
king. Frederick looked earnestly at him, and re- 
peated, * My beloved — * " 

Deesen uttered a sigh, and wrote. 

" Have you written that ? " asked the king. 

" Yes, sire, I have it — ^ My beloved.* '* 

" Well, then, proceed. * My beloved, that old 
bear, the king — ^ Write," sjud the king, inter 
rupting himself as he saw that Deesen grew pale 
and trembled, and could scarcely hold the -pea— 
" write without hesitation, or expect a severe pun- 
ishment" 

" Will your majesty have the kindness to dic- 
tate ? I am ready to write every thing," said Dee- 
sen, as he wiped his brow. 

" Now then, quickly," ordered the king, and he 
dictated — * That old bear, the king, counts evpiy 
hour against me that I spend so charmingly with 
you. That my absence may be shorter in the fu- 
ture, and less observed by the old scold, I wish 
you to rent a room near here in the suburbs of 
Brandenburg, where we can meet more conve- 
niently than in the city. I remain yours until 
death. Deesen.* 

" Have you finished ? ** asked the king. 

" Yes, sire, I have finished,'* groaned Dees^i. 

" Then fold the letter and seal it, and write the 
address * To the unmarried Maria Siegert, Yunker 
Street, Potsdam.* ** 

" Mercy, sire, mercy I ** cried Deseen, springing 
up and throwing h hnself at the feet of the king. 
" I see that your majesty knows all — ^that I have 
been betrayed.** 
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"You have betrayed yourself, for to-day is the 
tenth time that I have called for you when you 
were absent. Now send your letter off, and see 
that your Siegert gets a room here. If, however, 
you are again absent when I call, I will send your 
beautiful Maria to Spandau, and dismiss you. Go, 
now, and dispatch your letter." 

Deesen. hurried off, and the king looked smi- 
lingly after him for a moment, and was on the 
point of returning to his reading, when his atteur 
tion was attracted by the approach of a carriage. 

" Ah," he murmured anxiously, " I fear that I 
shall be disturbed again by some cousin, who has 
come to rob me of my time by hypocritical pro- 
fessions of love." 

He looked anxiously toward the door. It was 
soon opened, and a servant announced Prince 
Henry. 

The king*s countenance cleared, and he ad- 
vanced to meet his brother with a bright smile. 
But his greeting was not returned, and the prince 
did not appear to see the extended hand of the 
king. A heavy cloud lay upon his brow — ^his 
cheeks were colorless and his lips compressed, as 
if he wished to suppress the angry and indignant 
words which his flashing eyes expressed. 

"Ah, my brother," said the king, sadly, "it 
seems that you have come to announce a misfor- 
tune." 

" No," said the prince, " I only came, your ma- 
jesty, to recall a conversation which I held with 
you ten years ago in this same room, on this very 
spot." 

" Ten years ago ? " said the king. " That was 
at the time of your marriage, Henry." 

" Yes, the conversation I refer to concerned my 
marriage, sire. You had pursued me so long with 
that subject, that I had at length concluded to 
submit to the yoke which was to free me from 
those unworthy and humiliating persecutions." 

" I think that you could select more fitting ex- 
pressions, my brother," said the king, with flash- 
ing eyes. " You forget that you are speaking to 
your king." 

" But I remember that I am speaking to my 
brother, whose duty it is to hear the complaints 
which I have to utter agamst the king." 

"Speak," S£ud the king, after a slight pause. 
" Your brother wiU hear you." 

" I come to remind you of that hour," said the 
prince, solemnly, " in which I gave my consent to 
be married. As I did so, sire, I said to you that I 
should hold you responsible for this marriage 
which was made for political purposes and not 
from love — ^that I would call you to account be- 
fore the throne of God, and there ask you by what 



right you robbed me of my liberty, by what right 
you laid a chain upon my hand and heart which 
love could not help me to bear. I said furtherj 
sire — ^if the weight of this chain should become 
too heavy, and this unnatural connection of a mar- 
riage without love should drive me to despair, 
that upon your head would rest the curse of my 
misery, and that you would be answerable for my 
destroyed existence, for my perished hopes." 

"And I," said the king, "I took this responsi- 
bility upon me. As your king and your elder 
brother, I reminded you of your duty to give the 
state a family — sons who would be an example 
of courage and honor to the men, and daughters 
who would be a pattern of virtue and propriety 
to the women. In view of these duties, I de- 
manded of you to be married." 

"I come now to call you to account for this 
marriage," exclaimed the prince, solemnly. "I 
have come to tell you that my heart is torn with 
pain and misery ; that I am the most wretched 
of men, and that you have' made me so — ^you, 
who forced me into this marriage, although you 
knew the shame and despair of a marriage with- 
out love. You had already taken a heavy respon- 
sibility upon yourself by your own marriage; and 
if you were compelled to endure it so long as my 
father lived, you should have relieved yourself 
from it so soon as you were free ; that is, so soon 
as you were king. But you preferred to contuiue 
in this unnatural connection, or rather you put 
the chains from your hands, and let them drag at 
your ffeet. Not to outrage the world by your 
divorce, you gave it the bad example of a wretched 
marriage. You made yourself fVee, and you made 
a slave of your poor wife, who has been a martyr 
to your humors and cruelty. You profaned the 
institution of marriage. You gave a bad and 
dangerous example to your subjects, and it has 
done its work. Look around in your land, sire. 
Everywhere you will see unhappy women who 
have been deserted by their husbands, and miser- 
able men who have been dishonored by their 
faithless wives. Look at your own family. Our 
sister of Biureuth died of grief, and of the humil- 
iation she endured from the mistress of her 
husband. Our brother, Augustus William, died 
solitary and alone. He withdrew in his grief to 
Oranienburg, and his wife remained in Berlin. 
She was not with him when he died ; strangers 
received his last breath — strangers closed bis 
eyes. Our sister of Anspach quarrelled with her 
husband^ until flnaUy she submitted, and made a 
friend of his mistress. And I, sbe, I also stand 
before you with the brand of shame upon my 
brow. I also have been betrayed and deemed, 
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and all this is tout work. If the king mocks 
at the sacred duties of marriage, how can he 
• expect that his family and subjects should respect 
them ? It is the fashion in your land for husbands 
and wives to deceive one another, and it is you 
who have set this fashion." 

" I have allowed you to finish, Henry," said the 
king, when the prince was at length silent " I 
have allowed you to finish, but I have not heard 
your angry and unjust reproaches, I have only 
heard that my brother is unhappy, and it is, I 
know, natural for the unhappy to seek the source 
of their sorrows in others and not in themselves. 
I forgive all that you have said against me ; but 
if you hold me responsible for the miserable 
consequences of the war, which kept the men 
at a distance for years and loosened family ties, 
that shows plainly that your judgment is un- 
reliable, and that you cannot discriminate with 
justice. I did not commence this war heedlessly ; 
I undertook it as a heavy burden. It has made 
an old man of me ; it has eaten up my life before 
my time. I see all the evil results, and I con- 
sider it my sacred duty to bind up the wounds 
which it has inflicted on my country. I work for 
this object day and night ; I give all of my 
energies to this effort ; I have sacrificed to it all 
my personal inclinations. But I must be con- 
tented to bind up the wounds. I cannot make 
want disappear; I cannot immediately change 
sorrow Into gladness." 

"Ah, sure, you seek to avoid the subject, and 
to speak of the general unhappiness instead of 
my special grief. I call you to account, because 
you forced me to take a wife that I did not know 
— a wife who has made me the most miserable of 
men — a wife who has outraged my honor, and be- 
trayed my heart. You gave me a wife who has 
robbed me of all I held dear on earth— of the 
wife I loved, and of the friend I trusted." 

*• Poor brother," said the king, gently, "you 
are enduring the torments from which I also suf- 
fered, before my heart became hardened as it now 
is. Yes, it is a fearful pain to be forced to de- 
spise the friend that you trusted — ^to be betrayed 
by those we have loved. I have passed through 
that grieC The man suffered deeply in me be- 
fore his existence was merged in that of the 
king." 

"Sure," said the prince, suddenly, "I have 
come to you to demand justice and punishment. 
You have occasioned the misery of my house, it 
is therefbre your duty to alleviate it, as fiur as in 
you lies. I accuse my wife, the Princess Wilhel- 
mina, of infidelity and treachery. I accuse Count 
Kalkreuth, who dares to love my wife, of being a 



traitor to your royal family. I demand your oofr 
sent to my divorce from the princess, and to tht 
punishment of the traitor. That is the sati^ 
tion which I demand of your majesty for the ndi 
which you have wrought in my life." 

" You wish to make me answerable for the a- 
priciousness of woman and the faithlessness of 
man," asked the king, with a sad snriile. " You do 
that because I, in performing my duty as a king 
forced you to marry. It is true you did not lore 
your intended wife, because you did not know hei, 
but you learned to love her. That proves thit I 
did not make a bad choice ; your present pain is i 
justification for me. You are unhappy because 
you love the wife I gave you with your whole 
heart. For the capriciousness of women you can- 
not hold me responsible, and I did not select the 
friend who has so wickedly betrayed you. Yon 
demand of me that I should punish both. Hatc 
you considered, my brother, that in punishing them 
I should make your disgrace and misery pob- 
lie to the world ? Do not imagine, Henry, that 
men pity us for our griefs ; when they seem moss 
deeply to sympathize with us they feel an inward 
pleasure, especially if it is a prince who suffers. 
It pleases men that fate, which has given us an 
exceptional position, does not spare us the ordi- 
nary sorrows of humanity." 

"I understand, then, that you refuse my re- 
quest," said the prince. " You will not consent to 
my divorce, you will not punish the traitor ? " 

" No, I do not refuse your request, but I beg 
you will take three days to consider what I hare 
said to you. At the end of that time, should you 
come to me, and make the same demand, I will 
give my consent; that is, I will have you publicly 
separated from your wife, I will have Count Kal- 
kreuth punished, and will thus give the world the 
right to laugh at the hero of Freiburg." 

" Very well, sire," said the prince, thoughtfuBj, 
" I will remind you of your promise. I b^ you 
will now dismiss me, for you see I am a very man 
and no philosopher, unworthy to be a guest at 
Sans-SoucL" 

He bowed to the king, who tenderly pressed his 
hand, and silently left the room. 

Frederick looked after him with an expression 
of unutterable pity. 

" Three days will be long enough to deaden his 
pain, and then he will be more reasonable and 
form other resolutions." 
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CHAPTER Xlir. 

▲ HUSBAND^S REYENGE. 

Camilla lay upon a sofa in her boudoir, and 
listened with breathless attention to the account 
her beau cousin gave of the adventures of the last 
eight days. She listened with sparkling eyes to 
the witty description he gave of his duel with Lord 
Elliot, and declared that she found him extraordi- 
narily brilliant Camilla was indeed proud of her 
handsome lover. Eindar explained minutely how 
he had compelled Lord Elliot, who for a long tune 
avoided and fled from him, to fight a duel with 
him. How he forced him on his knees to ac- 
knowledge that he had done his wife injustice, and 
to apologize for the insult he had offered to Ein- 
dar, in charging him with being the lover of his 
pore and vurtuous wife. 

" And he did this ? " cried Camilla ; " he knelt 
before you and begged your pardon ? " 

" Yes, he knelt before me, and begged my par- 
don.»» 

" Then he is even more pitiful than I thought 
him,** said Camilla, ** and I am justified before the 
whole world in despising him. Nothing can be 
more contemptible than to beg pardon rather tiian 
fight a duel, to kneel to a man to save one's mis- 
erable life. I am a woman, but I would scorn 
each cowardice. I would despise the man I loved 
most fondly if he were guilty of such an act of 
shame." 

Camilla was much excited ; she did not notice 
how Kindar started, turned pale, and fixed his eyes 
on the floor. She was so charmed with the cour- 
age of her beau cousin that she could think of 
nothing else. Even her frivolous nature had this 
feminine instinct — she prized personal daring and 
courage in a man more than all other things ; of 
strength of mind she knew nothing, and therefore 
she could not appreciate it, but she demanded 
courage, dignity, and strength of physique. She 
laid her hands upon her cousin with cordial appro- 
bation, and gazed lovingly at him. 

" You are as beautiful as a hero and a demi- 
god, and it seems to me I never loved you so 
fondly as at this moment, when you stand before 
me as the victor over my cowardly husband. 
Ah, I wish I could have witnessed that scene ; 
you proud and grand, and he lying trembling like 
this miserable windspiel at your feet, repeating the 
words of retraction and repentance which you dic- 
Uted.'* 

*^It was indeed worth sedng," said Eindar; 
** but let OB tpeak now of something more impor- 
tant, dear Camilla. You must leave Beriin tCHlay, 



and for a few weeks at least withdraw to your es- 
tate, till the violence of the storm has blown over. 
It is, of course, most agreeable and flattering to 
me to have my name coupled with that of so 
lovely and charming a woman — ^to be looked upon 
with jealousy and alarm by the cowardly husbands 
of Berlin. It will not, however, be agreeable to you 
to be torn to pieces by slanderous tongues. Every 
old maid, every prude, and every hypocritical co- 
quette (and of such base elements the feminine 
world is composed), will find this a happy occar 
sion to exalt her own modesty and virtue, and de- 
nounce and condemn you." 

"Not so," said Camilla, proudly, "I will re- 
main in Berlin. I have courage to defy the whole 
world for your sake — ^I will remain to prove that 
I am not ashamed of my love. The whole world 
shall know that the brave and handsome Eindar, 
the beloved of all women, is my lover. Ah, cousin, 
you merit this compensation at my hands; you 
defended my honor against the aspersions of my 
husband, and compelled him to a shameful re- 
traction." 

" Does Baron von Emdar make this boast ? " 
cried a voice behind her. 

Camilla turned and saw Lord Elliot standing in 
the door ; he looked at her with a cold, contemp- 
tuous glance, which wounded her far more than a 
spoken insult would have done. 

" Why are you here, sir ? " she cried. ""With 
what right do you dare force yourself into my pres- 
ence ? " 

Lord Elliot made no reply, but smiled coolly, 
and Camilla's eyes filled with tears of rage. 

" Cousm," said she, turning to Eindar, " will 
you not free me from the presence of this con- 
temptible creature, who dares to affront and — ?' 

Suddenly she stopped speaking and gazed in 
amazement at her handsome cousin ; his counte- 
nance was not serene ; he was indeed livid, and 
stood trembling and with downcast eyes before 
her husband. 

" Well," said Lord Elliot, raising himself proud- 
ly, "do you not hear your cousin's command? 
Will you not dismiss this poor creature who dares 
disturb this tender interview ? " 

* I will withdraw," stammered Eindar, " I am 
de irop, I have no right to interfere between Lord 
Elliot and his wife. I take my leave." 

He tried to step through the door, but the pow- 
erful hand of Lord Elliot held him back. 

" Not so, my handsome gentleman," said Lord 
Elliot, with a hoarse laugh, " you are by no means 
de trop ; on the contrary, I desire your presence ; 
you will remain here and listen to the charming 
and merry narrative I am about to relate to Lady 
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EUiot I have come, madame, to giye your lady- 
ship the history of a hunt ; not, however, of a 
chase after wild beasts, of the hart and the hare, 
but of an all-conquering cavalier, who, however, 
judging from the manner in which he fled and 
sought to save himself, must possess the coward- 
Ice of the hare, and the fleet foot of the hart You 
know, I presume, that I speak of your beau cotisin 
and myself." 

While Lord Elliot spoke, Camilla stared m 
breathless agony at her cousin. She seemed to 
hope to read in his pale face the explanation of 
this incomprehensible riddle ; she expected him to 
command her husband to be silent, and to ofier 
him some new insult But Kindar did not speak, 
and Camilla came to a desperate resolution. She 
was determined to know why he stood so pale and 
trembling before her husband. She would force 
him to an explanation. 

" It is wholly unnecessary, my lord," she swd, 
in a haughty tone, " to relate your history to me ; 
I am acquamted with all the particulars of the 
chase of which you 'speak. I know your degrada- 
tion and humiliation — I know that you fell upon 
your knees and pleaded for pardon when satisfac- 
tion was demanded of you." 

*' Ah I I see, le beau cousin has changed r6le8 
with me," said Lord Elliot. " That was indeed 
most amiable. Your lover must, of course, 
always play the most important part, and no 
doubt, he thought to do me honor by this change. 
I cannot take advantage of this generous inten- 
tion, and must correct a few errors in his nar- 
rative." 

" Speak I then ; speak ! my lord," said Ca- 
milla, whose eyes were still flxed sternly upon her 
lover. 

" As you graciously permit it, madame, I will 
give you an account of the chase. But first, 
madame, I must clear myself from an accusation. 
I am suspected of having challenged Yon Elindar, 
because he was the lover of my wife. I look 
upon that, however, as an accident, and nothing 
more. Ze beau cotisin happened to be at hand 
when my susceptible, ardent wife looked around 
for a lover, and she accepted him ; he was the 
first, but he will not be the last I was not driven 
to pursue him by jealousy. I am a true son of 
this enlightened age, and shall not, like the 
knights of the olden time, storm heaven and 
earth because my wife has a lover. I am a phi- 
losopher. For a noble wife, who had made me 
happy in her love, I might perhaps feel and act 
differentiy. I, however, married a beartiess fool, 
and it would have been mad folly to risk my life 
vith a brainless fop for her sake." 



*' Speak, cousin I" cried Camilla, ^ning^ 
forward, white with passion. ** Speak ! Do yoi 
not hear these insults?" She laid her haodi 
upon his arm ; he muttered a few incomprehes- 
sible words and tried to shake them oft 

" He has heard every word," sud Lord Elliot^ 
scornfully ; " but he is witiiout doubt too polite 
to interrupt me. He will have the goodness ^ 
to listen silentiy." 

Camilla let her hands fall ; gnashing her teet& 
she turned away and' seated herself npon the 
divan. Her lover and her husband stood before 
her; the one, tremblmg like a broken reed, 
leaned agunst the wall, the other erect and 
proudly conscious of his own worth and dignitj. 

**I said that I would not have dreamed of 
riskmg my life with a bnunless fop, for the sAt 
of a heartiess fool ; but this fop was guilty of 
another crime : he was not only the betrayer of 
my wife, but he was the author of a sbamefiil 
and most insulting letter, which you, madame^ 
had the effrontery to copy and send me." 

"How do you know that he wrote this letter ?** 
cried Camilla. 

" In the first place, madame, you are not eres 
capable of composboig such a letter. I took the 
liberty of removing the original of this letter firon 
your^ writing-desk. Armed with this proo( I 
sought le beau cousin^ and demanded satifiictioa. 
Lieutenant Eaphengst, a former frigid of ^ 
handsome cavalier, accompanied me. When joq 
deal with such a man as the one who stands 
cowering before me, witnesses are necessary. He 
is quite capable of denying every things asd 
changing the rdlet. The baron had left home, he 
had gone to Hecklenberg. Certunly he did sot 
know that I had come to Berhn to seek him, or 
he would have had the courtesy to remain and 
receive my visit I was too impati^it to await bis 
return, and followed his traces, even as ardentlj 
as he has followed you, madame. I found bim 
at last, in the hotel of a littie village. like all 
other sentunental lovers, he longed for eohtode ; 
and, not wishing to be disturbed in bis swe^ 
dreams, he rented the entire hotel. I was, how- 
over, bold enough to seek him — with swords aod 
pistols — and gave hun choice of weapons ; he vaa 
peaceable, and refused both sword and pistol 
I therefore took my third weapon, my trost; 
walking-stick. It was a beautiful bamboo-fod, 
and neither broke nor split, though I beat awii 
valiantly on the back of the knightiy cavalier." 

" This cannot be true. This is a lie I " cried C^ 
nulla. 

Lord Elliot nused his arm and pointed skml; 
to Emdar. ** Ask hun, madame, if thip is a lia^" 
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Camilla turned, and as her eye rested upon him, 

she felt that she had no need to ask the question. 

Kindar leaned with pale cheek and tottering 

knees against the wall. He was a living picture 

of cowardly despair and trembling terror. 

Camilla groaned aloud, and with a look of un- 
Bpeakable aversion she turned from him to her 
husband. For the first time, she did not find him 
ugly. . He was indeed imposing. His proud bear- 
ing, his noble intellect, and manly worth impressed 
her. To her he had ever been but the fond, ten- 
der, yielding lover — now she saw before her the 
firm and angry man, and he pleased her. Kindar, 
who had been so handsome and so irresistible, was 
now hateful in her eyes. 

" Go on," murmured Camilla. - 
" Well, I beat this man with my cane till he 
consented to fight with me. We had, however, 
played this little comedy too energetically. The 
people of the hotel heard the noise, and fearing 
Bome fatal result, rushed to the rescue of this 
handsome cavalier. We deferred the duel, there- 
fore, till the next day, but lo t the next morning 
le beau cousin had fled. Without doubt he had 
forgotten our little arrangement, and his thirst to 
see you lured him back to Berlm. I was barbarian 
enough to follow him, and I swore to shoot him 
down like a mad dog if he did not consent to fight. 
This comparison was doubtless somewhat insult- 
ing, and he resolved at last to fight." 

*^ Ah, he accepted the challenge I " cried Camil- 
la, casting a sudden glance upon Elindar ; but oh, 
how ugly, how pitiful, how repulsive did he now 
appear to her I She closed her eyes, in order not 
to see him. 

" We rode on with our seconds and our weapons 
to the little village of Beman, on the border of 
Saxony ; but I saw, madame, that your cavalier 
had no inclination to fight this duel Besides, I 
thought of you—- of your great grief if he should 
fall, and thus deprive you of your pretty plaything 
before you had time to replace it. You know that 
my heart was ever soft and compassionate. I 
resolved, therefore, to be merciful to le beau 
cousin. Arrived on the ground, I proposed to 
Kindar, instead of fighting with me, to sign a pa- 
per which I had prepared, in which he implores 
my pardon and my mercy, acknowledges himself 
to be an unworthy scoundrel and liar, and solemnly 
swears that every accusation he brought against 
me in the letter you copied was a lie— declares me 
to be an irreproachable cavalier, who has been de- 
ceived and betrayed by himself and Lady Elliot 
Baron Kindar found this somewhat strongly ex- 
pressed, and preferred to fight rather than sign it" 
"God be thanked!" murmured Camilla. 



" Well, we were resolved to fight, and I was 
obliging enough to ^ve Kindar the first shot He 
accepted this advantage readily, and I confess he 
aimed well His hand trembled, and he shot too 
high, just over my head. Now it was my turn, 
I raised the pistol, and I swear to you, madame, 
my hand did not tremble. Perhaps Kindar no- 
ticed this — perhaps he wished to live and find a 
compensation in your love for the terrible tor- 
ments of the last few days. It suffices to say, he 
called out to me not to shoot, as he was ready to 
sign the paper confessing he was a scoundrel and 
a liar. He signed it kneeling at my feet, and beg- 
^ng pardon. I then gave him permission to re- 
turn to Berlin. For myself, I drove to Sans-Souci, 
asked an audience of the king, and obtained his 
consent to a divorce. You know, madame, that 
I have a soft and yielding nature. I never could 
refuse a wish of your heart. I therefore implored 
his majesty to allow of your inmiediate marriage 
with Baron Kindar." 

"Never, never, will that marriage take place ! " 
cried Camilla, springing from the divan and ga- 
zing with abhorrence upon Kindar. 

" It will take place ! " said Lord Elliot, firmly 
and imperiously; "you love him, you betrayed 
me for his sake-^he is a base coward, despised by 
every man, but still you wiU marry him. We are 
divorced, and the king commands this marriage. 
From this hour we are nothing to each other — ^you 
are the betrothed of Baron von Kindar. Allow me 
to ^ve you this paper, which he signed to save 
his pitiful life, as a bridal present." 

He lidd the paper upon the table, and bowed to 
Camilla, who was pale and terrified, and whose 
teeth chattered as if in an ague-fit 

** Madame," said Lord Elliot, "I have the honor 
to bid you adieu. I wish you a long and happy 
wedded life I " 

Lord Elliot left the room and passed on to the 
apartment which had been his own. Every thing 
had been removed, all the pictures taken from the 
wall but one ; only Camilla's portrait, taken in her 
bridal dress, remamed. He stood long before this 
lovely picture, and gazed steadily, as if to impress 
every lineament upon his souL He felt that in 
taking leave of this painting he was bidding adieu 
to youth, to happmess, to all the sweet illusions 
of life. 

" Farewell 1" said he, aloud— " farewell, Ca- 
milla I my bride I the dream is over ! " 

He took a littie knife from his pocket and cut 
the picture in two pieces, firom the top to the bot- 
tom, then slowly descended the steps to his car- 
riage, in which his friend, Doctor Blitz awaited 
him. 
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" I am ready, doctor, and I beg you to give me 
a bed in your house for the present Durmg the 
last ten days I hare had a burning fever." 

While Lord Elliot was driving off, Camilla and 
le beau cousin stood confronting each other; 
neither dared to break the fearful silence, or even 
to look at each other. 

Suddenly the door opened, and General von Sal- 
dem, the adjutant of the king, entered the room. 
Camilla had not the strength to advance to meet 
him ; she returned his salutation by a faint incli- 
nation of the head. The general did not appear 
to see Eindar, and made no response to his pro- 
found bow. 

" Madame,*' said the general, solemnly, " I come 
at the command of the king ; by his authority as 
king and judge, and as head of the church, he has 
annulled your marriage with Lord Elliot. This 
was done as a proof of his regard to Lord Elliot. 
Out of regard to your own family, he insists upon 
your immediate marriage with Baron Eindar, who 
has been dismissed from the king's service." 

" No, no," cried Camilla, " I will never marry 
him ! Leave me, sir — ^I will never become the 
wife of this man ! " 

" It is his majesty's express command that you 
should be married without delay," said General 
Saldem ; '* he has also commanded me to say to 
you that this scandalous intrigue, insulting to mor- 
als and good manners, should no longer be brought 
before the public. You are both, therefore, ban- 
ished from his court, from Potsdam and Berlin, 
and commanded to take refuge at your country 
seat, and lead there a solitary and quiet life. This 
is the only punishment he inflicts upon you, and I 
have nothing more to announce. If agreeable to 
you, madame, we will go at once I " 

"Where ? " cried Camilla, drawing back in ter- 
ror from the general, who approached her. 
' " In the next room, madame, a priest is waiting, 
who, at the express command of his majesty, will 
now perform the marriage ceremony." 

Camilla uttered a loud shriek and fell senseless 
into the arms of le beau cchmn^ who advanced tow- 
ard her at a nod from the general. 

When consciousness returned, the priest was 
before her and Kindar at her side. The ceremony 
was performed, and the unhappy couple left Ber- 
lin at once, never to return. The remamder of 
then: lives was passed in sorrow, solitude, and self- 
rontempt. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE SEPARATION. 

The three days the kmg had allowed his brother 
to make up his mind in, were past. Prince He& 
ry had made up his mind. On the morning of the 
second day, he had sent off two couriers— one tc 
the king at Sans-Souci, the other to his wife at 
Rheinsberg. He had remamed in Berlin, and h&i 
taken possession of the splendid palace opposite 
the opera-house, that the king had lately built 
and furnished for him. He had ordered his mi: 
jor^omo to prepare a handsome dinner, as he 
wished to open his house by entertaining all tb? 
nobility of Berlin. 

The feast was to take place the third day after 
the king's interview with the prince. 

The courier who left the morning before, carried 
a letter to Princess Wilhelmina, requesting her ia 
a few cold, ceremonious words, to come to Berlin 
and preside at the proposed dinner and concert 

This invitation was to the princess a command 
she dared not resist She left Rheinsberg early 
in the morning and arrived at the palace an hoar 
before dmner. 

Prince Henry met his wife in the large vestibule 
leading to the front building. He advanced tow- 
ard her with a bright smile, passed her am 
through his, and led her, pale and trembling, np 
the steps, making her observe the style of the 
building and the many conveniences of their nev 
dwelling. He spoke cheerfully, walking slowly so 
as to give the followers of the princess, who were 
occupied with her baggage, time to collect aronnd 
her and witness the perfect understanding between 
her and her husband. When they had mounted 
the last step, the prince laughingly pointed to the 
two halls leading from the stairway. 

" Here, madame, commence our separate apart- 
ments. To you belong the right, to me the left 
wing of the castle. I will pass through the ball 
to the right and lead you to the apartments 
whose mistress you will now become." 

The princess threw a timid, inquiring glance at 
him. She had been so convinced that her hus- 
band would demand a divorce, that she had al- 
lowed her thoughts to linger upon this possible 
mode of escape. Now her heart trembled within 
her. "Perhaps," murmured she, as they passed 
through the long hall — ^^ perhaps he will murder 
me, as the Duke of Orleans did his wife becaas6 
she loved the Count de Guiche." She hesitated, 
therefore, as the prince opened a door and bade 
her enter. She looked anxiously around for bei 
followers. 
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** Oamiot my maids accompany us ? *' ssdd she, 
Boftly. 

** No, madame," said the prince, roughly. " We 
go alone." 

He drew her into the room, entered after her, 
then closed and locked the door. 

Princess Wilhelmina shrieked in terror, and 
drew away from him. " Why do you lock the 
door ? " said she, trembling. " Do you wish to 
murder me ? " 

The prince laughed aloud. " Ah, you wish a 
tragic end to your romance, madame," said he. 
** Not so, however. It will be quiet and prosaic. 
You will act neither the part of a martyr nor a her- 
oine. I wish neither to reproach nor punish you. 
I leave that to God and your conscience. I wish 
only to arrange with you the details of our fu- 
ture life. I locked the door, as I do not wish to 
be disturbed." 

" What are these detjdls ? " said the princess*. 
"Wo will speak of them hereafter, madame. 
Will you first do me the honor to read this letter 
I have just received from the king in answer to 
mine? Have the kindness to read it aloud." 
The princess received the letter and read : 
" Ml Dear Brother — ^Your letter has been a 
great source of consolation to me, for it assures 
me that you are again a man, and have over- 
come your grieC It is not your lot to be only a 
tender or an aven^g husband. You are, be- 
fore all else, a prince and a man. Both quali- 
fications have duties forcing you to submit to 
life and to become worthy of it. There is 
still much to be done in this world by both 
of us, and a true man should not be turned 
from his path because a foolish woman places a 
few thorns beneath his pillow. Stifling his pain, 
he continues his road quietly. I am glad this is 
also your opinion — ^that you have given up all 
thought of a public scandal and denunciation. In 
relation to the princess, I give you full power to 
make any and every arrangement you see fit. As 
to Kalkreuth, he shall receive the place you men- 
tioned. I have appointed him lieutenant-general 
of the third army corps in Prussia. He will leave 
here at once. I desire you to inform him of his 
promotion. As soon as you dismiss him, send 
him to me at Sans-Soucl You tell me you are 
about to give a feast. That pleases me right well. 
It ia better to stifle your pain with bright flowers 
and gay music, than to tear out your hair and re- 
tire to a convent. May your feast be a bright 
one, and may it last forever I Frederick." 

Princess Wilhelmina, having finished the letter, 
handed it to her husband. " I see," whispered 
•he, softly, " that you have been noble and gener- 



ous, my husband. You shower benefits upon ul 
instead of just anger." 

" I do neither the one nor the other," said the 
prince, coldly ; " I simply wish to pass a peaceful 
life, and above all things I would not have the 
world think me unhappy, for unhappy I am not 
nor ever mean to be." 

The princess gave a timid glance at his counte- 
nance, so at variance with his words. The last 
three days had worked such a fearful change. His 
cheeks were thin and pale, his brow dark and 
clouded — about his mouth were deep lines of care 
never more to be effaced. Princess Wilhelmina 
was deeply touched when she saw this change. 

"My husband," said she softly, raismg her 
hands imploringly to him, " have pity on yourself 
— on me. Hear me before you decide. I feel 
that I have sinned heavily against you, but 
I will endeavor to expiate my sin. In look- 
ing at you and seemg how much you have 
suffered, the pain that almost bursts my heart 
tells me how dear you are to me. I repent — ^I 
repent, my husband. I will force my heart 
to love you, and you alone. From now on, I will 
be a faithful wife ; the one aim of my life shall be 
to make you happy. Here I swear, as before God's 
altar, that I will love and obey you as my husband 
and master. Will you accept this heart, that comes 
to you full of repentance ? Henry, will you ? " 

She held out her hand, with a bright, beaming 
glance, but he did not take it. 

" No ; it is too late," said he. " I raised you 
a temple in my heart. You have destroyed it, 
and wish now to build another with the shattered 
ruins. No, princess ; that which the lightning 
has struck must remain in ashes. I could never 
believe in the stability of your building, but 
would be expecting it to fall daily. This temple 
can never be rebuilt I forgive, but can never 
more love you. We are separated before God 
and our own hearts. But to the world we are 
still wedded. We shall both inhabit this palace, 
but we shall seek never to meet one another. 
On grand fete days, when etiquette demands it, 
we shall dine together, but preside at separate 
tables. And you must forgive me if I never ad- 
dress you. We are dead to one another ; and the 
dead do not speak. In the summer I shall live at 
Rheineborg ; the king presented it to me on my 
marriage with you, and I think I have paid dearly 
enough for it to be allowed to spend my time 
there alone. You will not follow me there, but 
will remain in Berlin, or travel, as it suits you. 
Do you accept my conditions, madame ? " 

" Yes, sir," said the princess, proudly. " I ac- 
cept them. We will live like two galley-slavei^ 
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bound together in cbains, without one thou^t 
or feeling in unison. You nave devised a seyere 
punLshment for me, my priuce. Hj only fear is 
that I am not the only victim — ^that you also suf- 
fer?" 

" I told you before, that I wished to punish no 
one. All I seek is a little rest — a little peace, 
and your presence in this palace cannot endanger 
that, for you, madame, have not only annihilated 
my love for you, but also the remembrance of it. 
And now, as you have accepted my conditions for 
our future life, I have nothing more to say than 
farewell, until death! Farewell, madame; may 
your life be a happy one I " 

" Farewell, prince I " murmured Wilhelmina, in 
a voice choked with tears. ** Farewell 1 and may 
God teach your heart to pity and forgive I " 

** You will now have the kindness, madame, to 
arrange your toilet, then to follow me with your 
court to the great reception-room. We give 
to4ay a splendid dinner. At this fete wa will 
take an eternal adieu of the past. It will be the 
last time we dine together. Farewell, madame; 
I await you." 

He bowed profoundly, then moved to the door. 
The princess gazed after him breathlessly, and 
the tears that had long stood in her eyes now 
rolled slowly down her cheeks. 

When the prince had reached the threshold, 
she started forward, crying in a piteous voice : 

" Henry 1 oh, Henry 1" 

The prince did not turn, but opened the door 
and passed out of the room. 

5'ifteen minutes later, a gay crowd was as- 
sembled in the reception-room. The prince re- 
ceived his guests in his usual gay, cordial manner. 
But the princess was different. She was more quiet 
and formal than usual Her eyes did not sparkle ; 
her cheeks were pale in spite of her rouge ; her 
voice was low and tremulous, and the smile she 
called to her lip was hard and forced. A still 
more remarkable change had taken place in. 
Count Kalkreuth's appearance. He who gener- 
ally sparkled with gayety and wit, whose merry 
jests had been the delight of the court — he who 
had been the very shadow of the princess, her 
most devoted cavalier — stood now pale and 
speechless at a wmdow, gazbg sadly at the 
prince, who was laughing and talking with his 
guests, and who had passed him repeatedly with- 
out turning his head. The courtiers, however, 
saw only the outward signs of that agony that 
bad almost distracted the count in the last four 
days. 

For four days, since their last meeting in the 
l^en of Rheinsberg, the prince had not spoken 



to Um. It was in vahi he had written and in 
plored an audience. The prince returned hii 
lettera unopened. In vdn that at almost everr 
holur during these four wretched days be had bad 
himself announced to the prince. Prince Henry 
would not receive him. And still he felt the in- 
evitable necessity of having an explanation witb 
the prince. His heart craved it as the d jing mas 
craves the last consolations of religion. Tias 
friendship for the prince, notwithstanding he had 
betrayed and wounded it, was, and had alwajs* 
been to him a sort of religion ; he had sinned 
against it in the folly of his passion, but he had 
now come to his senses, and he repented his gnih 
bitterly. Not a thought of the princess lingered 
in his heart ; it was the prince he yearned aft^; 
he must speak to him ; he must be forgiven by 
him. His love for him was greater than ever. 
Now that he had turned from him, he knew how 
much he had lost He had not yet given up the 
hope of an interview^ for this alone had he 
come to the dinner. But whenever he endeavored 
to approach the prince, he had turned from him 
and entered into earnest conversation with some 
bystanders. 

Now the prince stood alone at a vnndow; nov 
or never must the count succeed in speaking 
to him. Passing through the room hastily, he 
Stood before Prince Henry 

"My prince," murmured the count, softly, 
" have pity on me. I entreat you to listen to 
me for fifteen minutes 1 " 

The prince fixed his piercing eyes upon the 
count*s pale, a^tated countenance, but did not 
speak. Then passing proudly before him, be 
advanced to meet Prince Frederick William, who 
had just arrived. 

The doors of the dining-saloon were now thit)ini 
open, and the guests approached the riobly-ccf- 
ered table, at one end of which sat the prince aod 
his wife. Not far from them was Count £al- 
kreuth. For more than two hours he had hone 
the agony of being near the prince without being 
addressed by him. For two hours he had stood 
the inquiring, malicious smiles and glances of the 
courtiers, who were looking on with delight at his 
humiliaUon. 

His martyrdom was almost over. Dinner was 
finished, and all awaited a sign from the princdy 
couple to rise from the table. Prince Henry arose, 
glass in hand, and said, in a loud voice : 

" And now, my guests, I have pleasant news for 
you ; as you are all friends of Count Kalkreuth, 
what is good news to him will be to you alsa 
His majesty has appointed him lieutenant-general 
of Prince Frederick William's army corps ii 
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Prussia. The king, knowing my true firiendship 
for him, grantc4 me the privilege of announcing 
his promotion. I am sorry to say that through it 
wc lose him, for his majesty desires him, as soon 
as we leave the table, to hasten to Sans-Souci to 
receive his commission. And now, gentlemen, fill 
your glasses, we will drink to the lieutenant-gen- 
eral's welfare." 

All arose to drink the toast except Count Kal- 
kreuth. His head was bent almost upon his breast, 
. as if he were ashamed to show his pale, agitated 
countenance. He would have ^ven all he pos- 
sessed to have flown from the hall. Princess Wil- 
belmina sat opposite, she had not yet looked at 
him, but she now threw hun a glance full of in- 
expressible pity, and raised her glass hastily to her 
lips. It was not wine, but her own tears that she 
drank. 

The prince now led the princess to the recep- 
tion-room. He stood beside her when Ealkreuth 
approached. The guests were grouped about the 
room, every eye was fixed eagerly upon this trio. 

Count Kalkreuth was still pale and unmanned ; 
with tottering, trembling steps he advanced tow- 
ard the princely couple. 

The prince turned laughingly to his guests, say- 
ing : " See the strange eflfect of joy. It has trans- 
formed our gay and witty count He is stem and 
solemn as if^ instead of an honor, he had received 
a degradation." 

No voice answered the prince. Finally, in midst 
of deep silence, the count said : 

«* I come to take leave of your i-oyal highness 
before going to that exile which his majesty has 
kindly chosen for me. For, although it is promo- 
tion, you must permit me to reiterate that it is 
also banishment, for at Eonigsberg I shall not see 
my prince. But I shall carry your picture in my 
heart— there it shall forever dwell" 

** We will not make our parting more hard by 
sweet words," said Prince Henry, emphasizing the 
last words. " Bid adieu to my wife, kiss her hand, 
and then Qod be with you I " 

The princess, muttering a few incomprehensible 
words, gave him her hand, white and colorless as 
that of a corpse. Count Ealkreuth touched his 
lips to it, and they were so cold that the princess 
shuddered as if she had been embraced by death 
itselC 

It was their last meeting ! — a cold, formal fare- 
well for life. The count now turned to the prince, 
who gave him his hand smilmgly. 

*• Farewell, count," said he. Stooping to em- 
brace him, he whispered in his ear : " You once 
saved my life, we are now quits, for you have 
nurdered my heart. Farewell I " 



He tamed from him. The count, no longer able 
to suppress his tears, covered his face with his 
hands and tottered from the room. 

A few hours later he stood in the kmg's ante 
chamber at Sans-Souci. He had just been an 
nounced. He waited long — ^no one came to con* 
duct him to the king ; every door remsuned closed, 
every thing around him was dull and deserted. It 
was dark; the sharp April wind was beating 
against the wmdow and howling through the chim- 
ney. The count*s conscience was busy at work in 
this gloomy chamber. He could endure it no 
longer, and was preparing to leave, when the door 
was opened, and an adjutant entered to conduct 
him to the long's apartments. 

The king was in his sitting-room. As Count 
Ealkreuth entered, he laid aside the book he had 
been reading, and rose. In a stem, imperious 
manner he advanced to meet him. 

"As my brother desired it, I have appointed 
you lieutenant-general of the third army corps," 
said he, harshly. " You leave at once for Eonigs- 
berg — ^you know your duties. Go, and endeavor 
to fulfil them." 

"Sire!" said the count, softly. 

" Go I not another word ! " 

Count Ealkreuth, almost unable to make the 
military salute, left the room, stifling his anger. 

The king looked after him thoughtfully, ** Poor 
Henry I " murmured he, softJy, " had you also to 
receive the Judas-kiss fipom a friend ? Poor broth- 
er I you were so happy — ^why did cruel fate disen- 
chant you ? There is much in being happy in- 
your own estimation — there is upon the earth no 
other sort of happiness ; and whether tme or false, 
the peace it brings is alike. I, I am so poor that 
I no longer believe in the one or the other. And 
still men envy me I Envy a poor, disenchanted, 
solitary man-— envy him because he wears a crown ! 
What sort of an existence have I ? My life is full 
of work, full of sorrow, nothing else I I work for 
my subjects ; they do not thank me, and will greet 
and welcome my successor some day, be he ever 
so mean and contemptible, as they once greeted 
ahd welcomed me. The love of a people for their 
king is a love full of egotism and self-interest. 
Who has ever loved me otherwise than selfishly f 
I met my friends with an open heart — when with 
them I forgot that I was a king, but they never 
forgot it ; not one, not a single one loved in me 
the man. The foolish populace call me a hero, 
and speak of the laurels that crown my brow, but 
of the thorns chey have woven in it they know ' 
nothing. Would I need have no more to do with 
men, for they have poor, slavish souls ! They de- 
ceive themselves — they all deceive me." 
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As the king ceased speaking, he felt his foot 
touched. Somewhat startled, he looked down. 
His greyhound Diana was lying at his feet, gazing 
at him with her large, intelligent eyes. A soft 
smile crossed Frederick's countenance. Stooping 
to caress her, he said : 

" You come to remind me that there is still love 
and truth upon the earth, but one must not be 
silly enough to look for it among men. Come 
here, Diana, my little companion ; I was wrong to 
call myself solitary, for are you not here ? and 
then have I not my flute ? Is she not a loving. 



trustworthy friend, to whom every thing can b< 
confided ? You two shall be my sole ccMnpanicmj 
^i<^ evening.*^ 

Raising his flute, he comm^iced to play sofUj, 
walking up and down his room. Diana followed 
him slowly, listening in seeming devotion to the 
long, wuling tones of her rival. 

Sad and wonderlul to hear was the music of 
this solitary king ; like broken, dying siglLS and 
sobs were its tones ; and the howling wind, roshing 
in through the window, added its moumfiil vrail to 
Frederick the Great's song of woe. 



NOTE S, 



(PAaz 80.) 
ODE TO COUNT BEUHL. 

Jnscriptian. — ^"It is not necessary to make ourselves 
imeasy abont tbe ftitnre.^' 
** High Destiny^s unhappy slave, 
Absolnte lord of a too indolent king, 
Oppressed with work whose care importones him— 
Bruhl, leave the useless perplexities of grandeur. 
In the bosom of thine opulence 
I see tbe God of tbe wearied ones, 
And in thy magnificence 
Bepose makes thy nights. 

** Descend from this iMiIace, whose hanghty dome 
Towering o^er Saxony, rises to the skies ; 
In which thy fearfal mind confines the tempest, 
TThich agitates at the court, a nation of envi««. 

Look at this fragile grandeur, 

And cease at last to admire 

The pompous shining of a city 

Where all feign to adore thee. 

*^ Know that Fortune is light and inconstant; 
A deceiver who delights in cruel reverses ; 
She is seen to abuse the wise man, the vulgar 
Insolently playing with all this weak universe. 

To-day it is on my head 

That she lets her fitvors foil. 

By to-morrow she will be prepared 

To carry them elsewhere. 

** Does she fix on me her wayward fickleness, 
My heart will be grateful for the good she does ma ; 
Does she wish to show elsewhere her benevolence, 
I give her back her gifts without pain— without r^ret' 

Filled with strongest virtue, 

I will espouse Poverty, 

If for dower she brings me 

Honor and probHy." 

(Pagb 179.) 

* Adieu, D^Argens I In this picture 
Thou wilt see the cause of my death ; 
At least, do not think, a nothing In the vault, 
TbMt I aspire to apotheosis. 



AD that friendship by these lines proposes 

Is only this much, that here the celestial torch 

May clear thy days while I repose. 

And each time when the Spring appears anew 

And fit>m her abundant breast <^ers thee the flowe 

there enclosed. 
That thou with a bouquet of myrtle and rose 
Wilt deign to decorate my tomb.** 

(Pa«» 228i) 
** Under a most happy omen. 
The goddess of love 
Wished that a now sacrifice 
Should consecrate to her our bright days. 
Already the fogots are lighted. 
The altar glows, the incense fumes. 
The victim is adorned— 
By love itself ft is consumed. 
The mystery accomplished.^ 

(PA6X 226.) 
** It is thine, swan of the Saxons, 
To draw the secret fit>m the miser Nature ; 
To soften with thy songs the hard 
And detestable sounds of a barbarous tonfM.** 

(Page 265.) 
" This Is not a spairow 
Kept in this cage. 
It la one of those birds 
Who sing in storms. 
Open, friend of the wise. 
Break iron and bolts, 
The songs in your woods 
Shall fiy back to you." 

(Fags 2661) ' 
** The nightingale sings, and this is the reason 
That he is taken to sing in a prison. 
See now the sparrow, who does bo mudi evil, 
Flays with life without fear of cages. 
See in this portrait, 
Which shows the effect 
Of the good luck of rogues, and the mIsfortiiM gI 
sages.'' 



/^ 



THE END. 
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